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CHAPTER I. 

‘widowed wipe and wedded maid/ 

The dawn carne creeping slowly up over Genoa. It was the 
dawn of a beautiful morning in late autumn, when tlie Mediter- 
ranean shores of northern Italy look specially lovely ; and yet 
this dawn showed livid and cheerless in the eyes of the watchers 
who became aware of its presence as they saw it stealing into a 
room in an hotel that looked upon the arched promenade and 
the port and the sea. ‘ Ugly night ’ is described in some lines 
of immortal beauty as coming breathing at the heels of the 
setting sun. The dawn sometimes looks uglier still as it comes 
breathing at the heels of the night, which threw at least a 
pitying and friendly shelter over tear-stained faces and weary 
©yes. 

There were three or four persons in the room, and they 
were gathered round a death-bed. Albert Vanthorpe, a young 
Englishman of some three-and-twenty, had just died. The 
watchers had been with him all the night, and*it was in the 
hopeless hush that followed the first assurance of his death that 
some of them became aware of the coming of the dawn. One of 
the watchers said, in a low firm voice — 

4 It is all over ; there is nothing else to be done. I should 
4 like to be left alone for a little, if you please ; I should like to 
{be left alone — with my husband/ 

* One of the others, an elderly lady, seemed to hesitate ; she 
stood as if about to plead some objection. The younger said 
witlp. a beseeching gesture — 

c Oh, yes ; even you too, dearest ! Only for a moment or 
two ; you will come back again. Just a moment or two/ 

, The elder lady and the others left the room without a word, 
'find' the wife was alone with her husband, 
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She was a very young wifq, not to say a very young widow. 
She did not look quite twenty ; she was in a little more 
than twenty-one ; she was rather tall, and had a pale face that 
looked as if the melancholy dawn were its proper setting. For 
all the haggardness given to her by the hour and the occasion, 
she was singularly handsome. She sat by the bedside of the 
• young man who lay dead, and took one of his hands in hers. 
Her eyes sometimes wandered round the room which the dawn 
began faintly to light. A strange indescribable effect was 
wrought on her mind by the sight of objects that had belonged 
to him and now belonged to him no more — his clothes, some of 
his books, his watch, his chain, rings, puree; the presents that 
he had brought home to give to friends, the cigar-case, the 
silver-mounted revolver that he had lately been carrying — alt 
these things that had no owner now ; or, stranger still, had her 
for their owner. It was strange, indeed, to think that she 
alone had now the absolute light to sit beside him as he lay 
dead ; that it was for her alone to say who should come into 
the room and who should be refused admission. It was very 
strange to think that people would come to her soon and ask 
her what was to be done with everything he had left behind, 
and that her word would be a law even as to the very place 
where his body was to lie. The other day she was a dreamy, 
impracticable girl, full of nonsensical ideas and preposterous 
schemes; and no w she had a whole world of practical responsi- 
bilities put upon her and was absolutely independent of all 
control. She bent her face over the dead young man and kissed 
his chill, rigid hand ; not again and again as agonised mourners 
vainly do, but once timidly and respectfully. 

This was not assuredly the sort of grief which a young wife 
just bereaved might be expected to fool. In all the strain and 
confusion of tho moment’s emotions, Gabrielle Ronalds was 
distinctly conscious of this ; she was as clearly aware of it as 
she was aware of the fact that the coming of the dawn was 
rendering the light of the soft lamps a superfluity. She knew 
that her regret for the dead man was not what the grief of a 
wife ought to Ire ; and she was conscious of a painful impression 
that her putting on the aspectTof a widow’s sorrow would in 


some measure he like the playing of a part, perhaps like that of 
a proff>s§ional mourner hired for a funeral. If she could have 
livt d her life over again and could have known what was coming, 
she would have tried to love him much more than she had 
done ; she would have compelled herself to love him ; she must 
have loved him. Nobody surely could have deserved tci be* 
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loved more than be bad deserved love from her. Of course sbe 
was inclined tot heap unmerited reproaches on herself now, and 
to make a crime of what was in the truest sense a duty. The 
only fault of which sbe could even in this remorseful moment 
accuse herself was, that she could not succeed in loving poor 
young Yanthorpe. She had never deceived him or herself as to 
her feelings : he knew that she did not love him ; he knew 
more — he knew that she had tried her very best and failed. 
Now, however, she kept telling herself over and otfer again of 
his goodness and her unworthiness ; of his generous heart, his 
uncalculating, unchanging affection, which would have given 
everything and which got nothing ; and she contrasted this with 
her own cold and deliberate study of her emotions and inclina- 
tions, and she told herself that she ought to feel penitent and 
ashamed. 

After a while some one tapped lightly at the door, and she 
heard a voice calling the name that was his. She started, and 
turned her eyes instinctively to the bed, as if it must have been 
the dead man’s name that was so inopportunely spoken. She 
forgot for tlio moment that it was her own name ; that, like all 
the rest he once owned, it belonged to him no longer but only 
to her. 

When wo spoke of her as Gabrielle Ronalds a few lines back, 
it was by the name which belonged to her as an unmarried girl. 
Nothing could be more natural than to describe her in this 
way, for in truth slio had hardly had time to recognise herself 
by the name which marriage had given her. She has not yet 
been three days a wife, and she is a wife only in name. The 
last few hours of her married life had been spent in watching 
with others at her young husband’s death-bed. All this is not 
so mysterious or even so romantic as it may seem at first, 
Albert Yanthorpe had loved her since they were boy and girl 
together, and she had sometimes thought that sho could love 
him. But she had always found when he pressed the question 
on her, or she pressed it on herself, that she could not, and at 
last saw her way and made up her mind clearly on the point. 
He was always in weakly health and he went on a long travel- 
ling expedition in order to get stronger ; and for a while he was 
growing stronger, and every one who cared £ot him began to 
hope that he had a long career before him. Perhaps he grew 
too fully assured of his own strength and he overtaxed it, and 
dad all manner of toilsome and adventurous exploring feats, and 
hp brought on his death. One day Gabrielle received a letter 
qrom him, dated from Genoa, telling her plainly that he had got 

b2 
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thus far on his way home only- to die*, and in simple, pathetic 
tones asking her to give him the one only gratification he now 
could have in his closiiig hours — that of calling her his wife 
even for once before he died. Ter her who knew so well his 
sweet, soft, somewhat feminine nature, this wish seemed pecu- 
liarly characteristic of him. She reproached herself that she had 
not forced herself to love v him in time ; and if he had now 
asked her to become his wife with the view that she flight be 
burnt as his widow on his. funeral pile, she was well in the 
mood to have uncompromisingly accepted the offer. She agreed 
to marry him, and she and hi^ mother went out to Genoa to- 
gether. There was no difficulty there in having his last ro- 
mantic whim gratified. 

The event which he expected was nearer even than ho had 
anticipated, and he died, as wc have said, within three days 
after hisfcnarriage. Ho had had a will prepared, find he had it 
brought to him immediately after the marriago ceremony, and 
he read it over and signed it and had it properly attested. 
Gabrielle wondered that lie could think of such things then, but 
he smiled with a peculiar melancholy sweetness at her, and 
murmured somethiug about marriage altering a man's will, or 
something of the kind — she hardly knew what. When this 
was all done and the lawyer -was gone, lie took her hand and 
kissed it, and told her he was now happy, for he had made her 
his wife and had made her rich. 

‘Oh, I remember all your plans and project^,' he said, * and 
now you can carry some of them out. You will be able to do 
good to somebody, at all events; and I should never have 
known the way how, and so that’s all right.' 

He smiled another of his boyish smiles, and the smile 
brought a pang to her heart. She had always complained of 
him for being too boyish, and had sometimes impatiently given 
that as a reason why she could not marry him. lie was older 
than she, hut sho had often talked and thought of him as if lie 
were only a child. She was constantly complaining that he did 
not try to turn his life to any account, and had compared him 
more than once to Richard Carstone in ‘ Bleak -House,' the 
young man who keeps to nothing, and dies saying he is just 
'going to begin tho world in earnest, 4 If he should remember 
that now,' she thought with terror, and remind her of it, and 
tell her that her comparison was made good at last. But he 
did not remember it, or at least ho did not say anything about 
it. He did remind her, however, that she had often told him 
that anybody with his fortune ought to be ashamed not to 
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some good for the world ; * and now/ he whispered, 1 1 am 
doing some good for the world ; for I am giving you the chance 
of doing good, and you know how to make use of it. So you 
soe I am not quite such a foolish boy after all/ 

Now it is all over. The dawn has come ; the young life has 
gone. Some one is calling to her, is calling her by his name, 
and she is now and henceforth Mrt, Albert Vanthorpe, a wife 
and a widow at once. She is very calm and composed to all 
appearance, and she goes out, and talks, and gives directions in 
a low firm tone, so that sometimes those who speak with her 
think she does not feel anything about what has happened ; and 
those who know a little more of her story say to themselves, 
that of course she can’t be expected to care much ; that she had 
refused him before, and only married him now because he 
couldn’t live, and to please him ; and that she was to have a 
great deal of money. Still, the Gorman chambermaid 'thought 
she might try to look a little more as if sho was sorry ; and the 
Italian nurse said sho had seen many young widows in her 
time* but she did not remember ever to have seen onfc, that 
took sorrow as easily as that. The English doctor who had 
been brought with the young man’s mother and Gabrielle from 
Harley Street, and who could do nothing whatever but say a 
soft word or two to the hopeless patient, had taken Gabrielle’s 
band kindly in his and felt her pulse, and looked into her large 
tearless ;es, and told her to be sure she left Genoa as soon as 
possible and got back to the active life of England; and im- 
pressed upon her in low warning tones that she must still have 
many duties, and that the husband she had lost would think 
she was most faithful to his memory the more she tried to bear 
up and do them. Eor the doctor read the story of her calm 
demeanour so differently from the German chambermaid and 
the Italian nurse, that lie had formed an uneasy suspicion that 
the young widow was contemplating suicide. A woman is 
capable of anything, he said to himself, when she looks like 
that. 

Meanwhile the mother of the dead man, who had been with 
him to the last, and had only left the room at Gabrielle’s prayer 
when all was done, now sent in her maid to ask if she might 
see Mrs. Albert Vanthorpe. 

The formality of the request surprised Gabrielle. 

Of course she would seo Mrs. Leven, but should she not go 
to her ] 

‘Many thanks, no. Mrs. Leven would come to Mrs* 
Vanthorpe.’ 
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Another moment and Mrs* Lfcven came. In the yet colour- 
less dawn lier face looked marvellously like that of her son. 
Gabrielle was going to meet her with all tho affection due to 
their common suffering, but the elder woman cut her short at 
the very threshold. 

* No more of that, thank you, between us. While he was 
living I would not give him a moment’s pain ’ — her lips trembled 
as she looked at the white rigid face on the pillow ; 4 but now 
he cannot hear any more ; and I have come to tell you that I 
am leaving Genoa at once, and that there is no reason why you 
and I should meet in England or 'anywhere else. We could 
never bo friends — never, never ! I blame you for all this ; if 
he had never seen you, he would be alive and happy now ; or if 
you had married him in time, when tho poor foolish boy asked 
you, ho might have been alive now.’ 

4 But, Mrs. Leven,’ the girl pleaded with scared, appealing 
face, 4 you always said you liked me — you always said you were 
so fond of me. You praised me when first I said I couldn’t 
marry him ; you told me yourself I had done right.’ 

4 1 didn’t know then that the poor boy was so mad about 
you ; I would rather ho married anybody than have been un- 
happy. He was always happy until lately ; and I know now 
that he never cared for his mother this long time. You have 
his name now, and all the rest. I don’t grudge you his money 
— you know that. I am glad you have it, for it will help you 
to make yourself ridiculous all the faster I have only come to 
say now that I presume you will have my son buried with his 
father and his people.’ 

Gabrielle made a gesture as if in utter deprecation of any 
sinister purpose on her part. 

4 Of course I insist upon nothing,* l\l vs. Leven went on ; 
4 1 have no right. If cremation or something of the kind should 
suit your ideas, I have no light to interfere. I am told that my 
son’s will gives you express l ight to do as you think fit in that 
matter too.’ 

Gabrielle did nob know; she had not thought about the 
precise provisions of the will. 

4 Oh, yes ; you have tho light to do as you please in every- 
thing. I only ask leave to remind you that my son was a 
gentleman ; that there is a burial-place where his father and 
his grandfather were buried before him, and where his mother 
hopes to be buried one day ; and where, before that time comes, 
Bhe might wish sometimes to see her son’s grave, if modem 
ideas would allow of so much concession to old-fashioned senti- 
ment — that’s all.’ 
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Gabrielle only said — • 

i Ho is much more yours than mine, this poor hoy, though 
ho did give me his name. I don't know how you can think 
I would do anything — if you do think it — to give you any 
pain about him ; now, I mean ; 9 for she saw the expression 
forming itself on Mrs. Leven’s face which would have said, 
i Have you not given mo pain enough about him ? Did you* 
tot take him from me ? ' So Gabrielle hastened to forestall 
superfluous contention with the one simple pa thetic qualification 
* now/ 

1 Well, that is all I have to say ; and it is easily said. I 
hope we shan't meet any more.' 

1 Ought we to quarrel here ? ' Gabrielle said, with a gesture 
towards the death-bed. ‘ If he could hear us, think how it 
would pain him/ 

* I did think of that while he could hear us. You must 
admit that I never said a word all the time to make him suspect 
that I was not delighted with all the whole arrangement.' 

‘No; you deceived me as well as him/ Gabrielle said 
.ally ; ‘1 thought you were still to me what you alwavs were 
before/ 

‘I meant to spare him, and I did spare him.' 

‘I thank you for that with all my heart and soul/ 

‘ Don’t thank me in his name. Let me be spared that/ 

The mother went to the side of the bed and knelt down and 
remained a while there — only a moment or two, as if in 
prayer. The young w ife leaned upon tlio window-frame, turn- 
ing her eyes purposely aw ay from what was passing in the 
loom, and looked vacuously over the prospect of sea, and hills, 
and sails, that was spreading out clearer and more lovely in 
the brightening dawn. Her heart was full of pity for the 
bereaved woman who once loved her, and now seethed to have 
only hatred for her. The girl’s memory went back to days 
when that woman's house w r as the happiest home to her ; w hen 
Albert and she were children together; to days much later, 
when the mother and she good-humouredly engaged in competi- 
tion, one to spoil the young man, and the other to strengthen 
him ; to days when it no more entered into the heart of any of 
the three that they could ever be sundered in affection, than it 
occurred to them to think that the boy’s career was to end in 
mere boyhood. 

She looked back into the room ; Mrs. Leven had risen from 
her knees, and was going away. Gabrielle gave way to an 
impulse of old affection and devotion ; she ran between her and 
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the door, knelt down, caught her hand and pressed it to her lips. 
It was of no use. Mrs. Leven went resolutely and coldly out 
of the room, and the young widow was alone again with her 
husband. 

Never were two friends more devoted than the woman who 
had just gone from the room and the mother of the girl who 
•Was left there. When Gabrieli e’s mother died she had left her 
little daughter to the care of her friend, and had further mode 
to the friend that faithful promise so ofton exacted by yearning 
affection, that if she could come back even for a moment, a 
shadow from the land of shadows, she would return to her 
friend to tell her of the whence and the whither. They were 
bound by the additional bond of affection that each was a 
widow, and each had but one child — at least, Albert’s mother 
had only him to love. But look how tilings come about; a few 
years pass, and everything is unlike what the most cautious 
and calculating mind might have anticipated. The one thing 
reasonable would have seemed to be that this girl and boy 
should love each other and marry ; and such seemed to be the 
arrangement of things developing itself, until suddenly the girl 
took it into her head that she could not love him, and that she 
would not marry him ; and from that moment, as it seemed to 
his mother at least, all wen! wrong. The young man made 
himself intellectually and in all other ways the devoted slave 
of the girl who would not marry him. Her opinions upon 
everything were law to him ; all her dreams, and whims, and 
odd new ways were the inspirations of genius for him ; and the 
mother was not wrong in believing that a word from Gabrielle 
was more to him than a sermon or a precept from her. He 
never would listen to a word said even in complaint of Go- 
brieile’s refusal of him. He was always a weak and tender- 
natured lad, his mother thought ; and this was one of the 
reasons why she would have wished G a brielle to marry him, for 
the girls vigour of intelligence and resolve would have counter- 
acted the defects of his temperament. lie went away to travel, 
evidently still holding to a hope that he could persuade Gabriolle 
to love him yet, and having vague ideas of doing something 
gallant and good to deserve her; and his mother, too, still 
looked for something of the kind. But Gabrielle would not 
hear of it, and at last left the home in which she had lived so 
long ; and Mrs. Leven being still a handsome woman, who had 
barely ceased to be young, was herself induced one day to many 
again. Hers was a fitful nature, full of sudden emotion arid 
impulse, and she accepted an offer of marriage, not very well 
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knowing why she did so, but having a vague idea that, as she 
had been disappointed in everything, she had a right to pay off 
the destinies by disappointing reasonable expectation in her own 
case. TJjcn came the news that her boy was dying, and his pas- 
sionate desire to be married to Gabrielle ; and the mother was as 
angry in her heart with the girl for consenting to his entreaty 
now as for having refused it before. No question of money had* 
anything to do with Mrs. Leven’s anger. She had money of her 
own; her new husband was a man of considerable property. 
Her son's fortune, which was large, had all been left to him by 
his father's brother, who had made it as a successful railway 
contractor. Mrs. Leven had never liked him or his money 
either, and would, if left to herself, have much preferred that 
her son should be wholly dependent on her. Albert's having 
a fortune of his own to look out to always seemed to her 
the first cause of his coining to have ideas that were not hers, 
and of his being ready to accept the laws of life from the lips 
of a pretty girl rather than from those of one who had lived 
and suffered and known the world. She blamed Gabrielle for 
everything — her own second marriage among the rest. She 
blamed herself, indeed, for having as it were forced the girl on 
her son’s notice ; but she only condemned Gabrielle now all the 
more for ibis. 1 Without this lass,’ says poor Caleb Baldorstone, 

‘ would not our ruin have been a'thegither fulfilled ! ' Mrs. 
Leven now thought even more bitterly of her dear old friend's 
daughter. Without that lass there would have been little to 
suggest a ruin of her hopes, to say nothing of ruin's fulfilment. 
Yet she kept down all her feelings for love of her son while she 
and Gabrielle were travelling to Genoa, and only revealed her- 
self when Albert’s ears could hear no more. 

; It must ho owned that the position of the young woman 
who is now left alone in the dawn with the corpse of the youth 
whose name slic has taken is sufficiently strange and trying even 
for the bravest spirit and the healthiest temperament. A new 
life indeed is that which is opening on her. She is 1% widow 
almost at the very moment of becoming a wdfe ; she lias lost 
the brother of her heart and of her cliildhood ; she has last 
tho friend who was a mother to her, and seems to have found 
an enemy instead. Gabrielle never before thought of the 
possibility of her having an enemy, unless when in some of 
her dreamings she pictured herself ns fearlessly frustrating 
the plans of the wicked in the cause of the good, and thus 
winning the enmity of* the children of darkness and being 
proud of it. She has lost much indeed ; and she has gained or 
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had forced upon her what ww people would probably think 
most dangerous or fatal gifts for one so young and full of 
fancies ; she has money and she has absolute independence. 


CHAPTER IL. 

* THE GRACELESS GIRL. 1 

Some months had passed since Albert Vanthorpe's death. 
Summer had come upon London. Albert’s mother and her 
husband were at home. They lived in one of the streets run- 
ning out of Piccadilly, in a small old-fashioned house which 
Major Leven’s family had owned for time out of mind. Major 
Leven’s family had belonged to quite better-class respectability 
— if we may use such a phrase— for more generations than we 
venture to enumerate, neither sinking nor rising all the time. 

Since Albert’s death they had lived in seclusion — that is, a 
sort of seclusion. Mrs. Levcn saw nobody in the hostess’s 
sense, and of course went nowhere ; but her liusband was a very 
active and busy man, and his doors were almost as constantly 
open as those of the good Axylus in the £ Iliad.’ It was for 
some time a mystery to the friends of Major Levcn and his 
wife alike, why these two should have married. Lcven was 
fifty years old at least, and had always been set down as not a 
marrying man. Rut he had found much pleasure in the society 
of Mrs. Vanthorpe, as she then was, and in the people who used 
to go to her house ; and he took it into his head that she must 
be lonely without her son, when Albert went travelling all over 
the world ; and one day he asked her to many him. As we 
have said, she accepted him out of a kind of spite against the 
destinies. If it were to do over again, she at least would pro- 
bably not do it ; but he and she got on very woll, and he was 
happy in his own way. 

Major Leven had left the army, and had devoted himself to 
the wrongs of mankind. He had considerable means, and he 
gave up his time to the redressing of wrong. He had written 
more pamphlets and accompanied more deputations than 
perhaps any other man of his time. He had never succeeded in 
getting into parliament ; partly because he was always induced 
to come forward and contest some hopeless place .where no- 
body but himself could possibly be induced to waste time 
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and money in such an endeavour, and partly because at the 
moment of every contest his soul was sure to be in some 
case of grievance which he would put forward as his great" 
motive in entering parliament, and for which the constituents 
whose favour he sought could not be induced to care a rush. 
The chiefs and managers of parties swore at him a good deal 
among themselves, for he was always disturbing the arrange- * - 
merits of head-quarters everywhere and splitting up constitu- 
encies. When a contest between some representative of his 
own political party and an opponent was so nicely balanced as 
to leave to his own side only a confident hope of success, Major 
Leven was sure to appear in the field as the exponent of some 
cause, or case, or grievance, for which the chiefs cared nothing, 
to present himself as a candidate on that platform, and carry 
off just enough of eccentric votes to make the victory sure to 
the enemies of the party with whom, to use the correct phrase, 
Major Leven usually acted. If any foreign or colonial difficulty 
arose in the way of the Government, no matter to what party 
the Government belonged, Major Leven was instantly out with 
a pamphlet, in which, by the aid of portentous local knowledge, 
ho made it clear that Her Majesty’s ministers had bungled the 
affair from first to last; that their official instructors evidently 
could not even find out on tile map the places particularly con- 
cerned ; that no one in the Government service knew any of the 
languages which the emergency required to be known ; that he, 
Major Leven, had predicted in a pamphlet years before exactly 
what would happen, and at the same time shown exactly what 
ought to be done : and that he could even now in ten minutes 
put any intelligent schoolboy in possession of knowledge enough 
to onable him to pull the Government out of the whole diffi- 
culty, if the Government would only have wit enough to allow 
themselves to be saved. 

In private life Major Leven liked everybody and could 
hardly bo persuaded to think ill of anybody ; but bis creed an 
an observer of public men apparently was, that every Secretary 
of State was a double-dyed and unmitigated villain bent upon 
the ruin of his country. Major Leven believed what everyone 
told him, unless it were the statement of a minister made in 
public; for all such statements he regarded as outrageous lies. 
His general impression was that all ministers, but more es- 
pecially foreign and colonial ministers, were scoundrels who 
ought to be impeached. 

With all this, Major Leven was not a self-asserting or bump- 
tious man. He was in manner a very modest, courteous, kindly 
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gentleman; a little grave and heavy, as indeed was unavoidable 
in the case of one who bore on his shouldors such a burden of 
grievance. An over-sensitive humanity, an implicit belief in 
♦what anybody told him in private, and a chivalric restlessness 
which did not allow him to hear of any grievance without feel- 
ing himself at once ©died to rush to the rescue, made him 
• occasionally somewhat of a trouble to his friends. 

He had no judgment whatovor as to the rights and wrongs of 
any particular controversy, and was indeed generally secured by 
the side which first appealed to his attention. But he had con- 
siderable cleverness, when once a conviction had taken hold of 
him, in finding arguments to convince outsiders that that was 
the true side of the case, lie had served a good deal and been 
in many parts of the world. When any grievance was brought 
under his notice, he had no difficulty in recalling some ex- 
perience of his own which supplied him with reason for assum- 
ing that the wrong had been done. When he was at the Cape, 
just the same sort of treachery had been shown to one of tho 
native chiefs; wlien ho was at Hawul-Pindee he had had to 
interfere himself in exactly such a case of cruelty to a servant ; 
'he knew of his own knowledge in the Mauritius that a fellow 
had been promoted to a most important office for no other reason 
in the world than because lie had married tho favourite maid of 
the Governor’s wile ; and so on, through various other instances. 
Thus Major Leven was always able at a moment's notice to call 
himself as evidence to the truth of any case of alleged injustice 
about which it would be proper to worry a department. 

Mrs. Leven was a good listener ; at least, she always seemed 
to listen to her husband’s arguments and explanations, and was 
never seemingly tired. Her great quality for this purpose was 
a faculty of self-abstraction. At present she had only one 
thought occupying her mind, and that concerned her dead son 
and the girl lie had married. But she listened with an air of 
deep attention; and the air was not assumed, for she was 
absorbed in her own thoughts, only Major Leven naturally 
assumed that she was absorbed in his grievances and not hers, 
and he was content with liis audience. 

Major Leven and his wife tv ere at breakfast together. The 
table on Lcven’s side was covered with letters, newspapers, 
pamphlets, and proofs. It was thus he liked to breakfast. 
During the meal he had been interrupted more than once by 
important visitors; he liked to bo interrupted. One of the 
visitors was young Walter Manny Taxal, second son of Lord 
Taxal, a nobleman who had been elevated to the peerage because 
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he had finally proved his utter incapacity to serve his party in 
the House of Commons. Young Walter Manny Taxal was a 
fresh and clever youth with two sides to his character ; he was 
an amateur musician and a popular agitator. He had a stronger 
voice than Major Leven and was a better speaker; but he 
believed in Leven, and was delighted to take his tone from him. 
He was about to preside this night over a great meeting of. 
working men in St. J ames’s Hall, and had come in to get some 
advice from Leven as to what lie ought to say. The matter had 
been talked over, and Walter Manny was going away when he 
suddenly said — 

‘ Oh, by the way, Mrs. Leven, you can tell me, no doubt. 
May I call upon your daughter— or would she rather I didn’t 
yet awhile *1 I should like to, if I might/ 

* On Mrs. Albert Vanthorpe 1 ’ 

. * Exactly ; yes ; Mrs. Albert Vanthorpe. I saw her in town 
\osterday. She is looking pale, but she is very handsome; 
handsomer than ever, I think/ 

< I have not seen her/ Mrs. Leven said slowly, ( since my 
son’s death. I don’t know if she receives visits or not ; I do 
not even know where she lives/ 

* Oh, she lives in poor Albert’s house, you know/ 

* 1 presume so ; I don’t know/ 

A Vi titer Manny saw that lie had, as he would have said 
himself, put his foot in it; he dropped the subject, and presently 
took his leave. Then Major Leven turned to his wife : 

‘Don’t you think, you know, Cwtistance, that the time has 
come to forget and forgive 1 Time to hold out the olive-branch 
a little, as old Melbourne used to say ? * 

( !Not much time has passed, George ; and I don’t know that 
mere lapse of time does much in cases like mine. You can’t be 
expected to feel as I do. I don’t make any accusation of that, 
dear ; but ho was nothing to you ; I mean, he was not a son, 
and you could not understand how a mother feels. Why, the 
grass is hardly green on my boy’s grave, and you talk of olive- 
branches/ 

‘ Yes, yes, of course it’s not long ago ; and I know it’s too 
soon for you not to feel as much as ever ; but it isn’t exactly 
that. I think you are wrong, Constance — I do, indeed— in 
putting any of the blame on her. You ladies are always a 
little unreasonable ; and — you don’t mind my speaking on so 
painful a subject 1 — 1 asked Dr. Saville particularly, and he told 
me most positively that poor Albert’s death was certain years 
and years ago/ 
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M.T6, Xieven only shook her head, but said nothing on this 
subject. She declined to be fet right on a matter of such heart- 
and-soul conviction as that of the wrong done to her by her 
former favourite. 

* I am told she never put on mourning for him/ Mrs. 
Leven said after a moment’s pause, the uneasiness of which was 
chiefly occasioned to Major Leven by the fact that he had not 
yet quite got the particular thing saicl which he wanted to say ; 
'she dressed the day after his death just as she did the day 
before. So they tell me.’ 

Major Leven was about to suggest that there might possibly 
be philosophical roasons very imperative on certain minds for 
wearing mourning before a melancholy and certain event rather 
than after it. But he checked himself in time, and spared his 
wife a speculation into which she could hardly be expected to 
enter very earnestly just then. Major Leven had in truth 
hardly known anything of poor Albert, and could only do his 
best to keep up with the feelings of his wife. 

* All these new ideas, I suppose/ lie said. * You rather liked 
them at ono time, Constance.’ 

‘ I did/ said Constance sadly. ‘ I did not know then that 
they could take any real bold on anybody’s mind.* 

‘ Still, really, you know, you ought not to blame her too 
much ; and I do think, Constance, the time has come for mak- 
ing up the whole quarrel. I don’t want to dictate to you, of 
course ; but it’s a sort of duty on my part — quite a duty, I 
feel it — to press you a little on this point. And then, another 
thing ’ — he began to gain courage and resolution — 6 there is that 
other son of yours. I don’t know all the rights and wrongs of 
the story, but he must have been very young when you and he 
didn’t get along ; and time has passed away, and he may have 
changed ; and some sad things have happened, and we must 
not hear angor always ; and I do think, Constance, you would 
do well to turn this over in your mind sometimes, and to re- 
member that if you have lost a son you still have a son.’ 

* How do I know that I have a son ? ’ she asked. ‘ For all 
these long years he has never taken any pains to remind me 
that I had such a son. How do I know whether he is living or 
dead ? How do I know, if he is still living, into what sort of 
life he has fallen 1 How do I know what his associates are, or 
his ways of life ? He may have married a gipsy or a dancing- 
woman for all I know.’ 

* He hasn’t behaved well in not writing to you all this time, 
that’s quite clear. A fellow’s mother is his mother always, how- * 
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ever they may \vave quarrelled *, but I f&acy , Constance, 'he may 
hate had a little of his mother^ temperament in him, and for 
that, my dear, if you will allow me to say so, you are more re- 
sponsible than he. But anyhow, I don’t mean to press this 
matter on you all at once. Just think it over, that’s all I say. 

I felt it my duly to remind you of it. That’s all. 1 

Mrs. Levon made no answer ; one of her principles was that . 
a woman should never contradict her husband. She held that 
the man was always to be regarded as supreme in his household, 
but she did not feel bound to ti unslate her acknowledgment of 
his supremacy into action. She felt quite free to do just as she 
liked. She had not the least intention of acting on his advice 
in this case. 

‘Do you hear anything about her?’ Major Leven asked; 
‘anything more, I mean, than that she hasn’t put on mourning/ 

Major Leven was really much interested in the fortunes of 
Albert’s young wife. Tie had greatly admired Gabrielle when 
he used to meet her at Mrs. Lcven’s ; she had always entered 
cordially into liis projects. He was not by any means uncon- 
scious that with a good many purposeless persons lie passed for 
a sort of bore ; and he should in all ordinary cases have set down 
a handsome young woman as the least likely person in the 
world to enter cordially into his ideas. But Gabrielle had 
always paid him the delightful homage of an evidently genuine 
interest in any project that he might have had in liand. He 
had seen her eyes sparkle with generous anger when lie de- 
nounced the iniquity of some Secretary of State or other official ; 
she had come eagerly towards him to ask him about the result 
of some deputation to the Foreign or the Colonial Office con- 
cerning intolerable wrong inflicted on some meritorious race or 
individual. 

‘I do hear about her now and then/ his wife answered in a 
hesitating way. as if it wero against her principles to own to 
any interest in such a woman. ‘ I dare say she is forming a 
home for decayed old gentlewomen, or something of that kind ; 
or for strayed cats, perhaps ; I am not quite certain Which. It 
is of no consequence, in any case. It won’t last long with her ; 
she will want some new piece of folly befoie long.’ 

Major Leven moved in his chair somewhat uneasily. 

e But/ he said, ‘ excuse me, Constance, did you actually hear 
that she was getting up a home for strayed cats 1 It would not lx? a 
bad thing to do by any means, and I shouldn’t think the worse 
of her; only, is she doing anything of the kind, or is this only 
your conjecture? k 9 ^ . v„, > , 
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‘ I don’t hoar much about Jier ; I don’t desire to ; but Mrs. 
Bramble, the wife of Albert’s old servant — you remember him t 
—comes sometimes here, and I have seen her, and she has told 
me now and then things about hor. I did not ask her, but one 
could hardly refuse to listen to the poor old woman.’ 

‘Of course not. Certainly not. Why should you refuse! 

„ .Well, she told you ? ’ 

\ Oh, well, nothing very much, but that the young woman 
has all sorts of ridiculous persons coming to see her in Albei-t’s 
house, and makes it, I fancy, a sort of refuge for the destitute. 
Mrs. Bramble is her housekeeper, and old Thomas B nimble ; I 
believe she considers them hor friends, and entertains their poor 
relations ; and there was something about a distressed cat — I 
have forgotten what it was. At all events, I know that my 
boy’s house is desecrated by her whims.* 

Major Leven did not discuss the question any farther, lie 
did not seo much harm in what was told of Gabrielle, even if 
the worst were true. He was sure she would never forget ip 
behave like a lady, he said to himself ; from what he had seen of 
her he was quite satisfied that she would always bo a lady. So 
he presently went to his pamphlets and his deputations, not 
wholly dissatisfied with what he had said to his wife about her 
living son, and what he had heard her say about Gabrielle. 
She docs keep asking questions about Gabrielle, or getting to 
know about her somehow, he thought. The reminder about the 
son will keep working in her memory. 

Meanwhile, the young woman about whom the Levens had 
been talking was not engaged in organising n home for decayed 
ladies, or cats, or sufferers of any kind. It suited the warmth 
and bitterness of Mrs. Leven’s present mood to represent her as 
a restless organiser of all manner of schemes and novelties; 
but in truth Gabrielle had very little of the disciplined temper- 
ament which makes itself systematically useful. She was one 
of the last persons in the world likely to be of use as a member 
of a ladies’ committoo, nor had she of her own prompting much 
interest in an abstraction called a ‘ cause ’ of any kind. She 
used to admire Major Leven very much for the readiness with 
which he could at a moment’s notice throw himself into the 
championship of people he had never seen ; the genuine anger 
which he could feel towards an entire department of Govern- 
ment; the completeness with which he could enter into the 
cause, so to speak, of a whole parallel of latitude. She had 
often envied him this faculty, and blamed herself because she 
had not more of the same sort of spirit. But her own feelings 
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were Awakened chiefly by the condition of some particular man 
or woman. Her impulse towards help was always to holdout 
the helping hand herself. She was quite conscious that she 
wanted all the discipline of nature which makes a successful 
and useful worker in any good cause, and she assumed that she 
lacked that faculty because she was a woman and not a man.. 
Wealth and poverty, we used to read in the days when Lindley 
Murray was yet studied, are. both temptations. * This excites 
pride; that discontent.* Neither temptation was put in the 
way of Gabrielle. In her early days she had been left with 
only a slender provision for herself; but, on the other hand, she 
had pnssed fi early* all hor growing years with Mrs. Levon,' in 
whose household she ceitainly saw nothing like great wealth 
as wealth is rated in our times, but she always saw the evidences 
of sufficient money liberally spent. She never heard any talk 
of difficulties arising out of the want of money, except among 
the class who were generically described as ‘ the poor.* Mrs* 
Leven was a woman who delighted in having everything happy 
about her, and .in hearing that she made those around her 
happy. Albert had his mother’s love of happiness joined with 
a sweet, sunny temper all his own, which had none of hi* 
mother’s fitfulness and sudden strong gusts of emotion. One 
might have thought a girl brought up amid such companionship 
would have taken the world easily and as it came, and readily 
accepted the conditions of things that showed so favourably 
for her. 

But, whether from nature or from the sheer force of con- 
trast, Gabridle grew up the most impatient of mortals, so far 
as all arrangements here below were concerned. The frame- 
work of human socioly seemed to her to have got all out of gear; 
and what amused her friends more, she always went on as if on 
her were imposed in some w ay the duty of trying to put things 
right. She would stop in the streets, if she might, to argue 
with a drunken man, and convince him of the evil of the 
course he was pursuing. If a red-faced woman at an apple stall 
seemed chilly in the keen air of spring, Gabrielle regarded her 
as a victim to the unequal laws of society, and wondered that „ 
no one would take her home, and give her some warmth and 
shelter until tho summer days should come, when she might 
follow her trade in the sun without suffering from east winds 
and cold blasts. Nothing would have given the girl 
more pleasure than to seat herself at the stall every now and 
then and attend to the sales, in order to allow the poor apple- 
Seller an occasional relief. She was constantly bringing all 
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manner of objects of charity to the house which was her home. 
Some of the stones Mrs. Leven had heard were true enough. 
Outcast dogs, affrighted cats hunted of hideous schoolboys, 
ragged girls who swept crossings, pretty, pathetic-looking organ 
boys, strapping lasses with saucy eyes who sold flowers — these 
and various other victims of social inequality haft again and 
again partaken of the hospitality of Gabrielle’s house. Nor 
was there anything in all this of that merely aesthetic benevo- 
lence which is only touched by picturesque suffering. It was 
the suffering itself which won Gabrielle’s sympathy, not its 
attitude or its prettiness. She held society responsible for 
everything — especially in the days before she nad come to 
trouble herself with any thought as to what this all-neglecting, 
all-responsible society really was. 

These ways were very amusing and even charming to Mrs. 
Leven for a long time. Gabrielle was so pretty and so graceful ; 
there was such a fresh winningness in her perverse ways of 
looking at everything ; she stuck by her nonsense so bravely ; 
she lectured Albert with such a bewitching gravity, as if she 
were a Minerva- Mentor heaven-appointed to teach and guide 
and sometimes even drive him, that Albert’s mother found her 
life greatly brightened by the companionship of this fascinating 
enthusiast. When Albert fell in love with Gabrielle, his 
mother was delighted; and even when Gabrielle refused Albert, 
the mother forgave her and went so far as to admit that she 
had done right according to kor conscience, fully believing all 
the time that the scruples of conscience would give way, and 
that her boy would be made happy in the end. But when 
heavy disappointment, fell upon all her hopes, she felt that she 
was growing to hate the girl. She hated her all the more 
because Albert would not hear a word that found fault with her. 
Then the melancholy end came ; and she blamed Gabrielle at 
last for everything .that had happened, and felt towards her 
much as a lady of the middle ages might have felt towards 
some fair sorceress who had bewitched and betrayed her son. 


CHAPTER III. 

MBS. ALBEBT . VANTHOBPE. 

The house in which Gabrielle Vanthorpe lived was one of 
Albert’s whims. Almost immediately after he had come of age, „ 
and when he still had hopes that Gabrielle would marry 
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lie bed seen a pretty little house^ standing in a tiny enclosure of 
its own, the enclosure being itself enclosed, in a comer of one 
of the parks. It was so surrounded by trees and so embedded 
in its comer, that one might pass by day after day without 
suspecting that the little gate led to any dwelling of mortal 
Albert was delighted with it, set his heart upon it, succeeded in 
getting possession of it on a long lease, and had it furnished* 
after his own favourite ideas. It was to be a surprise and a 
delight to Gabrielle, if things came right ; and when there was 
no possibility of things coming right any more for him in this 
woild, he had made it his expiess wish that Gabrielle should live 
in the house after his death. She had settled there now. It 
soothed her to be always in a place associated with his name ; 
she would, if she might, have made evory room in the little 
house a shrine of his memory. Like the father of whom 
Pliny tells u», she would have had the cherished image in brass, 
in maible, in wax, in every manner of substance, if she might. 
She resolved to koep the anniversary of his death as a day of 
mourning and solemn fast. Mrs. Leven was mistaken in sup- 
posing that she had made no change iu her dress when Albert 
died. She always wore black, but she would not advertise 
herself as a widow by putting on the preposterous weeds. 

In all that was meant as a tribute to his memory there was, 
it is needless to say, a virtual acknowledgment that that 
memory might possibly otherwise have faded. At least there 
was the evidence of 1 egret and something like remorse, because 
she bad not loved him. Gabrielle ^ras determined to keep his 
memory green with her; the determination itself an all- 
sufficient proof that she had truly interpreted the feelings of 
her heart when she came to the conclusion that she could not 
love him. Now that the bitterness of his death is past, and 
that every day is softening the force of regret into a tender and 
sweet emotion, it must be owned that Gabiielle Vanthorpe is 
not so unhappy os perhaps she ought to have beeu. Her 
deepest source of present 1 egret is that her once loving friend, 
Mrs. Leven, seems to have hardened her heart against her. 
But Gabrielle is sure this will not last ; and she has filled her 
soul with the determination to prove that she is worthy of that 
love which used to be like a mother’s to her. Gabrielle has 
vajepie, magnificent purposes of doing so much good with the 
means Albert has left her, as to raise a very mound and monu- 
ment of noble deeds as a tribute to Ms virtues and to the 
.inspiration she has caught from them. Albert had had a 
servant who was once butler in his father’s house and who 
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afterwards married, and started a west-end lodging-house, which 
wholly failed and scattered all his and his wife’s earnings to 
the winds. Gabrielle took up the pair, and put them in charge 
of the house and of herself as well. 

There was one room in the house into which no mere visitor 
was ever admitted on any pretext. It was Gabrielle’s own 
►Toom, but not sacred to herself. It was a room which Albert 
had intended to make his own study, and had begun fitting up for 
the purpose. Every shelf and book he had had put in remained 
as it was, and Gabrielle had brought from Genoa everything 
that had been his and stored them as sacred relics in this 
memorial room. It was on the ground-floor, and was almost 
darkened by the trees outside ; the gloom gave it additional 
apsterity as a chamber consecrated to the memory of one who 
was no more. If Gabrielle had ventured, .she would have 
asked Mrs. Leven to give her some precious relic of each period 
erf Albert’s life, the memorials of each stage of growth and culture 
and whim and fad he had passed, through, in order that this 
chamber of memory might illustrate his whole career. Over the 
chimney-piece was a large photograph of the cemetery in which 
he lay buried and of his grave. One who came and sat in this 
room even in gaudy summer might have almost fancied himself 
far away from the tumult of modern life, buried in the seclusion 
of some lonely demesne, whose rightful owner is dead, and 
•which is a monument rather than a home. 

At first the pale and melanchoty face of Gabrielle seemed 
quite in keeping with the room she common iv occupied, but of 
late it must be owned that activity and youth were sending back 
the glow of health to the face of the young widow. 

With all her eager, earnest ways, some of which ill-natured 
censors might perhaps have been tempted to describe as flighty, 
Gabrielle was a great lover at times of quietude and always of 
beauty. She delighted to surround herself with pretty things, 
and was made happy in a childlike way by colours and per- 
fumes. She enjoyed the sight, of fruits even more than their 
taste. While waiting to do great good for all who needed a 
helping hand, she meanwhile loved to adorn her rooms with 
what might have seemed to others superfluous decoration. She 
enjoyed profusion, although she could well enough have told her 
heart to put up with stint if needs were. There was a great 
deal that must have been fascinating in her present life. Its 
utter quiet at home, its absolute independence at home and 
abroad, the sense of sufficiency that it brought to her; perhaps, 
above all, the prospect of the marvellous good deeds she was to 
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do f and the faint sound, heard long in advance, of the voices 
that were to praise her for her good deeds — all these conditions 
poured a soft, sweet atmosphere around the romantic young 
woman’s yet untried existence. Gabrielle had not many friends, 
but they were all such as she felt she could trust. They were 
all, it may as Veil be said, women. As yet she had not opened 
her door to any male visitor ; Walter Manny Taxal would have* 
applied in vain so far. Her friends were, as Mrs. Leven had 
remarked, of curiously varied classes of life. 

One of her newest friends was Janet Charlton, a married 
niece of respectable Mrs. Bramble, the housekeeper. There 
were some fans and other trinkets of curious Oriental make 
which Albert had brought home for Gabrielle, and which had 
got broken or otherwise injured here and there ; and Gabrielle 
wanted Borne artificer of delicate touch and trustworthy skill to 
whom they might be given for repair, or at least fpr preserva- 
tion. Mrs. Bramble told Gabrielle she had a niece married to 
a man who could do just that sort of thing, and who made a 
living by it; she did assure Mrs. Yanthorpe ladies of the 
highest rank came to him, to repair their ornaments for them — 
things which they wouldn’t put into the hands of the first 
jeweller in town. They were so friendly, some of these ladies ; 
oh, you could not think; why, she had known -of countesses 
going and sitting for two hours together, chatting with Robert 
Charlton and his wife while he was doing the work they 
wanted to have done. Gabrielle did not suggest that possibly 
those great ladies sat there because they did not caro to trust 
their ornaments out of their sight. She only said that sho 
supposed if he could do the work to the satisfaction of such 
great persons he could satisfy her ; and sire sent him some jobs 
of work, beginning with the least precious, until sho found 
that he really had a marvellous hand and could be trusted with 
anything. The work was sometimes brought back by his wife, 
and Gabrielle insisted on making her acquaintance. She was 
all the more impelled to this because Mrs. Bramble suggested 
in a mysterious way that, although Robert Charlton was a 
good husband, yet his wife had not always a very happy life 
of it. 

Gabrielle was still more drawn to Janet Charlton when sho 
saw her. First of all, Janet seemed absurdly young for a wife ; 
she looked more like a school girl. This was personally touching 
to Gabrielle. Next, she was singularly pretty, and even beau- 
tiful ; and Gabrielle, loving all beautiful things, loved dearly to 
look upon a beautiful woman. Then, too, Janet seemed so 
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sweet, and innocent, and tender, so craving for care, and sym- 
pathy, and love, that Gabriel le thought it pity of her life if she 
could do nothing to relieve her of trouble, if trouble she really 
had. Gabrielle more tjjan once tried gently to get at the young 
woman’s confidence ; but either she had failed to topch the right 

e ord, or Janet "really did not think that anyone could want to 
low anything about so insignificant a creature as herself. 

Janet had especially beautiful hair ; it was almost startling 
in its golden splendour. It was all gathered up in a great 
mass on the back of her bead, and seemed as if, when let down, 
it might have clothed her in a robe of gold far finer and more 
becoming than Lesbia’s. One day, when Janet had come to Bee 
her, Gabrielle could not keep from breaking out into raptures, 
to the young woman’s blushing and perturbed face, about her 
glorious hair and her beauty. 

4 Why does not somebody paint you ? Do you know any 
painters ? I wish I were a painter for once ; I could make a 
\lovely picture of you. I never saw such hair.’ 

The young person thus complimented might be supposed to 
be gratified, but she did not seem so; on the contrary, she 
appeared rather to wince under the compliments. She faintly 
murmured, 4 Ob, no ; please don’t say so — please don’t.' 

4 Why, you foolish creature, you don’t mean to say that 
you don’t know you are beautiful ? Has no one ever told you 
so ? Does your husband never say so ? Don’t you ever look in 
the glass?’ 

The object of this appeal only grew more and more uneasy. 
‘This is genuine, I do believe,’ Gabrielle said, after a 
moment of bewilderment. 4 It is real modesty ! Men, I am 
sure, would not believe in such a thing ; and I don’t wonder. 
I should not have believed in it ; here is a woman who po- 
sitively does not like to be told, even by another woman, that 
she is beautiful ! ’ 

4 Oh, jio, please ; it isn’t that ; it isn’t modesty. Oh, 

no ! ’ 

‘It isn’t modesty?’ Gabrielle said, highly puzzled and 
amused. * 4 Then what on earth is it, child ? ’ 

4 It’s only because I get into so much trouble by it ! Ob, I 
do so wish I were not good-looking ! I should be so happy if 
I were ugly ! I wish I had the small-pox, or that I might cut 
off all this horrid hair.* 

4 My dear creature, you are talking sacrilege, simple sacri- 
lege. I should not wonder if the roof fell in ’ 

The uneasy fair one with golden locks actually glanced up 
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with sudden fearfulness at the ceiling, apparently in alarm lest 
it might be going to descend. 

Qabrielle saw the glance, and smiled and reassured her. 

4 No, it won’t fall ; don’t bo alarmed ; I did not mean that 
literally. But it sounds like a sin against beauty to hear you 
talk of cutting off that glorious hair. You would drive an 
artist wild, if he were to heal* you talking in that manner.’ M 

4 1 don’t care,* said the desperate little beauty. 4 1 am often 
like to be driven wild myself.* 

4 But why ? What is the mystery ? Come and tell me all 
alK)ut it, if it is no secret, and may be told. I have heard of 
the fatal gift of beauty, to bj sure ; but I always thought that 
wliero it belonged to a woman she w as very proud of it, whether 
it brought fatality or not.’ 

4 They weren’t like me,* the golden-haired one murmured ; 
no doubt, having in her mind generally the women whose fatal 
gift of beauty was nevertheless a source of personal pride. * Oh 
no -if they had been they wouldn’t have liked it half so well, I 
can tell them.* 

4 Can you really ? Well, will }ou tell it to me? I should 
like to know what the conditions are that ever make a woman 
wish not to be beautiful.’ 

4 It’s because of my husband,’ the young woman said timidly, 
and casting a glance round the room as if fearful that he might 
be there listening to her revelation. 

4 Why, is he bad to you ? You do not look like that.’ 

4 Oh, no, he is not bad, ho is very good; and lie is very fond 
of me, and kind to me in other ways. But lie thinks I am too 
handsome ; and lie m ikes me veiy miserable sometimes.* 

4 Thinks you loo handsome? W 011 Id he rather you were not 
* handsome? And if so, why did he marry you? Why didn’t 
ho find some ugly woman to suit liis peculiar taste ? * 

4 No, it isn’t that,’ and Janet could not keep from a faint 
smile. 4 But lie thinks people look at me, and that I attract 
attention, and I don’t ; oh, goodness knows, I don’t want to — if 
he only knew. No one comes near the place hut he worries ino 
aud insists on niy going to hide; or says they are coming after 
me, and that they ail admire 1110, and they don’t, 1 do declare 
they don’t ; half of them never notice me, or think about me — 
why should they? 1 wish T never saw anyone; he and I 
could bo very happy together if we never saw anybody.’ 

Gabriolle thought for a little. The distress of the poor young 
woman was evidently genuine ; and, for all the whimsicality of 
its cause, was very touching. 
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4 Well, you are a beautiful young woman, that is certain. 
But I may speak quite frankly to yon, as you have suclf^good 
cause not to be too vain of your charms ; and I must say that I 
think you would pass off quietly enough only for all that moss 
of lovely hair. You would he admired always by people who 
looked closely at you ; but this is a busy age, and people in 
•general don’t give themselves much trouble about looking for 
beauty. I fancy no woman could go about with hair like that 
without being noticed ; it is a challenge to all the world to stop 
and look. Now, if your husband would just let you cut that 
hair off close, and cover whatever had to bo loft neatly up in a 
little cap, you would not draw half the attention on you, and 
then you and he might be very happy.’ 

4 Oh, hut he wouldn't listen to it ; he wouldn’t hear a word 
of the kind. He admires my hair awfully ; 1 dare not touch it 
— to cut any of it off, I mean.’ 

4 I thought as much. That is the way with your self- 
tormentor always. There is a sure way of yolief at hand, bi\t 
he won’t use it. Well, my poor child, yours is rather a hard 
case, and I should like to help you. I’ll go and talk to your 
husband ; he must be a man who can be talked to and argued 
with.’ 

4 You go and bilk to my husband 1 * 

1 Yes, child ; why not 1 You won’t be jealous ? * 

, 4 Oh, no ; ’ and Janet smiled a really bright and cheerful 

smile that it did good to Gabriello to see. 

* Very well ; he can’t he jealous. 1 am not a handsome 
young man drawn by your golden hair. Yes, I’ll go and talk 
to your husband, and see if I can’t bring him to reason.’ , 

4 But if he knew that I had been telling, it would seem like 
complaining of him perhaps, and he might l>e angry.’ 

4 Set your mind at rest, child ; I’ll not betray you. I will 
talk to him and get him to betray himself, and then I shall 
have an opportunity of giving him what people call a piece of 
my mind. Now we must arrange all this ; 1 must come at a 
time when I shall be sure to see him, so that wo may begin the 
acquaintance at once. It may take some time, you loiow v 
before my advice conies to have any effect. But it shall have 
effect in the end; for I am quite determined that something 
shall be done for you, and for him too. I can tell you I am not 
by any means without a certain sort of sympathy for him. It 
is something to have even an exaggerated emotion of love in 
such an age as this.' 

4 Yes, I suppose it is/ Mrs. Charlton said rather ruefully; 
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1 1 suppose I ought to look at it in that light, and I do some- 
times ; but you have no idea how very, very trying it is ; and 
to think how happy wo might be, we two, only for this.’ 

There was something in this simple utterance which brought 
tears into the eyes of Gabrielle, she could not tell exactly why. 

4 You must not mind that too much,* she said quickly. 

4 There are worse things to be endured in life than being though?* 
too much of by one’s husband. But I hope we shall bring him 
to reason. Tell me — there are other people who live in the 
same house with you ; other lodgers, I mean ? * 

Yes, there were several, Janet said. Were there any of these 
about whom her husband complained in any way? Well, yes; 
there was one young man who lived on the lower floor ; but he 
never exchanged a word with her, except the most commonplace 
civilities, such as be would offer to anyone else ; and her hus- 
band liked him very well, and was very glad to talk to him 
sometimes ; lie was a very nice gentleman. 0 

Now, Gabrielle* had some trifling weaknesses of character as 
well as some larger defects, and one of her weaknesses was that 
she was apt to be annoyed when persons of a class somewhat 
beneath her own, as she fancied, allowed themselves to describe 
their personal friends and associates as gentlemen and ladies. 
What does a man want with being called a gentleman, she was 
wont to argue, if he has not been brought up in the ways and 
with the education of the class who are called gentlemen? So 
long as he is a good and true man,*that ought to be enough for 
him. If I — thus she would reason— were an intelligent man of 
the humbler class I should no more crave to be called a gentle- 
man than to bo called a bishop. 

4 A gentleman?’ she asked with some little emphasis. 4 Do 
you really mean a gentleman, Mrs. Charlton, or simply a re£ 
spectable and agreeable man ? ’ 

4 Oh, no; he is areal gentleman; at least, the j>eople always 
say so. Ho looks like one, certainly.’ 

Gabrielle did not ask how it was that a gentleman came to 
live in the same place with Mrs. Charlton and her husband, 
partly because such a question would put very broadly the fact 
that she did not consider Mr. Chariton to ho a gentleman, and 
partly because she reflected in time that even a true gentleman 
may come to be poor and hide himself in obscurity in London. 
But it always irritated her when people had not the courage to 
stand &y their own class. 

4 Well, Mrs. Charlton, I shall be delighted to come and see 
you whenever you allow me ; and I’ll do my best to bring your 
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husband to reason. You and he ought to be very happy. You 
must give me a little time, you know, to make your husband's 
acquaintance, and see what sort of man he is, and how one can 
best appr&ach him. I suppose every man has ways and peculi- 
arities of his own.’ 

1 1 suppose so/ the mild Mrs. Charlton said, willing to accept 
an opinion from any higher intelligence, although she was just 
on the verge of giving it as her conviction that all men were 
alike. It might have afforded a somewhat curious subject of 
contemplation to the student of human self-conceit, to find these 
two young women thus gravely laying down the law on the 
general character and moral constitution of man. 

Janet Charlton was quite prepared to take her 'views from 
one who not only sympathised with her troubles, but was con- 
fident she could help her out of them ; and she went homeward 
that evening almost indifferent to the curious or admiring 
glances which the passing stranger might throw after her. In 
all ordinary cases there was one terror which specially haunted 
the poor little beauty's mind. Suppose some evening, when she 
was returning home, she should bo made the subject of unusually 
pertinacious attentions on the part of some admiring stranger ; 
suppose he persisted in following her ; and suppose just about 
that time her husband happened to be in the street and saw 
her? He would be sure to think that she was encouraging the 
stranger’s admiration ; and what would become of her ? On the 
other hand, how was she to act ? She hat! often thought the 
situation over, and could not see her way to any safe and satis- 
factory course of proceeding. Suppose she were to remonstrate 
with the seeming admirer, and he were to reply that ho had 
never been thinking of her at all ; that he walked that way 
because his business led him thither, and that he presumed the 
streets were as free to him as to her ? What was she to do 
. then ? She should only have made herself ridiculous for 
Inothing. Then, besides, if her husband were to come up at that 
‘ particular moment he would be sure to regal'd her well-meant 
efforts as only an artful device for the purpose of drawing on 
herself the attention and admiration of some stranger who 
would otherwise have passed unheeding. 

But this evening she was walking home with a heart free 
from such cares. She was not thinking of passing strangers 
or their admiration ; they might admire or not, for all she cared; 
and if her husband had appeared in sight she would have nailed 
his coming with unmixed joy. The sweet kindly ways of the 
new friend she had just left filled her with delight. The firm, 
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defisive manner of Mrs. Yantborpe gave her entire confidence; 
such a lady, she thought— so sweet, so kind, so gracious, and so 
commanding, could do anything. She thought, too; of the 
delight it would rive her husband if so splendid a lady as that 
were to come ana talk" with him in a friendly way ; talk to him 
about books and the newspapers, and politics and wars, and 
things that she, his ignorant little wife, knew nothing 
about. It would be a great thing too that die, the ignorant 
little wife, had been the means of introducing Robert to this 
charming lady. That would be 'some pride for her, and make 
her husband think more of her ; more of her good sense, that 
is, for she was sick of hearing about her beauty. It occurred to 
Janet, too, with a feeling of genuine satisfaction, that the lady 
was a groat ti handsomer than she — oh, if one don't mind' 

I ho hair, ev*’* r , much handsomer ; and then Rob%t might get 
to understand that a woman can be handsome without all the 
world running after hrr, and without any occasion for her to be 
tormented to death by i^r law ful guardians, or treated as if she 
ought to be kept in a glass case. Indeed, the world began to 
look very bright this evening to handsome golden-hfdred Janet. 
She found herself humming a tune as she walked on. 

Her way was not short. It lay through one of the parks. 
The evening was bright and soft, and the sight of the grass and 
the sun and the sky and the trees sent a thrill half of delight 
half of pain through Janet’s heart. There came back upon 
her the memories of the bright time when she lived in the 
country, and ha d the trees and * the flowers always around her, and 
took a deep in rerest in the changes of the seasons, and used to 
think it delightful to go to the church on Sunday; to cross the 
fields and get to the church with the huge tree in front of the 
gate. It was in that church she first saw Robert ; and there 
shg was married. She remembered not without a pang that 
she then thought it a glorious thing to go to live .in London, 
which shone upon her imagination as a city of gold and marble, 
of parks and palaces. She was very loyal to her new life, and 
would not have admitted even to herself that she was not 
perfectly happy with her husband ; at least, that she would not 
be perfectly happy if he would only trouble himself and her 
less about her l>eauty and about what people thought of her. 
But still the London of which she had doily experience was 
certainly a very different place from the London in which she was 
once so pruud to think that she was going to live. Just at this 
* ihoment, however, as she is crossing the park, what with her 
now friend and her hope of Robert's being talked into reason, 
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and the fine evening, and the grass and the trees, the London 
that she sees around her does somehow begin to loek like the 
city of palaces and parks. 

Her happiness was destined to a slight disturbance, for just 
at that moment a cheery voice behind her was heard : 

* Good evening, Mrs. Charlton; one does not often see you out in 
* this quarter. 1 am glad to have met you — or rather, I should 

say, to have overtaken you, for I have not mot you. Do you 
remember the story about the slow walker and the snail % * 

Poor Janet was not in a condition to remember that or any 
other story at the moment. She looked up alarmed and be- 
wildered into the face of the young man who, as yet wholly 
unconscious of the emotion his presence was creating, was 
walking by her side and talking all the time. He was a tall 
young man, slight but strong, with something like the appear- 
ance of one who has not yet quite done growing — such promise did 
his chest and shoulders give when compared with the general 
slightness of his figure. He had a face with fine outlines, and 
a pair of sparkling dark eyes. 

All Janet could say at first was, ‘ Oh, Mr. Fielding!* and 
then — ‘you did so frighten me ! * 

‘ Frighten you ? — I’m sure I am very sorry ; I didn’t mean 
to frighten you. Arc you going homeward 1 I am. May I 
walk with you 1 Shall I carry your basket for you 1 ’ 

For Janet was bearing a basket in which she had some little 
delicacies bought for her husband’s tea. 

‘Oh, no, thank you,’ she said in an alarmed tone. ‘I had 
rather walk alone, please. I am not sure ; I don’t think I am 
going home; at least, I think 1 am going the other way.’ 

‘What, back again— -the way you were coming] * 

‘ I don’t know if I have not forgotten something ; I have 
been to call upon a lady ; perhaps I had better go back.’ 

* Come, why not say at once you don’t want to walk with 
me ? ’ he asked in a tone of perfect good-humour. 1 1 am not 
in the least offended ; I suppose I ought not to have offered my 
companionship ; but really one forgets the proprieties sometimes. 
I beg your pardon, Mrs. Charlton ; good evening. You need 
not turn back, for I shall get on a good deal faster than you are 
likely to do/ He raised liis hat to her, and was going on. 

‘ But I am afraid you will think me rude, Mr. Fielding/ 
she said timidly ; ‘ and I don’t mean to be, indeed. And I am 
sure you only meant to lie kind/ 

‘Really, I don’t think I did, Mrs. Charlton, except to 
myself. I thought you were going my way, and I should like 
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iq^have your company ; I get a good deal of my own society, 
and I get tired of it now and then/ 

4 1 am sure I should be delighted/ Janet stammered out, 

4 and you are so kind to say so — to say you would like it ; but 
I don't suppose, perhaps — it might not be quite — oh, really, I 
don't know, Mr. Fielding ; but I am very much obliged to you; 
and I want you not to think that I have been rude.' 

She smiled with a half-alarmed eagerness that might 
perhaps have seemed an invitation to Mr. Fielding to remain 
in her company, but which was certainly not so intended by her, 
and was not so interpreted by him. He understood perfectly 
well what she meant; he could see without any trouble to his 
penetration that she was a kindly little modest creature, who 
for some reason or other thought she was bound to keep men at 
a severe distance. So be only said a word or two to assure her 
that he did not feel offended, and his tall slight figure was very 
soon, at his rate of walking, a speck in the dim distance. 

Mrs. Charlton was troubled by the meeting. She was 
afraid that some one might have seen her who would tell 
Robert ; she was greatly afraid that she had been rude, and had 
offended her well-meaning acquaintance ; and again, she was 
afraid she had betrayed her fears so far as to let him guess that 
her husband was foolish and jealous. As she walked along, she 
wondered to herself again and again why women — at least, 
why married women — liked to be thought handsome. 4 If I 
were not thought handsome by Robert, or anybody/ she kept 
saying to herself, * how friendly I might be with everyone, and 
how happy I might be ! ' Her mind was a good deal occupied 
too by the prospect of the visit she was to have from Mrs. 
Vanthorpe. It was to be, moreover, not a visit but a series of 
visits. Mrs. Vanthoipo had bilked of deliberately making 
Robert Charlton's acquaintance ; and that would take time and 
would involve a coming again and again. It was very likely 
too that Mrs. Vanthorpe would ask Robert and herself to tea 
some evening ; and then if Robert could only be persuaded to 
put aside his odd independent ways for once, and to accept the 
lady’s invitation, how delightful it would be ; how charming to 
have Robert show how clever he was, and what hooks he had 
read ; and he would do so whon he was at his ease, which he 
was sure to bo very soon with so charming a lady. What a 
t very young lady sire was — what a young widow. Why, she 
did not look more than twenty ! How Robert would admire 
^her ; and surely. Mrs. Vanthorpe could not help liking Robert. 
The whole prospect was delightful. One little cloud was on it; 
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Mrs* Charlton hoped somehow that the young man she had just 
met would not happen to be anywhere in the way when the 
lady came. G&brielle’s doubt as to whether he was really a 
gentleman pressed upon the little woman’s mind. ‘ Perhaps he 
is’nt a gentleman/ she thought; e and if he is’nt, I hope she 
won’t see him at all/ 

One question came up to Janet’s mind many times during 
the next day or two. Would Mi’s. Vanthorpe come in her 
carriage? Would the carriago have one horse or two? Would 
the carnage stop in the square out of which ran the narrow 
street in which the Charltons lived, or would it actually drive 
up to the very door ? Janet watched with unflagging attention 
for the sound of carriage wheels for two days, and after all did 
not know when her visitor was actually at the door. For 
Gabrielle, who was fond of walking and of seeing the streets, 
had merely set out on foot the third afternoon following Janet’s 
visit, and walked biiskly across the park and through a maze 
of streets, only stopping now and then to soothe crying children, 
and reason with wrangling or cat-persecuting urchins. At 
length she reached the square. 

It was a very quiet, dull, decaying, grass-grown old square, 
somewhere in the region of the Foundling Hospital. Very few 
private houses were in the square ; it was given up to charitable 
institutions and queer old libraries founded by long-forgotten 
oddities into whose awful cells no one ever seemed to enter. 
There were dispensaries, and little hospitals, and * asylums for 
aged respectabilities there; but no monal had ever seen a 
patient entering or borne into one of them, or a decayed re- 
spectability looking out of* window or taking an airing in the 
sun. Glancing into one of tho libraries, you could not fancy 
any modern rcador studying thcie. One might, perhaps, form 
a conception of the founder of the institution himself, in neat 
black small-clothes and shiny knee-buckles, and rigid, decorous 
pigtail, taking some of the books down from their mouldering 
shelves and lovingly whisking the dust from their snuff-coloured 
leaves, and timidly making himself air when tho rattle of a 
chanco cab below suggested the possibility of a knock at the 
door and a visitor from the living world outside. 

Perhaps Gabrielle Vanthoipe was nursing some fancy of 
this kind as she walked round the old square in search of the 
little street to which she was bound. Gabrielle was fanciful 
enough usually, and, whenever she saw any peculiar-looking 
house, immediately fitted it up with some appropriate story. 
Because of some fancy or other, she stopped a moment when 
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b £ came to the opening of the street she was seeking, and 
sitated to go down. It was dark and narrow ; it had one 
long row of tall, heavy, old-fashioned decaying houses; the 
other side was only a huge wall, bounding one of tho mysterious 
institutions already mentioned. There was no egress at the 
other end of the street; a wall stopped it up. The whole 
place looked mournful and forbidding to Gabrielle ; it seemed 
to her for the moment that if she went down there something 
evil must come of it. Sho got over this feeling in* a moment, 
however, and went down the stroot until she came to the house 
she was seeking. It was tall, gi*ey, and melancholy. A 
mournful memory of decayed respectability seemed to cloud 
its high flight of crumbling steps. 

Gabrielle knocked and rang again and again. She did not 
understand the economy of the number of little bell-handles 
which she saw at the side of the door, and lang the first, there- 
fore, that came to her hand. At last the door opened, and a 
young man stood before her, who began by saying — 

4 I am sorry you have been kept so long. I heard the bell 
ling ever so many times ; and at last it dawned upon me that 
somebody whom it concerned must ba out, and that nobody 
whom it did not concern would take any trouble, and so I 
thought I had better come to the rescue/ 

4 Do you know if Mrs. Charlton is at home ? ’ Gabrielle 
asked, when he had.come to the end of his rapid litftle speech. 

4 1 don’t know, I’m sure. Very likely she is. Will you 
come in for a moment, and I’ll ring her bell for you ? That’s 
her Ml, you see — second floor front.’ 

4 Oh, that’s her bell,’ Gabrielle 'said, rather amused by his 
quick cheery way. 4 1 did not know.’ 

4 Of coiuse not; how could you know? You have never 
boon hero before, 1 suppose ? ’ 

4 No ; 1 have never been here before.’ 

4 Your estato is the more gracious, I can assure you. Now, 
you see, I have rung Mrs. Charlton’s bell, and sbo will be here 
in a moment. Won’t you sit down ? I’ll bring you a chair 
from my room. It’s not any trouble, not the least.’ 

4 Thank you — no,’ said Gabrielle. 4 It is hardly worth 
while ; I think 1 hear Mrs. Charlton coming.’ 

Gabrielle put on all tho dignity she could call up on the 
instant, considering that she was, as we have said, rather 
amused by the eager courtesy of her new ^acquaintance, and 
was wondering within herself whother he was not about to ask 
ter to take a seat in his room. At that moment Janet Chari- 
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ton come rustling down the stairs. She blushed and grew 
confused when Bhe saw Mrs! Yanthorpe and the lodger ap- 
parently in friendly conversation. Very pretty and winning 
she looked in her embarrassment. 

* Oh, Mrs. Charlton/ the young man said before she had 
time to put in a word, ‘ here is a lady to see you. She might 
have been there long enough, I fancy, if I had not happened to 
observe that somebody was ringing at the hell, and that nothing 
was coming of it. There never was such a house as this. I 
believe there are servants, but what do they do, Mrs. Charlton 
— what do they do ? * 

i I am sure I am greatly obliged to you/ said the bewildered 
Janet. ‘I am so sorry, Mrs. Yanthorpe, to have kept you 
waiting. Will you be kind enough to come upstairs, Madame V 
She was almost overwhelmed at the thought of such a lady as 
Mrs. Yanthorpe l)eing kept waiting in such a way, and was 
thinking to herself, * She will never come here again after all 
this. 1 

* Yanthorpe V the young man suddenly asked, stopping 
short in the midst of the parting bow he was making. ‘ Excuse 
me — did yo.u say Yanthorpe ! 9 

1 My name is Yanthorpe/ Gabrielle answered gravely. 

1 Miss Yanthorpe l 1 

4 1 am Mrs. Yanthorpe/ Gabrielle said. ‘Shall we go 
upstairs, Mrs. Charlton! Pray don't make any apologies. I 
was not long waiting, and it was only my own mistake that 
caused any delay.’ 

She cut short anything the young man might have to say 
by a very chilling bow as she followed the confused and de- 
pressed Janet up the narrow staircase to the second floor. On 
their way up Janet contrived to cast back at the young* man 
one wondering, reproachful glance that seemed to say, ‘ Now 
you have done it. Oh, how could you be so odd ! ’ 

The lodger only raised his eyebrows and smiled at poor 
Janet wholly unabashed. He stood for a moment on the 
threshold of his own room as if thinking over some question 
which he hoped to settle in a moment. 

‘ Bather a rude young woman/ he suddenly said aloud to 
himself. 1 1 wonder if her husband, too ? is jealous, and goe§ 
wild if anybody speaks to her.' _ * 



THE LODGERS IN BOLINGBR OKE PLACE. 


33 


CHAPTER IV. 

TIIE LODGERS IN BOLINGBROKE PLACE. 

Gabrielle followed Mrs. Charlton \ip the stairs ; but for the 
moment she was not thinking either of Janet or of her own 
purjx ®3 in coming to Janet’s house. She was strangely im- 
pressed by the demeanour and the words of the odd young 
man she had seen on the staircase, and whom she at once 
identified in her own mind with the * real gentleman * whom 
Janet had described to her, and concerning whom Mr. Charlton 
might possibly have been disposed to make himself foolishly 
uneasy. He seemed a gentleman, certainly, Gabrielle thought, 
although there was something abrupt and sans gene in his 
manner that she did not like. But it was not his abruptness 
that impressed her especially ; it was the manner in which he 
had gone over her name as if it affected him with some strange 
associations. Those who follow Gabrielle Vanthorpe’s story 
will not be long in finding out that she was a young woman of 
a very lively imagination, marvellously ready to form impres- 
sions, jump to conclusions, and endow the fantasies of her own 
mind with flesh-and-blood reality. Even as sho mounted the 
stall's to Janet’s room, she was already wondering whether it 
might not be possible that the destinies had, at the very outset 
of her career of active beneficence, thrown her on the track of 
a discovery which was very near her heart-, but had seemed far 
away from her hopes. 

She was somewhat surprised when she saw Mr. Charlton. 
He \flis quite unlike what sho had expected to see. This was a 
weakness on her part. She ought to have known that he 
would be unlike what she naturally expected to see. Everybody 
ought by this time to have mastered the physiological truth 
that the furious fanatic is certain to have the gentlest and 
sweetest manners ■ that the uncompromising atheist is one 
whose whole appearance suggests only devotional fervour ; that 
the remorseless tyrant will have the complexion, the curls, and 
ihe hands of a girl ; and so forth. Gabrielle expected, when 
she ljgard of Mr. Charlton’s jealousy and liis masterful love, to 
£C6 a tall powerful man, with the approved or regulation tawny 
I; beard, and all the rest of the gigantic and tyrannical acces- 
£gories ; but having found this image naturally present itself, 
tmght to have known that the real man wov^ld bo the veiy 
P 
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opposite of all this. So, of course, it proved. Robert Charlton 
was a small, slender, delicate-looking man, with long, thin 
fingers, such as an Asiatic worker in ivory might have ; a dark, 
silky beard, the very silkiness of which suggested a wasted or 
over-refined physical constitution. He was sitting in the 
window engaged at some work upon a fan when Gabrielle 
. entered, and was trying to catch all the sunlight that allowed 
itself to take the troublo of piercing its way into Bolingbroke 
Place. He seemed nervous to the point of personal distress 
when Gabrielle entered, and while he was presented to her by 
his wife. He gave Gabrielle a chair, however, with a certain 
graceful shyness, and then he stood *up as if wondering what 
was to come next. Janet sat on a sofa, and seemed as if she 
wei*e not expected to make any part of the social interview. 
This would have been a little embarrassing to most visitors, but 
it did not affect Gabrielle in the least. 

‘ You are a wonderful worker, Mr. Charlton/ she said by 
way of a beginning ; ‘ I never saw such delicate manipulation 
as yours.* 

The tone of her voice had a friendly ring about it. She 
seemed above all things sympathetic, to begin with. 

* I am glad you think so/ Robert answered hesitatingly ; 
‘ some people don’t understand the difficulty ; I like to meet 
with one who does. It is the only thing I can do.* 

* Oh, now, there*s a story ! * Janet broke in, roused from her 
quiescence by his disparagement of himself — a thing she never 
could stand. ‘Indeed it is not true, Mir. Yanthorpe, not a 
word; although he always goes on that way. He can do 
ever so many things ; he could do anything he tried to, I am 
sure.* 

Gabrielle turned to her in admiration , the little woman 
was looking so lovely in the fervour of her excitement. 

* I am sure ho can do many things/ Gabrielle .said ; 4 1 see 
you have hands that ought to be able to do anything in the 
way of artistic work, Mr. Charlton : hands as slender and 
delicate as a girl’s ; but strong, I dare say, as a girl’s ain’t be.* 

Charlton looked quickly at his hands, with an embarrassed 
but not a{ all a displeased air, and turned off attention by 
saying to his wife : ‘ Janet, I am sure this lady * 

‘Mrs. Yanthorpe/ said Gabrielle, smiling. 

‘ Mrs. Vanthorpe would like a cup of tea.’ 

Of course Gabrielle took care to say that she wished for a 
cup of tea above- all things. 

‘ You will excuse me, Mrs. Yanthorpe, I hope/ Robert wont 
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on, brightening up a little, ‘ if T seemed to forget your name. 
Of course I knew well enough that it was for Mrs. Vanthorpe 
I was doing the work ; but when I saw you I never thought 
you were the lady. You look too young to be a married lady. 

I thought you were Miss Vanthorpe, perhaps, or some other 
relation of the lady I was working for.* 

4 1 am not so young as your wife, I think, 1 Gabrieli© said ; * 
* yet she is Mrs. Charlton/ 

4 Yes, that is quite true/ he answered ; 4 but then 9 and 

he stopped and became embarrassed ; for he knew that the 
Mrs. Vanthorpe he was working for was a widow, and he was 
on the verge of saying something of the kind. His habitually 
pal© face grew almost red at the thought of what he had so 
nearly uttered. 

Gabrielle was for a moment a little embarrassed too, but 
she recovered herself in the resolve to set him at his ease. 

4 Your wife is a beautiful woman — or girl, I ought to call 
her/ she said. Janet was now in another room, bustling about 
in the preparation of the tea. 4 I think I never saw such lovely 
hair. You must be very proud of her.* 

‘She is very beautiful/ he said uneasily, and his face 
colouring once more. ‘She is too handsome for the kind of 
life we have to lead ; I only hope she will not come to think 
so.' 

4 Oh, she never will/ said Gabrielle decisively. 4 She is not 
at all like that/ Gabrielle spoke as confidently as if she had 
known Janet from her earliest infancy. 4 She does not seem to 
value her own beauty in the least, except as it pleases you. 
She appears to me to be a model wife, and I am sure you 
appreciate her, Mr. Charlton/ 

4 1 do appreciate her, I do/ he said, as if in a tone of self- 
remonstrance ; 4 1 never like to find fault with her ; but what 
kind of life is this for a woman so pretty as she 1 She has to go 
about here on errands for me, with my work and that, like any 
common servant. People may talk to her, and tell her she is 
too handsome for that sort of thing/ 

4 She is much too sensible and much too fond of you to care 
for any such stuff. You must not think we women are all fools, 
Mr. Charlton/ 

‘She should be a fool,’ he said, shaking his head, 4 if she 
thought the kind of life slio leads here was a pleasant one, or fit 
for a woman like her. It is all very well to talk wisely on the 
matter; but. there are people enough about to tell her so, and 
fill her mind with the thought/ 

d2 
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‘You want faith in her/ Gabrielle said, almost angry with 
him for his perversity. ‘ I don’t think you deserve so fond a 
wife, Mr. Charlton/ 

‘Exactly/ he answered, with an uneasy smile. ‘That is 
just what people will tell her, I dare say ; that I am unworthy 
of her, and all that sort of thing. It docs affectT a woman’s 
• mind, however well-inclined she may he/ 

Janet entered the room again, and cut short the conversa- 
tion. She was handing Gabrielle a cup of tea, when a tap was 
heard at the door. Charlton looked towards his wife uneasily. 

‘It’s Mr. Lefussis, dear/ Janet said. ‘ Mrs. Vanthorpe 
won’t care to be disturbed/ 

‘Oh, he can’t come in now/ Robert said. ‘He is /i man 
who lodges here ; not a bad fellow, but a nuisance sometimes/ 
Gabrielle fancied it must be the young man she had seen, 
and she was anxious for an opportunity of seeing him again. 

* Don’t send him away for me, please/ she said. ‘ I must 
not put you out of your usual ways. Mrs. Charlton promised 
me that you were not to be interfered with by me.* 

Meanwhile the visitor who had tapped, and indeed tapped 
again without getting any answer wliilo this discussion was 
going on, now gently opened the door, and was entering. When 
he saw a strange lady, he began a sort of apology, but made no 
attempt to withdraw. He was a tall lean man, some fifty years 
of age or thereabouts, wearing a shabby brown waterproof coat-, 
which did not seem to cover any undciooat. He wore a stiff 
rigid old-fashioned stock of forgotten mould round his neck, and 
his shirt-collar suggested the days of the first Reform Bill. He 
had stiff beaver gloves, one of which was carried on, the other 
in, a hand. He was apparently the wreck of a gentleman ; a 
hulk that had been much wasted and battered by adverse wind 
and weather. His thin hair and whiskers had that dusty grey 
on their edges which always suggests what Henry of Navarre 
called the wind of adversity blowing in the faco. It showed 
curiously unlike the soft comfortable grey that speaks of life to 
the latest well enjoyed, and of dinners always sure to come at 
the right time. 

‘ Beg pardon, I am sure/ the visitor said ; ‘ I hope I may 
come in just for a moment. I am not going to make any stay. 
I trust the lady will excuse me/ 

‘ Mr. Lefussis, madam/ said Janet, doing the honours not 
very willingly. ‘A — a friend of Robert's and mine/ 

Mr. Lefussis made a grand bow, with a wave of the arm 
that suggested the necessity of a three-cornered hat to repder 
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the effect of the gesture complete. Gabrielle acknowledged the 
salutation with external graciousness and internal wonder. 

4 I thought you would like to know, Charlton/ he said 
grandly. 4 1 have been in town ; in the Whitehall region, you 
know, F. 0. in fact. I have had a long chat with Lord Bosworth, 
and I know all that’s going to be done; The German am- 
bassador came in before I left, and Bosworth went over a 
good deal of it for him again; but not all, not quite all, of 
course.* 

Some one ought to have said something, apparently, for Mr. 
Lefussis paused a moment. But Charlton sat with his eyes fixed 
on his own slender hands, and made no observation. Janet 
never pretended to have anything to say where lords and am- 
bassadors and such-like personages were tho subject of conversa- 
tion ; and Gabrielle did not feel it incumbent on her to do or 
say anything. 

4 Things are looking very bad,* Mr. Lefussis went on, when 
he found that he had as yet made no great impression ; 4 1 don’t 
well know, indeed, how they could by any possibility be much 
worse. If some step be not taken to hold this government back 
from the inad course they are pursuing, we shall have all Europe 
in war in less than a month.* 

4 Good gracious ! ' exclaimed Janet, roused into attention 
by this appalling prospect. 4 Can nothing be done, Mr. 
Lefussis 1 * 

4 Bosworth can do nothing,* ho Vnd decisively; and now 
addressing himself to Janet, as she alone appeared to have given 
proper attention to his story. 4 lie sees it all as plainly as I do ; 
but he can do nothing. What could lie do, you see 2 It isn’t 
for him, Mrs. Charlton.’ 

4 Oh, isn’t it 1 * asked Janet, much perplexed ; 4 what a pity ! 
Isn’t there anybody who can do anything ? * 

4 Yes,* he answered with dignity ; 4 1 hope I can do some- 
thing. I moan to try. Leven can do something ; Taxal can 
do something, in his small way, of course, in his small way. 
We can hold meetings; I am going at once to Taxal and to 
Leven.* 

The names gave Gabrielle a chance of coming into the con- 
versation which she was rather glad of, for it was clear that 
Charlton would not enter into it, and poor Janet was fast break- 
ing down, and Mr. Lefussis would not go away. 

‘Is “Leven” Major Leven, may I ask? Do you know 
Major Leven ? * 

4 Certainly, madam, certainly. I knew Leven in Demerara 
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—let me see — when was it? In ’52 or * 55 ; lam really not 
quite certain which. You know Major Leven, madam % * 

f Major Leven is a very old friend of mine, and a very dear 
friend, 1 Gabrielle answered, feeling her sentiments towards Mr. 
Lefussis grow warmer and deeper because of his intimacy with 
“ Major Leven. 

* Indeed ! 1 Lefussis eagerly said, and his eyes sparkled with 
unspeakable satisfaction. * Then I tell you what it is, Mrs. 
Charlton, my coming in to tell this to your husband is one of 
the most remarkable illustrations of the working of Providence 
in our human affairs that you can well imagine. I fancy 
Charlton is inclined to be a little of a sceptic now and then ; but 
I hope even he won't quite disregard the meaning of what I am 
gbing to Bay.* 

Charlton looked up for a moment and nodded, but said 
nothing. Gabrielle was now quite bewildered. 

4 Look here/ Lefussis went eagerly on ; 4 1 came in to see your 
husband, Mrs. Charlton, never dreaming that I was to have the 
happiness and the honour of an introduction to this lady ; and 
even when I had that happiness and that honour, never 
dreaming that in her I was to see a valued friend of Major 
Leven. Is there nothing providential in this? Why, this lady 
has only to sit down at Charlton's desk there and write me a 
letter of introduction to Major Leven, and it may be that 
Europe is saved from a war.' 

4 1 thought you said you knew this gentleman ? * Charlton 
interposed, looking suddenly up. 

4 So I do, my dear fellow, so I do ; at least, I did, you know, 
in Demerara, and other places too ; but men forget each other. 
I haven't been to dine with Leven this long time ; and I never 
see him at the club now ; I believe he has got married or some- 
thing of the sort ; but if this lady would just bo kind enough 
to give me a line of introduction, it might perhaps bo the 
means of rousing him to a deeper interest ; and she might here- 
after claim to havo had her share in saving England from a 
disgraceful war.' 

Poor Janet interchanged glances of agony with her husband. 
This was too bad; Mrs. Vantborpe seemed destined to bo 
tormented by all their fellow-lodgers in turn. Now surely after 
this she would never come again. 

4 1 should be delighted to bear my share in saving England 
from so great a calamity/ Gabrielle said gravely ; 4 but I fear I 
> ought not to give any introduction to Major Leven just now. 
I have some good roason for not writing to him at present/ 

4 Now that is rather a pity/ the unabashed Lefussis said. 
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‘You see, it would be such an advantage, and might do so 
much goodj but of course if you can’t, why there’s an end. 
Might I even mention your name to Leven 1 — as a friend of my 
friends here, you know/ 

‘Oh, but please, Mr, Lefussis,’ said Janet, in a low depre* 
eating tone, 4 don’t make a mistake. Robert and I are not so 
presumptuous as to call ourselves friends of this lady.’ 

4 That lady’s face/ Lefussis decisively affirmed, ‘ proclaims 
her a friend of the whole human race. I ought to understand 
something of faces, and I can see that. I hope the lady will 
excuse me if I seem somewhat forward and pressing ; it is in 
a great cause — a great cause ; and there is no time to be lost. 
I’ll go and talk to Fielding ; Fielding sometimes has suggestions 
to give ; and in any case I must see Leven and Taxal. Good 
evening, madam ; good evening, Mrs. Charlton ; good evening, 
Charlton. I thought you would like to know how things were 
going, and so I looked in.’ 

‘ Now, who is he ? ’ Gabrielle asked in much curiosity after 
Mr. Lefussis had gone. 

‘ He is a fool, madam,’ said Charlton — ‘ excuse me if I use 
strong language — an idiot who is made happy in his poverty 
and his failure by telling himself and everyone he can get to 
listen that he is hand and glove with every great person * 

‘ Oh, Robert,’ liis wife interposed, ‘ I am sure poor Mr. 
Lefussis is very kind and friendly, and he means everything 
well. It was very wrong in him to make such a request of Mrs. 
Vanthorpe, and I shall tell him so ; but he never meant to be 
rude, Mrs. Yanthorpe, he never did, indeed.' 

4 Ho was not rude,’ Gabrielle said ; ‘ he was very polite, and 
1 feel interested in him ; but I am anxious to know whether he 
deceives himself, or is trying to deceive other people ? ’ 

‘He deceives himself,’ Charlton said ; ‘he is not conscious of 
contradicting himself, or making up stories, or being an idiot. 
Whatever he likes to believe, lie imagines ; and he is happy 
for the time. I believe he is a gentleman, and I believe he had 
prospects once ; and now he has come to live in this place and 
to have Janet and me for friends.’ 

‘ Is he poor 1 ’ asked Gabrielle. % 

‘ Poor as a church mouse,’ Charlton answered. ‘ In fact, I 
don’t know what he lives on ; Janet and I are rich in comparison. 
But I presume he thinks he patronises us because we never 
belonged to the class that has thrown him off.’ 

‘ I should like to do something for him, if I could,’ Gabrielle 
said quietly. 

‘ You may do anything you like for him, madam/ Charlton 
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said, with an angry flush crossing his face, but only seeming to 
touch its surface as one sometimes sees a sunset ray fall on a 
little frozen pool. 4 You may do anything you like for him, 
but I beg you will not think of doing anything for me. I 
want nothing ; Janet and I want nothing from anybody. I am 
not a gentleman, she is not a lady; I am ready to work for 
ladies and gentlemen, but I don’t want patronage, and I don’t 
want help.’ He did not look at Gabrielle all the time, but kept 
uneasily moving up and down the room and nibbing his hands. 

*Oh, Robert, Robert,’ his wife entreated ; ‘ how can you go 
on in such a way ? I am sure Mrs. Vantliorpe never meant ’ 

Gabrielle was neither alarmed nor offended. She took this 
outbreak with perfect composure ; indeed, it interested her far 
more than ordinary conversation would have done. 

4 Your husband is quite right, child,’ she said quietly to 
Janet. * I like him the better for his independence. But when 
I think of intruding my patronage it will be quite time, Mr. 
Charlton, to resent it, will it not ? I was only thinking, when 
I spoke of serving your friend hero, whether I might really 
venture to give him a letter to Major Levon — my doubt was on 
family reasons only. I am glad to know your wife, and X like 
her very much. I shall be glad to know you if you will allow 
me.’ 

Charlton seemed a little ashamed of his outburst, and 
Gabrielle turned the conversation presently on books and on 
art, of which she found that Charlton knew a good deal in the 
scrappy dogmatic way common to ‘ self-educated ’ persons, as 
the phrase is. lie had many fresh ideas, and she drew Jiim 
artfully into talk until he became much delighted with himself 
and with her, and quite eloquent in the end A Gabrielle did 
not think she could safely approach the question of Janet’s 
beauty and his jealous humours that time. She would come 
again, she thought, and accomplish that part of her mission ; 
the first thing was to win Charlton’s confidence in herself. 
That she did her best to accomplish at once. So far did she 
get, that before she had left he promised to come with his wife 
to see Gabrielle at her house. Gabrielle was as proud of having 
conquered thus far, and tamed his fierce independence, as if she 
were a commander who had succeeded in capturing some strong 
position at the beginning of a battle. Her goodness and her 
good opinion of her own skill were gratified alike. 

Gabrielle was about to go. She had ordered her little 
carriage to come for her, and it had now been some time 
waiting. She had lingered a good deal, not altogether without 
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a hope that the young man she had seen at the door might 
come in, and that she might have an opportunity of seeing what 
he was like* She had made up her mind that there was some- 
thing mysterious about this young man, and about the wonder 
which he had expressed when he heard her name. 

* What is the name of your other fellow-lodger \ * she asked 
carelessly. * The young man who was at the door when you 
came down to-day, Mrs. Charlton — the young man who let me 
in?* 

4 Was he there ? * Charlton asked of his wife. 4 You didn’t 
tell me that.’ 

1 He opened the door for me very politely,* said Gabrielle. 
‘Mrs. Charlton was not there just then.* 

‘His name is Fielding,* Robert said. ‘I don*t know very 
well who he is ; he thinks a good deal of himself, X fancy ; I 
wish he would mind Ills own affairs a little more. He seems a 
clever sort of fellow, but rather eccentric.* 

Gabrielle was gratified to hear that he was eccentric. So 
far as that went, it fitted in with the little speculation in which 
she had already been indulging her active fancy. 

She would not hear of Robert Charlton's coming to show 
her downstairs ; his time was far too valuable, she said, to be 
wasted in ceremonial. Mrs. Charlton would light her down, 
and she would not have anyone else. She went down the dark 
stairs with Janet, smiling and nodding a good-bye to Robert as 
she looked back. Then she leaned unon Janet's arm in the 
friendliest fashion, and told her in a whisper that she hoped to 
accomplish all for her jet in bringing her husband to reason: 
and she put Janet into a very liewilderment of pride and 
delight. Just u# they eaino to the bottom of the stairs a door 
on the left opened, and Mr. Lefussis and Fielding came out 
together. Gabrielle graciously bowed to both. Lefussis at 
once insisted on opening her carriage door for her, which he did 
with the air of a man who still believes that in carriages sit 
his natural companions. Fielding remained behind and talked 
to Janet. 

Gabrielle somewhat relaxed towards Lefussis. 

‘ Perhaps I might bo able to do something !n the way of 
introducing you to Major Lieven,* she said. ‘ If you were to 
call on me, Mr. Lefussis, the day after to-morrow, perhaps I 
might have thought of some way ; and I should liko to bear 
my part in saving England from destruction.* 

4 What part more worthy of a noble-hearted English lady ? * 
the delighted Lefussis said, taking her words quite seriously. 
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4 1 shall esteem it the highest honour to be allowed to wait 
upon you after to-morrow or any day/ 

Gabrielle gave him her address, and left him in a condition 
of exalted happiness. Surely never woman had in a few 
minutes — an horn* or so— made more admirers with honester 
intention. Janet and Lefussis both remained a moment or two 
on the door-step to sound her praises; both agreed that so 
charming, so delightful, so kind, so unaffected, so altogether 
noble a young woman, was never seen before. Poor Lefussis 
saw himself once more a welcome visitor in those West-end 
drawing-rooms from which he had for some little time been 
sadly absent. Janet saw a peaceful happy home opening up 
for her as the result of this almost angelic visitation. As for 
Mr. Fielding, he agreed in all that was said about Gabrielle’s 
beauty and grace of appearance; but he entered a protest 
as regarded her manners, which he still professed to consider 
rude. His two companions, however, raised indignant protest, 
and he gave up the contest, and went hack to his room, won- 
dering much within himself as to who the young and hand- 
some woman could be who bore the name of Mrs. Yanthorpe. 

4 Robert, dear, is she not delightful ? * Janet asked, as she 
burst in upon her husband. 

He raised his head from some piece of work lie seemed to 
be bending over earnestly, but he did not look at Janet. 

4 Who is delightful, Janet ? * 

4 Oh, Mrs. Yanthorpe, of course. Is she not charming ? * 

* She is charming,* Robert slowly said, and he went on with 
his work. Janet was disappointed. He did not seem nearly 
so much gladdened by Gabrielle s visit as Janet was, or as she 
had expected that he would bo. 

4 So kind she is,* Janet said. 4 We are to spend an evening 
with her, Robert ; when shall we go ? * 

4 1 don’t know ; perhaps I shall not go at all/ 

4 But that would be so very unkind, and such a bad return 
for her kindness, Robert ! And she likes to talk to you about 
books and pictures and things/ 

‘She can*t care to talk to arman like me/ he said. 4 She 
puts it on, out of kindness; hut she can*t really care. She 
knows too many people who are educated and gentlemen; not 
fellows like me/ 

4 Oh, but she does care, I know ; I could see by her manner. 
You would not understand her manner so well as I could, 
Robert. I know she was pleased to talk to you/ 

4 1 have read of such women/ Robert said ; 4 1 never talked 
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with one before — I mean, except in the way of this wretched 
business. I suppose they are common enough in that class.’ 

t What sort of women, Robert 1 * 

‘ Women who can talk of things that rational men care to 
hear about.’ 

Janet did not resent this, and indeed did not understand it 
in any sense disparaging to herself. She always assumed that 
a poor man’s wife was not supposed to know anything about 
books, and that her husband would no more complain of her 
on that account than because she had not brought him a large 
fortune. 

* She is very rich,’ Janet said, returning to hor favourite 
topic. * My aunt says that her husband left her ever so much 
money.’ 

6 1 shall never leave you any money,* Charlton said. 

* You gave me your love, Robert, and all your cleverness, 
dear.’ 

* I couldn’t endow you with that,* he Baid sharply, and he 
turned doggedly to his work. 

Janet did not quite understand this sarcasm, but she knew 
that something was wrong with Robert. She saw that, for some 
reason or other, the visit sho had looked forward to with so 
much hope, and which had given her such delight, had not yet 
added to her husband’s stock of happiness. Robert did not talk 
any more. He looked up once or twice, and glanced around the 
room, and at Janet. The room showed -very mean and pitiful 
in his eyes; his work seemed mechanical and ignoble; and 
Janet’s hair looked less glorious than usual. 

CHAPTER Y. 

THE ROLLING STONE AND THE MILLSTONE. 

Robert Charlton was a man just clever enough to be bitterly 
discontented, and loving enough to be morbidly jealous. He 
had had no school education. lie had somehow got it into 
his head that he must have come of a high family, and that 
anyhow fate had done him a personal wrong in not making 
him a gentleman. His way of educating himself had made 
him dogmatic, and had allowed him to grouynto the con- 
viction that he had genius far above his spherin' his chances. 
The very work which he could do so well, and which was 
in its own way strictly artistic, he despised even while ho 
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was vain of his success in it. He was short of stature and 
feeble ; and he convinced himself that only handsome men 
were ever really loved by women. He made himself miserable 
in his love-making days when Janet would not marry him at 
once, because he persuaded himself that if he had only been tall, 
handsome, or a gentleman, she would have taken him without 
delay ; and now that he was married he made himself miserable 
with the idea that his wife’s head might be turned by the ad- 
miration of anybody who was tall, or rich, or handsome ; not to 
■ay by anyone — and, alas ! he knew how many such there were ! 
— who was tall, handsome, and of high social position all at 
once. He girded at men or women of position if he supposed 
they were presuming to patronise him ; and he raged at them 
in silence when they seemed to take no notice of him. The 
countesses and other fine ladies of whom Mrs. Bramble had 
spoken filled him with wrath when they came and sat con- 
descendingly by him in his room and watched his work. He 
knew that their familiarity was only the cruellest evidence of 
the fathomless gulf they supposed to exist between him and 
them. ' They never spoke to him on any subject that was not 
in some way connected with his craft. It was with perfect 
truth he had said that Gabrielle was the only lady with whom 
he had ever really talked. She was not, good sooth, of the 
countess or duchess class ; but he saw that she was a lady who 
might have held herself at a wide distance from him, and 
therefore, when she sate and talked with’ him in such an un- 
affected and friendly way, he felt an entirely new sensation of 
gratified vanity and stimulated intelligence stirring within him. 
It pleased him to say to his wife that Mrs. Vanthorpo did not 
care to talk to him, and to draw forth Janet’s simple earnest 
assurance of her conviction that Mrs. Vanthorpo felt great 
delight in his conversation. 

Janet had gone to bed early, and her husband remained in 
their sitting-room working. Presently he heard the street-door 
open to some late lodger, and after a few moments he heard a 
familiar step coming up the stairs towards his room. He knew 
that it was Fielding’s step, and at the moment he was not glad 
of the visit. His feelings towards Fielding were a curious com- 
pound of liking and dislike, of sympathy and distrust. In the 
first place, he was inclined to dislike Fielding because the latter 
was tall and good-looking. On the other hand, Fielding seemed, 
like himself, to be poor, and to be discontented with the world. 
The sweet and sacred bond of poor devilship, therefore, ought 
to have held them together ; and this was a bond which, to do 
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him justice, Charlton was inclined to recognise. What par- 
ticular occupation Fielding followed he had never been quite 
able to make out, but in that house men did not trouble them- 
selves much about each other’s occupations. 

The step came to his door, the knock which he had expected 
followed, and Fielding came in. 

4 Hard at work, as usual/ Fielding said. * 1 say, Charlton, 
what a fagging fellow you are I You are always slaving. You 
ought to make & fortune.' 

4 Yes, I am very likely to make a fortune ! ' Charlton grimly 
said. ‘People in this old building often make fortunes, don't 
they ? What an opulent fellow Lefussis is, for example.' 

Charlton motioned to the effect that there was a chair at 
Fielding's service. Fielding accepted the invitation, somewhat 
careless though it was, and sat down. 

‘Lefussis is off his head/ he said ; 4 he has been invited by 
that pretty woman who was here this evoning to call upon her. 
He fully believes he is going into the gilded saloons again.' 

4 Ho had better get a new coat, I would suggest/ said 
Cluf'lton, made angry by the idea of any civility being shown 
to Lefussis which might tend to diminish the value of the kind- 
ness offered to himself. 

4 So ho said himself to me/ Fielding answered. 4 He isn't 
ashamed of lining poor. That's one reason why I like dear old 
Lefussis. lie is a good deal of an idiot, and a dash of a madman, 
but ho continues to be a gentleman all the same.' 

Charlton looked angry. He was always suspecting that 
people were implying that he was not a gentleman. 

4 By the way/ Fielding asked, ‘ who is that woman ? She 
is very handsome, although she is so pale. I am rather curious 
about her.' 

f She is a Mrs. Vantliorpe.' 

4 Thank you. Yes, she told me that much herself. But I 
want to know who the Mrs. Vanthorpe is. I should have 
expected an elderly Mrs. Vantliorpe; but I didn't think of a 
girl looking as young as Janet there.' 

4 As — Janet 1 ’ 

4 Yes; as Janet. Janet is your wife’s name, isn't it! As 
Mrs. Robert Charlton, I ought to have said, no doubt, to he 
properly formal, and not to disturb the mind of a jealous old 
blockhead like yourself— or young blockhead, if you insist on 
it ; young, that is, in years, but old in absurdity.' 

4 Wo were talking about Mrs. Vantliorpe/ Charlton said. 

4 So we were. Your words, Charlton, recall me to myself, 
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m they used to say in the Surrey tragedies. Well; I am curious 
to know something about this pretty Mrs. Vanthorpe. Is she a 
widow ? 1 
1 She is.* 

4 That is very strange. I can’t make it out/ 

‘ What ? that there should be a young widow 1 9 
4 No, but about this young widow. You see, Charlton, 
Vanthorpe is not a very common name ; it isn’t even as common 
as Charlton * 

‘Or Fielding,* interjected the other, irritated by the faintest 
suggestion of disparagement to his name or himself. 

‘ Or Fielding, as you say. Well, I knew a Vanthorpe in the 
States ; I knew him in St. Louis and also in New Orleans.* 

‘ I didn’t know you had been in America.* 

‘ Didn’t you ? did I never tell you ? Well, that shows how 
discreet a person I am, and don’t bore people with my travels. 
Of all things on earth, nothing bores one like another fellow’s 
travels. I have been in all sort of places in my time. I knew 
this Vanthorpe, and we were thrown a good deal together. We 
rather took to one another, in fact, we two Britishers. He 
interested me. I don’t say that he was the sort of man Dean 
Stanley or Dr. Newman would have got on with, but I liked 
him.’ 

4 Was he anything to this Mrs. Vanthorpe ? * 

4 That is just the thing I should like to know. He never 
spoke of any Mrs. Vanthorpe but his mother. I presume he 
had not been the very best of sons ; he talked about his mother 
in a sort of way that made me think so.* 

‘ What became of him since ? * 

‘Ah, yes ; just so, exactly ; what did? Anyhow, his story 
wouldn’t interest you, Charlton, my good fellow, and so I’ll use 
the same discretion you say I displayed with regard to my 
travels. By tho way, are you fond of travelling ? ’ 

‘I never travel anywhere. How could 1 get time and 
money to travel ? I never was out of England in my life. I 
have been always working in this sort of way, and I dare say I 
always shall be. A man who has a wife to keep can’t travel.* 

4 There you go — grumbling again ! You married fellows 
really ought to remember that you can’t have everything in life. 
You can’t have the charming wife, the life-companion, the angel 
in the house and all that, and have the freedom of a travelling 
tinker besides. You oughtn’t to envy ns poor bachelors the 
desolate.freedom of the wild ass — isn’t that somebody’s phrase? 
You would not exchange Janet — I mean, of course, Mrs, 
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Robert Charlton — for the independence, of the freest bachelor 
Red Indian that ever sold beads and nuts at the Cheyenne 
railway station.’ 

* Then yon don’t know anything now about this man Van- 
thorpe — the man in America ? ’ 

‘Man in the South; so he was; in the Southern States; 
and he burnt his mouth, I rather fancy, many a time. I did 
not say I knew nothing about him now, Charlton. I only said 
his story would not interest you, and no more it would, and 
therefore I am not going to tell it. But I am greatly interested 
in the Mrs. Vanthorpe I saw to-day, and I wish you would 
tell me something about her.* 

4 There’s nothing to tell. My wife’s aunt is a servant, as 1 
dare say she has confessed to you and everybody she knows long 
before this; simply a servant. She is a servant in Mrs. 
Vanthorpe’s house, and Mrs. Vanthorpe is kind enough to take 
an interest in the husband of her servant’s niece, and gives him 
jobs of work to do ; and that’s how she comes to be here. I 
know nothing else about her, and I don’t ask questions. I 
know my place, as all the servants say. If one’s wife has 
relations in service, what’s the use of affecting to be better than 
one’s class 1 ’ 

‘What a delightful creature you are, Charlton — so genial 
and full of gratitude and of the milk of human kindness ! If 
ever I get up a great social revolution I shall know where to 
look for someone to chop off the heads of the bloated aristocrats 
for me. You have the regulation look of the Caliban-Robe- 
spierre-Desmoulins — that sort of thing. I should think, now, 
you could easily be got to take quite a pleasure in fixing that 
pretty young woman's neck in the guillotine just because 
she was kind to your wife and wants to bo a lady-patroness to 
you.’ 

‘ She does not propose to he a lady-patroness to me. I gave 
her my mind pretty clearly on that subject.’ 

* Did you really ? What a nice, polite, refined creature she 
must have thought you ! ’ 

* I don’t care ; she shan’t patronise mo.’ 

1 Shan’t she ? Well, I don’t mind, I’m sure. I only wish 
she would patronise me. We should see which would grow 
tired first, she or I.* 

‘I don’t believe it,' said Charlton angrily. ‘I do not 
believe you would endure it. At least, I don’t know; some 
fellows have no — Anyhow, I am not to be patronised.' 

‘ Some fellows have no spirit, you were going to say. All 
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right ; I shouldn’t have any spirit of that kind -where so charm- 
ing a woman as that was concerned. If she looked at me in a 
particular sort of way, I would lie down at her feet. “ Oh, 
sweet, divine creature, come and trample on me,” that would be 
my word. I am quite serious, Charlton, you precocious young- 
old savage. I should say to her, 44 Quean of my soul, have the 
gracious goodness to imprint the heels of your boots on this 
manly forehead.” , 

4 Why don’t you make a pretext of asking Wfcr whether she 
is any connection of this Vanthorpe you knew 1 ’ 

4 No ; I shall not do that/ said Fielding gravely. There 
was a moment’s silence, 

4 Won’t you have something to drink 1 ’ asked Chaijton, 
seeing that his visitor was not making any movement as if to 4 
go away. * Some brandy acid water ? ’ 

4 Beg your pardon — you were saying — something to drink 1 
No. But that reminds me of what I came for. You just come 
down to my room. I have 'got some wonderful burgundy; 
that’s why I came up for you. Come with me, and we’ll have 
some, or if you don’t like to come down, I’ll bring a bottle up. 
But I think we should be better below — we* 1 ' shouldn’t spoil 
your wife’s little room with our smoke.’ 

Janet did not like the smell of smoke, to be sure, but 
Charlton was on the point of refusing Fielding’s invitation 
coldly for all that. He did not like hearing of his wife’s 4 little 
room.' It was not a very big room, truly ; but what manner 
of man was Fielding to give himself airs and talk patronisingly 
about people’s little rooms? His own room was not by any 
means a very spacious apartment ; and a man who was still a 
bachelor could afford to put on the ways of easy comfort at 
small expense. Then, Fielding was a still younger man than 
Charlton, and he therefore might be expected to be a little more 
respectful. 

4 1 see you don’t want to come down/ said the irrepressibly 
good-natured Fielding. 4 All right ; I’ll bring you up a bottle, 
and we’ll be very comfortable here. We’ll open the windows ; 
or, I say, we’ll not smoke 1 It does not matter for once, and we 
ought to think of Janet — I mean, of Mrs. Robert Charlton.’ 
In a moment Charlton came to the conclusion that Fielding 
did not want him to go down, and also that he was patronising 
Janet. 

4 Oh no, let us go down/ he said. 4 We shall, as you say, 
be more comfortable in your large apartment than in the little 
room where Janet and I have to live/ 
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Fielding looked at him and laughed. 

‘ What a delightful old surly bear you are, Charlton ! You 
are quite a study, I declare. You are a modem copy of the 
what's-his-name in Terence; the self-tormenting fellow, you 
know.* 

Charlton made no reply. Indeed, he was used to com- 
pliments of this kind; and although he deserved them, he 
could not keep from acting in ' a way to deserve them. They 
went down together. 

Fielding’s room was not a very large one certainly, and its 
fittings were not luxurious; they were quite in keeping with 
the general conditions of the place. A round table in the 
middle covered with a dark red cloth, a few chairs with horse- 
hair cushions, a little sofa of the same description ; a mirror in 
a gilt frame over the chimney-piece, which if it had been a 
magic mirror could not have reflected more clearly the story of 
, a poorer-class London lodging-house ; an engraving of Her 
Majesty the Queen, and one or two coloured pictures from an 
illustrated paper. These were the utensils and the ornaments 
of the room. But it did not escape the observation of Bobert 
Charlton that there were some smaller properties of a very 
different kind. There was, for example, a heavy lamp of 
antique shape, and which Charlton was certain had cost money, 
and had never been bought by any lodging-house keeper* 
There were coats and rugs of an expensive kind lying around ; 
there was an ebony writing-desk such as one does not buy in a 
cheap furniture shop; and in one of the compartments of the. 
desk which happened to be open there was lying a diamond 
ring which sparkled in the very eyes of Charlton as he entered 
the room. Charlton had keen sight, and immense observation 
for costly and beautiful things. He might almost be said to 
Lave exchanged glances with the diamond, so quickly did his 
eye flash on it as it flashed. Fielding may have observed the 
look, for he too glanced at the desk. 

‘ You must make a lot of money sometimas or somehow/ 
Charlton said. ‘But you will be robbed some night, if you 
leave such tilings lying about.’ 

‘Men come down in the world sometimes, don’t they, 
Charlton? You have come down yourself, I am inclined to 
think ; but I don’t ask questions.* 

This, whether said purposely or not, w r as touching Charlton 
at his "weakest point. Of all things it most delighted him to 
have it supposed that he had come down to his present position 
from some place in society. He be' ame more friendly to his 

a 
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companion at once. Moreover, lie was sympathetic enough to 
understand that a man who had once had money and had mixed 
la good company would like, through whatever difficulties, to 
keep with him some relics of the departed brighter days. So 
much was he softened towards Fielding, that ho could not help 
admitting to himself that his host must have looked a hand- 
some young fellow in the season when the diamond ring and 
the other costly things were appropriate to his every-day life. 
The burgundy proved to be delicious, anil Charlton had the 
most of it. He observed that Fielding enjoyed it and seemed 
to appreciate it, what he did drink of it ; but ho certainly 
drank tery little. The thin pale face of Robert Charlton began 
to colour and glow a little with the genial effect. 

They talked of many things, and argued and disputed not a 
little. Charlton observed that Fielding often brought the talk 
back to Mrs. Vantliorpe. Charlton, however, had little to 
disclose on that subject, for he knew very little himself. As 
they were separating, Robert's quick eye fell upon the back of 
an old letter which Fielding threw down after having tom a 
part of the envelope to light his cigar. He observed that it 
was addressed to * — Fielding, Esq., Langham Hotel.' 

‘ So you were once living at the Langham Hotel? Pretty 
expensive place, isn't it 1 ' 

‘Stayed there after I came back from America last/ 
Fielding said coolly. ‘ A man lias money sometimes, Charlton, 
and somo of us are never happy when we have it unless we 
find someway of spending it. Yes, you can spend money at 
the Langham if you like ; but I don’t know that it is a par- 
ticularly expensive place in the ordinary way. Many American 
fellows go there ; I went with an American fellow.' 

‘ I just remember something, by the way,' Chariton said 
suddenly. ‘ You have a good many books, Fielding. I wonder, 
have you anything among them that would throw a light on 
.something I want to know about just now ? I have got a fan to 
repair, and there must be some new colouring put to it. It’s a 
fan with little pictures of famous places — the Parthenon at 
Athens, Alhambra, and that monument — the Taj Mahal, isn't 
it 1 — in India. -I want to get a right notion of the general 
colours, you know ; not to do as a man did who gave a general 
tone of grey to the Coliseum and of red to the leaning tower of 
Pisa/ 

*1 have not any books,'. Fielding said, after a moment's 
thought ; * but if you show me the thing, I dare say I can tell 
you all you want to know. I've seen all these places, and I 
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' think I can remember perfectly well what they were lik&r-as 
to shades and colour, and all that. 1 

‘ You have seen all these places ? * Oharlton asked, in un- 
disguised wonder. 

• ‘Yes, I told you I had been in some places,* Fielding 
answered carelessly. ‘ I have been a sort of rolling stone in 
my time ; and you see I haven’t gathered much moss/ 

‘ I have been a millstone fastened here and grinding here 
all day ; I don’t know that I have got much by that.* 

‘You might make quite an instructive fable of that, 
Charlton. What the millstone said to the rolling stone. — A 
rolling stone once being rebuked by a millstone ; — you see the 
idea ? 9 * 

Then the millstone and the rolling stone were separated for 
the night. 

Next day Charlton said to his wife : ‘ I don’t know what to 
make of that fellow Fielding, Janet. I wish you would avoid 
making much acquaintance with him.’ 

‘ I hardly ever see him, Robert, unless when he comes in to 
see you. Why don’t you know what to make of him f ' 

‘He has been everywhere, travelled all over the world 
almost, Greece, 4 Spain, America, India, every place. He has all 
the ways of a man who spends money ; ho has diamonds, and he 
gave me burgundy last night that must have cost a big price. 
And what is ho ? what does he do for a living ? ’ 

Janet suggested that perhaps he was* in the City. 

‘ Stuff, Janet 1 sometimes he doesn’t go out for three days 
together. I thought he might be a literary man, but there’s no 
one of that name in the field that I ever heard. He isn’t a 
painter, for he never paints. He isn’t a newspaper writer, for 
he doesn’t often go out at nights.’ 

Janet was going to say that he was a very nice gentlemanly 
man anyhow ; but she reflected in time on the inexpediency of 
indulging in praise of any male creature. She had begun her 
sentence, however, and she had to finish it ; so she suggested 
that possibly he might be a detective. 

f A detective! You are a fool, Janet. No; he isn't a 
detective, you may take your oath of that. * If I have any 
suspicions at all, they point a very different way/ 
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CHAPTER VI. 
gabiuellk’s clients. 

If mental activity constitute the nearest approach to happi- 
ness Ba mortals, as the philosophic prose-poet maintains, then 
Gabrielle Vanthorpe’s condition just now ought to liave been 
happy. Her mind was much occupied with more or less 
advanced and active projects for the benefit of her fellow- 
creatures. She was determined to win again tho affection of 
Mrs. Leven by finding out her lost son and restoring him 
to her arms ; and strange as the idea may seem, she had all but 
persuaded herself that the young man she liad seen in Boling- 
broke Place could put her on the track of the lost one. If 
Gabrielle had ventured to confess boldly to herself all that her 
fancy would fain have persuaded her to be true, she would have 
said that she imagined the young man Fielding himself to be 
the vanished prodigal. But even if this should not be so — and 
she did not dare to tell herself too plainly that it actually was 
so~it seemed certain to her that the young man must know 
something of the matter. Else why did ho seem so much 
surprised to hear the name of Vanthorpe? It was an un- 
common name ; but there was nothing in its sound to amaze 
anyone, unless he had some particular associations connected 
with it. At all events, one of her schemes liad to do with 
Fielding and Bolinghroke Place. Another of her schemes had 
to dc»' with Bolinghroke Place as well, but it concerned the 
happiness of Robert and Janet Charlton. She proposed to 
make the one wise and content, and the other happy. 

She had other projects, too, and other people to protect. 
Gabrielle had ventured on wilting a short letter to Walter 
Taxel, asking him to como and see her somo day, and telling 
him she had one or two favours to ask of him. She had long 
admired his singular good nature, his willingness to serve any- 
one, and. his restless energy, 'which was always occupying itself 
in new fields. She knew that he was a t once amateur politician 
and amateur musician, and she had just now occasion to appeal 
to his kindness and his help in each capacity. She thought he 
ought to be able and willing to lend a hand to Befussis in his 
important project for saving England. Gabrielle did not exactly 
believe that the salvation of the country really depended on Mr. 
Lefussis, or even on Mr. Lefussis and Walter Manny Tiixal 
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combined. But still she thought that if danger of any kind 
were impending, it might be as well not to neglect any chance 
of averting it. Even the most elementary reading of Roman 
history warned her against supposing that only wise and noble 
birds can do anything to save the CapitoL 

That was one object she had in view in sending for Taxal. 
Another was the cause of a girl who wa$ believed by her 
friends to have marvellous musical and dramatic talent, and 
who only wanted a chance to throw Europe into ecstasies and 
make a fortune for herself. This young lady lived with her 
brother, much older than herself, and the brother bad been 
Albert Vanthorpe’s fencing-master years ago. When Gabrielle 
settled in Albert’^ house, lie sought her out and made his appeal 
to her ; and Gabrielle, without giving the matter ten minutes’ 
consideration, had taken up the cause of the sister, and was 
prepared to champion her musical capacity against, if needs 
were, the Royal Academy of Music and a whole sceptical 
world. Now she thought Walter Taxal would be the very man 
to help this girl into a position which would enable her to help 
herself. Another woman in Gabriel le’s place would have 
hositated about writing to Taxal, for there had been at one 
lime a vague idea that if Albert were not there Taxal might 
have become an admirer of hers. But Gabrielle never thought 
of such a thing now, and perhaps in any v.<\se would not have 
allowed any such mere conjecture to interfere between her and 
the chance of getting Walter Taxal to do good to himself and 
others by helping his fellow-creatures. ‘There is somebody 
wanting to be helped, and here is somebody capable of giving 
the help ’ — it was after this fashion that Gabrielle would have 
reasoned — ‘ What ought anyone to do who can do it but try to 
bring these two together ? * She would rather have written to 
Major Leven than to Mr. Taxal, so far as Lefussis and the 
redemption of England were concerned ; but she could not 
write to Major Leven while Major Loven’s wife would not 
speak to her ; and in any case Major Leven could neither 
appreciate nor assist her young musical prodigy. 

The day when. Gabrielle was expecting the visit from Mr. 
Lefussis she received a card from Walter Taxal. She was 
sitting* alone in the melancholy room that we may call her 
sanctuary; but she would not receive a visitor there. She 
hastened to her drawing-room, and there saw two figures, not 
one. When she entered, one of the two ran towards her, and 
caught her in his arms and kissed her. When she saw who it 
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was, she returned his kisses; and the tears were in her eyes and 
in his, Walter Taxal stood modestly in the background. 

4 How kind of you — oh, how kind of you to come and see 
me/ Gabrieli© said, 4 1 did not like to write to you/ 

4 My dear, I was always fond of you Bince I knew you/ 
Major Leven said, recovering his voice as well as he could. 4 1 
always knew you for a sweet good giil. You have a friend in 
me, no matter what anybody may say. When Taxal told me 
that he was coming to see you, I said to myself, 44 I may come 
too, I may come too ; Gabrielle must be changed indeed if she 
won’t receive mo, and take my visit as it is meant, you know.” 
1 can’t answer for others, Gabrielle, but 1 can answer for my- 
self; and I am your friend, my dear, always y#ur true friend/ 

4 How is Mis. Leven 1 ’ Gabrielle asked timidly, 1 Does she 
ever spoak of me 1 Oh, how I loved her.' 

4 We have spoken of yon, but not much, Gabrielle ; not 
much as yet. It would not be well, perhaps , you ladies have 
odd ways — not all of you, I don’t mean — but somo of you. But 
she’ll come round. I have been talking to her about her son — 
the othei son, you know — I hope he is alive/ 

‘I am sure ho is alive,’ said Gabrielle suddenly, and then 
checked herself. 

* But hcie is Taxal/ Majoi Leven said, ‘and I know you 
want to talk to him about something. I just came lound with 
him. I didn’t mention # Mis. Leven that 1 was coming, you 

know ; it would not be of any use rousing pienutuie feeling ’ 

Gabrielle smiled with tear-spaikhng eyes, and held out her 
hand again to Leven in token of undei standing and fiiendsliip. 
The kindly and chivalious Leven pressed it to his lips. 

4 We will trust to time/ said Gabrielle bravely. ‘ She will 
love me again, Major Leven.’ 

4 She will ; she can’t help it,’ Leven declared energetically. 

4 Well, I am tiuly happy to have seen you ’ 

4 No, you must not go yet/ Gabrielle interposed. ‘ I want 
you too, as well as Mr. Taxal. Do, Mr. Taxal, excuso us if we 
have been rudely inattentive. Major Leven and I aio such old 
friends ; and we have not seen c&ch other this long time, and so 
many things have happened since wo met last.’ 

Walter Taxal hastened to assure her that he was not in the 
least put out by the fact that he had been overlooked for a 
moment. Truth to say, he did not seem to harbour any deep 
resentment. Then Gabnello began to unfold her projects ; first, 
as regarded Mr. Lefussis. There was somewhat of a twinkle in 
TaxaTs eyes when the name was mentioned. 
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4 Surely we know somethingof Lefussis, Level*}' he said, 
turning to his friend. * The man, isn't he, who. proposes 
amendments at all the Conservative working men's meetings, 
and is invariably hustled out for his pains } I fancy he is not a 
very bad sort of fellow ; a little out of it, perhaps, in the head. 
But how you came to .know him, Mrs, Yanthorpe, I cannot 1 
imagine,’ 

* What does he want us to do for him, Gabrielle 1 ' Major 
Leven asked. i Tell him I'll do anything you ask me; only, 
my dear, I think I wouldn’t be getting all sorts of odd people 
round me. You don’t understand ; you will be found believing 
everything everybody tells you. Now 1 , I don't say a word 
against this poor ‘Lefussis ; I dare say he is a very honest 
fellow ; but you must be cautious ; you don’t know anything of 
the world.' 

‘ Liston to him,’ Gabrielle said, ‘ to him who believes every 
tale of grievance everyone tells him in the streets, and who has 
to leave his purse at home if he is not to get rid of all that is in 
it beforo ho comes half-way to the end of a walk ! He would 
bid me be cautious and careful and knowing about the world, 
and all the rest of it.' 

‘ Well, well ! good advice, you know, is good advice, even 
though one isn’t always wise oneself. You must be prudent, 
Gabrielle, and not set people talking, not give them a handle, 
and all that. If Taxal and I ever mate fools of ourselves, why 
it doosn’t much matter. But tell poor Lefussis I’ll do anything 
I can. Let him come and see mo ; he’ll see Taxal to-day ; I 
can’t wait.’ 

Gabrielle could not well explain to them what Lefussis 
proposed to do, except generally to save England. Major Leven 
shook his head gravely, and expressed his fear, in all seriousness, 
that that was past praying for. But he declared that he was 
not for openly proclaiming despair, and that he would work 
with Lefussis or anyone else in a good cause. Then, as he had 
no end of other engagements, and as Mr. Taxal wanted to talk 
over some of them with him, it was arranged that Taxal should 
accompany him on some of his errands, and come back a little 
later in the day to see Lefussis and to hear the young aspirant 
for the crown of lyric song. It may be remarked that Taxal, 
for all his stock of native enthusiasm, grew grave when he 
heard of the new singer, and thought hers a. far more difficult 
undertaking than that of Mr. Lefussis. 

The time seemed long and slow to Gabrielle when Leven 
and Taxal were gone, and she was left alone. She did not like 
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now to be left alone. In her girlish days she had delighted in 
occasional solitude, but now loneliness oppressed her. It set 
her thinking of the youth who had loved her, and tormenting 
* herself with doubts as to whether she had been to him all that 
she might have been. It allowed her to go over and over again, 
to no purpose, the story of her long companionship with Mrs, 
Leven, and its harsh and sudden severance ; and again she 
tortured herself by tiying to make up her mind as to whether 
she was to. blame, and whether there was anything that she 
ought to have done in time and had not done. Her schemes of 
active benevolence, too, seemed to grow chill and bodiless when 
she was long alone. Her eager temperament faded and withered 
in enforced inactivity. She was glad when her maid came to 
tell of the arrival of the aspiring singer, and the singer’s still 
more aspiring brother. 

Professor Elvin — he was professor of tho art of arms — 
entered the room with a long gliding step forward, and then a 
short step, and then a long gliding step again. He was a man 
of forty, with hair and beard already turned grey. lie was 
straight and almost as lithe as one of his own fencing foils ; and 
he was always in some attitude that now suggested soldier, and 
now actor, and now again dancing-master. His beard and 
moustache were neatly trimmed ; the beard into a little peak, 
the moustache into points. He was dressed in a dark bluo 
single-breasted frock cdfe, fawn-coloured browsers, and wore 
lavender gloves, glossy and glazed with newness. Miss Elvin 
was a sallow girl, who looked as if she had stepped out of a 
mediaeval painting — her chin was so pointed, her mouth was 
so large, her lips were so thin, her eyes were so long and mourn- 
ful, her drapery was so darksome in its green. She had a way 
of first lowering and then suddenly raising her eyes, which dis- 
composed the stranger. She accepted Gabriel le’s genial welcome 
with a proud humility, like one who, conscious of supreme 
merit, leaves it to whomso it concerns to take the responsibility 
of making it known to the world. 

'Yours is a noble ambition/ Gabridlo said enthusiastically, 
meaning what she said. 

‘ We have had enemies/ Professor Elvin said, with a grand 
wave of the right arm. 4 We have had many enemies. You 
will not be surprised to hear that, Mrs. Yanthorpe. My 
sister’s voice and her talents must, of course, make enemies 
for her.’ 

i I suppose so ; I have no doubt/ Gabrielle exclaimed, with 
sparkling eyes. ‘It is always so, I am afraid ; the world is 



GABRIELLE' S CLIENTS. gf 

always like that. But I am not sorry to hear it inyourcase, 
Mi*. Elvin ; I should not have much feith in anyone who did 
not make enemies. Such enmity is only a tribute to your 
sister’s talents/ 

‘ Just so ; exactly so ; you are quite right, madam; so we 
feel it, I assure you. The more I hear of plots and conspiracies 
against this dear girl, the more I feel encouraged — the more 
I encourage her. I always say to her, “You ought to be proud 
of this, Gertrude — proud of it, my sister ; it proves that they 
fear you as a rival/’ Amt they do fear her, Mrs. Vanthorpe ; 
ancl they shall have cause to fear still more when she once 
begins to make her way/ 

‘ I have had some enemies, undoubtedly/ the young aspirant 
said, with eyes modestly downcast, and speaking in the re- 
strained tone of one who could tell startling things if she did but , 
wish. ‘You would hardly believe some of the things we have 
known of — known as a certainty — you would hardly believe 
them if you did not yourself know them. 7 don’t see why they 
should fear. The lyric stage is surely wide enough for all 
of us/ 

‘ They have conspired against her, madam ; hatched plots 

1 conspiracies to keep her off the boards of the Opera. The 
* rft popular singers of the day are in the plot — I won’t call 
^ hem the greatest ; they are not great, an y of them — and they 
nave made tlic managers promiso tha#she shall never have a 

chance. Why, I am in a position to prove that ' (he named 

a famous queen of song) ‘ actually told the manager that she 
would never sing for him again if he as much as gave Gertrude 
a trial/ 

‘ But that is unspeakably mean and pitiful/ said Gabrielle ; 
‘I cannot imagine anything more ignoble. Oh, it is too 
shameful/ 

Miss Elvin tossed her head and shrugged her shoulders, as 
if to signify that really that was nothing, if Gabrielle knew 
but all. 

4 When self- conceit once gets possession of the mind/ the 
Professor loftily said, 4 there is no measuring the depths of folly 
and meanness to which it will carry its victims/ 

‘That is. only too true/ Gabrielle answered, so earnestly 
that Miss Elvin looked sharply up at her, as if suspecting for a 
moment that the remark had in it something of present applica- 
tion. But Gabrielle spoke simply and in perfect good faith ; 
marvelling at the injustice and selfishness of u great singer, who t 
herself fed with success and fame, could endeavour to keep this 
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poor young n&pirant from even having a fair chance of shewing 
what she could do. 

* What I don’t quite see,’ said Gabrieli© meditatively, * is 
how we are io battle against this conspiracy. Don’t think I 
would have you fail in courage, Miss Elvin, or that I would fail 
in courage myself. Only, if all these great singers are in a band 
against us ' — Gabrielle had already made Miss Elvin’s cause her 
own — ‘ I fear wo can hardly do much against them.’ 

‘ Oh, madam, don’t be at all intimidated. We shall soon 
crush them ; crush them, mnd$m, as completely as base plots 
ever were crushed. They think they can do anything now, 
because my sister is a poor unprotected girl, with no powerful 
friends to take up her cause, and only a humble fencing-ma&tor 
for a brother to fight her battle. Ah, if it were a battle that 
could be fought by a man’s right arm, they should see ! But 
when they find that she has some friends after all, rich and 
powerful friends, it will bo a very different thing, Mrs. Van- 
tliorpe 3 a very different thing, madamo. We’ll soon bring tho 
managers to their knees, and the press, ma’am, tho critics who 
are now in league against us.’ 

‘ But, Mr. Elvin,’ Gabrielle said, very earnestly, for she was 
anxious that the brother and sister should be under no illusions, 
‘ I am afraid you must not think of gaining any rich or power- 
ful friends through me. 1 am not rich, and my friends are not 
powerful. I can only offer you r sister sv mpathy and a helping 
hand.’ 

‘You are a lady, madam, of rank and distinction, whose 
name is already becoming a household word for deeds of noble 
and discriminating generosity. Pardon mo, Mrs. Vanthorpe, if 
for ouco I decline to allow even you to interrupt xnc ; J say this, 
madam, in your presence, because it is the truth. You have 
friends among tho rich and the powerful. The distinguished 
young nobleman whose name you did me the groat honour to 
mention to me is colebrated wherever music is known as a 
patron of the art as judicious as he is generous. A word from 
him — a word in season, madam— will amply prove to all the 
world that Gertrude Elvin Is no loDgor an unprotected girl on 
whom envy may trample with impunity 

‘Well,* Gabrielle said, whon this mirst of eloquence liad 
passed away, ‘ I am sure Mr. Walter Taxal will do all he can 
to assist anyone who deserves his help, and whom ’ 

‘ And whom you l'ecommead, Mrs. Vanthorpe — whom you 
recommend. Gertrude and I are well aware to whom we shall 
owe any effort that may perchance be made on her behalf/ 
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' • 1 Jtat youknow, Mr. Elvin * t , * 

a call myself Professor Elvin/ the eloquent fencing- 
master observed* with a deprecatory movement of his hand-end 
a melancholy smile that seemed to say, ‘ I know It is a weak- 
ness, I know it is not a legal claim; yet prythee indulge mein 
at least this poor conceit.’ 

? I beg pardon : of course I should have said Professor 
Elvin; you know that I do not even pretend ^to be a qualified 
judge of singing. 1 

Professor Elvin made a gesture of earnest protestation, as if 
to imply that there really could be nothing in musical or any 
other science coucerhing which Mrs. Vanthorpe was not a 
perfectly competent critic, authority, and judge. 

* No; I really know very little about it, not nearly enough 
to make me even fancy myself qualified to have a decided 
opinion; and in, any Case 1 should be carried away, by my 
inclinations, and your sister would seem to me to be Patti or, 
Nilsson if I were on her side, as I am.’ 

‘ But excuse me/ the Professor said with a smile, ‘ Patti or 
Nilsson! We hope to shew you that Gertrude has much 
higher pretensions than to be classed with singers like Patti or 
Nils soil.’ 

*1 don’t think anything of Patti or Nilsson/ the aspirant 
herself said, in her low thrilling tone. ‘ They belong to a school 
with which I have no sympathy ; I say so quite apart from 
any feeling of resentment which I might be justified in 
entertaining.* 

‘You see, then/ Gabrielie resumed, 4 this only shows how 
little qualified I am to judge. I thought these were two great 
singers.* 

‘You are very good, Mrs. Vanthorpe/ the Professor ob- 
served. The comment was intended to imply that it was only 
out of sheer goodness of heart that Mrs. Vanthorpe condescen- 
ded to regard such persons &£ singers at all. 

‘ Then you see/ said G-abrielle, ‘ I cannot answer for Mr, 
Taxal’s judgment. He perhaps may form a different opinion, 
Professor Elvin, from that which you and I form. We can’t 
tell ; we shall have to wait until — until * 

‘Until ho has head!* Gertrude 1 Certainly, Mrs. Van- 
thorpe ; that is what we desire ; that is all we desire. We have 
no fear of the judgment of ono so qualified as Mr. Taxal, 
although he is but an amateur. Gertrude only longs for an 
opportunity of proving to Mr. Taxal that she is not unworthy 
of your countenance and recommendation.* 
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* I am not afraid of the issue/ the aspirant said, first casting 
her eyes down and then suddenly turning all the light of them 
full on Gabrielle’s face. 

‘Here is Mr. Taxal, just come in time/ Gabrielle said, 
delighted that he had come, and delighted too with the courage, 
the confidence, and the deep bright eyes of the aspirant. ‘ It is 
like that I would have a woman/ she thought ; ‘ bravo, strong 
confident in her powers when She has them/ 

Walter Taxal came forward somewhat awkward and timid- 
looking, and he positively blushed as he was presented to Miss 
Elvin, and she, having first dropped her eyes on the ground, 
then raised them to his and fixed him with an imploring gaze. 
No time was lost in making the experiment. The aspirant sat 
down to the piano and accompanied herself ; her brother turned 
the leaves of the piece of music which she had chosen. Walter 
Taxal’s short sight rendered his undertaking such a task a 
dangerous experiment; and moreover Professor Elvin had 
gently urged that, to appreciate liis sister’s singing, the mind 
should be absolutely free from the strain of any duty, however 
welcome and graceful. Gabrielle stood behind the singer, full at 
once of fear and hope. Professor Elvin turned over each leaf 
with the action of a man delivering a final and triumphant 
thrust to some rival swordsman. 

The singing ? Well, Miss Elvin had a voice of tremendous 
power and compass. There was a raw keen raucous energy 
about it that at first was positively startling. The little glass 
drops of the chandelier all rattled and echoed as the first notes 
played in among them. The strings of a harp at the other end 
of the room vibrated shrilly. The leaves of open books fluttered 
and rustled like startled birds. The room seemed to be filled to 
painful distension with the volume of sound ; the singer herself 
appeared to be possessed by her voice like a sibyl with the 
prophetic fury. Every limb of hor moved; every bone and 
muscle seemed to be in corresponding motion as the sounds came 
fprth. Her shoulders, her arms, her back, her knees, all w r ere 
agitated together ; not a vein was quiet ; the contortions of the 
sibyl at least were there. When she finished, it was as though 
she flung voice and song away from her with a passionate 
eneigy, like that of Atlas sick of bis bilden and tossing a world 
into unending space. Then there was silence, and Professor 
Elvin fell into an attitude and waited. Gabrielle fixed her eyes 
beseechingly on Walter Taxal. 

4 Great power, great power, quite a tremendous organ ; no 
doubt about that/ he said, after a moment’s pause. 1 This 
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young lady is to be congratulated, really to be congratulated, on 
the possession of such a voice/ 

‘ Not many like that, sir, on the lyric stage now/ Professor 
Elvin said defiantly. 

‘ Not many like it ; oh, no, certainly not; veiy rare, I am 
quite sure.. Yes; the voice is all right enough. A little more, 
perhaps, of culture, don't you think 1 Perhaps a certain want 
of training may be evident at times. The young lady has not 
been taught in Italy, perhaps 1 ’ 

‘ No sir, she has not/ her brother said sternly. 

‘ 1 would suggest/ Taxal went on, in a deprecating and even 
timid tone, ‘if it could he arranged, you know, that before 
venturing on a trial at the hands of any of our great people 
here — our managers, you know — she should have some little 
finishing training in Italy. People think so much of Italy ; 
partly a superstition, I dare say, but it might perhaps be well 
to give in to it/ 

* Then you don’t think my sister is fit to take a place on the 
lyric stage at once ? ’ 

‘Well, I don’t exactly say that;, and you must understand 
that my opinion is that of a mere amateur. I don’t pretend to 
a decisive judgment of any kind ; but I would suggest that a 
little more training would be well. One can’t suffer, you know, 
from a little more training at any time.' 

Miss Elvin rose from the piano. 4 

1 1 might say/ she said with downcast eyes, ‘ that a singer 
is hardly able to do justice to herself with an instrument like 
that. It is an excellent piano for all ordinary purposes, I am 
sure ; but it is hardly the instrument for an artist/ 

‘Oh, no/ Gabiielle interposed, seizing the opportunity for 
coming to the rescue ; ‘ that piano is nothing that a really great 
artist ought to touch. I felt all the time that it was not quite 
fair to Miss Elvin to ask her to sing to it. But I was so 
anxious to hear her, that I could not wait for a better time/ 

‘ Mrs. Yanthorpe is all goodness/ Professor Elvin said in 
the tone of one who tender's to his wronger a Christian but 
reluctant forgiveness. 

‘Oh, I probably co*ld not have done any better in any 
case/ Miss Elvin said bitterly. 

There was another pause. Everyone felt depressed and 
awkward. At last Walter* Taxal hit upon something to say. 
He happily remembered that there was to be a concert given in 
a few days at Lady Honeybell’s, in aid of the cause of indepen- 
dence in Thibet, and he thought it would be a capital thing if 
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Miss Elvin were to sing them It would be a great opportunity. 
Everyone would be there ; some of the most famous singers had 
promised their assistance, and many of the greatest patrons of 
art, professional and amateur, would be among the audience. If 
Miss Elvin made an impression there, it would be a splendid 

S iening for her. He wa$ sure he could promise that Lady 
oneybell would be delighted to enrol Miss Elvin on her list 
of singers. He would be able to let Miss Elvin know to* 
morrow. 

This happy thought went far to restore satisfaction to tho 
company. Professor Elvin was profuse and statuesque in his 
manner of returning thanks. Miss Elvin expressed her grati- 
tude with the carefully humbled air of one who submits to being 
misprised, and wishes it to be understood that, after what has 
passed, she admits that anything is good enough, for her, 
Gabrielle insisted that for that night at least Miss Elvin must 
stay with her, as it was too far for her to go home with her 
brother and return next morning in time to hear the good news 
which Mr. Taxal was sure to bring about Lady Honeybell and 
the concert. Gertrude grew brighter at this, and accepted the offer 
readily. While she spoke a few words to her brother about 
some commissions he was to execute for her as he was passing 
through town, Walter Taxal found an opportunity of exchang- 
ing a sentence or two with Gabrielle. 

c I hope you are satisfied with what I have said and done 
for your j protegie V he asked. 

i Only half satisfied/ Gabrielle replied. * At least I like 
what you have done very well, but not what you said. You 
don’t appear to mo to be half enthusiastic enough. The poor 
girl was quite cast down ; there were tears in her eyes.’ 

1 Well, but really, you know, one must not go too far in 
praising beginners. You have no idea how self-conceited some 
of these people are, and what impossible notions they get into 
their heads.’ 

* But surely she has a wonderful voice ? Come, you must 
admit that much, at least.’ 

1 Yes ; she has a wonderful voice — very wonderful ; that’s 
exactly the word for it. I never heard anything like it ; but 
whether it’s going to be wonderfully good or wonderfully bad is 
what I don’t quite profess to know. And look here, Mrs. 
Vanthorpe, excuse me; don’t you take too much trouble about 
these people ; they’ll not be grateful to you one bit. You have 
no idea what such self-conceit can do; That fellow’s a cad, 
depend upon it; he thinks he can trade upon Ms sister’s voice.’ 
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*1 aip sorry you take it in that "way/ Gabrieli© said, disr 
appointed. * I had set my heart on getting that poor girl a 
clionoe to b© heard, and I know she will succeed. What do I 
care about her brother or his manners ? I feel for the girl ; I 
am sure she has genius; I know she has, and I only wish 
I could do something for her.' 

.. * Well, well all try to do something for her/ Taxal said, in 
great alarm lest he should have offended Gabrielle, and wishing 
he had given it as Ids opinion that Miss Elvin had gifts more 
promising than those of any songstress since Mali bran. ‘ I am 
only afraid of encouraging too much hope, letting her in for dis- 
appointment and all that/ 

‘Men have no sympathy but with the successful/ said 
Gabrielle sententiously, and forgetting at tho moment that the 
man before her had hardly ever in his life been the advocate of 
kny but some lost and hopeless cause. 

4 Oh, come, Mrs. Vanthorpe, }'ou must really think a little 
better of us ; and in tins case I will do all I can ; 111 move 
heaven and earth, in fact, to show you that I am not so bad as 
alb that, and that I have sympathy with merit even before it 
succeeds/ 

At this moment one of Gabriclle’s maids brought her a card 
from Mr. Lefussis. 

‘You have done too much for me to-day already/ said 
Gabrjelle. ‘ Can you stand Mr. Lefussis ? ’ 

‘Mr. Anybody for you. I am only too glad to have a 
chance of making up for my comparative failure to satisfy you 
as to your musical friend/ 

Mr. Lefussis entered, bowing to Gabrielle with ancient 
grace, and still carrying his hat somehow as if it were one 
proper to the courtly costume of a Beauclerk or a Wyndham. 
He had hardly begun to pay his formal respects when she was 
informed that Mr. and Mrs. Robert Charlton had como, and 
were waiting below. This was indeed the evening for which 
Gabrielle had invited our friends, and she had not forgotten tho 
invitation ; but she had certainly failed to observe how time 
was flying in her various other occupations. It was now seven 
o’clock. She seemed to the kindly Walter to bo a little em- 
barrassed by the simultaneous appearance of such a little crowd 
of visitors. He glanced significantly at Lefussis and then at 
Gabrielle, and his look clearly asked her, ‘ Shall I take him 
away?’ and her reply, conveyed too in one quiet glance, said, 
‘ Oh, yes, if you can/ Gabrielle introduced him to Lefussis with 
becoming dignity -of manner. 
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4 1 begged Mrs. Vanthorpe to be kind enough to introduce 
me/ Walter said, * although I think you and I have met before, 
Mr. Lefussis. We have been engaged in the same good cause, 
I know, more than once. Now, Mrs. Vanthorpe has promised 
to excuse me, and I hope you will excuse me too : I have to 
speak at a meeting in the East-end to night, and there is only 
just time to get a hasty scrap of dinner at my club asT go along. 
If you don't mind coming with me, we can jump into a cab, get 
a morsel of dinner, and you shall accompany me to the meeting, 
and we con talk over the things you want to speak of as we go 
along.* 

Never was a man more delighted than Mr. Lefussis. He 
did not even stop to complete the explanations he was beginning 
to give concerning the lateness of his visit, and the delays which 
had unavoidably made it so late. He took a grateful but hurried 
farewell of Gabrielle, and went off with Taxal, feeling as if he 
were suddenly restored to that delightful world of political 
movement and of brilliant names from which he had long been 
an exile. As Walter was disappearing, he cast one glance back 
upon Gabrielle, which seemed to have almost as much meaning 
in it as the cry that the soldier rushing into battle sends back 
to his great chief, - 4 You shall praise me this time, 0 Caesar ! * 

Descending the stairs, they met Robert Charlton and Janet. 
Mr. Lefussis coitld not refrain from stopping to exchange a word 
with them in the pride of his heart. 

‘Glad to see you; haven’t a moment to spare. I am just 
going to dine with young Taxal, Lord Taxal ’s son ; we have to 
attend a very important meeting afterwards. Tell you all about 
it to-morrow. Good-bye.* 

4 Fool I * was the murmured observation of Charlton as his 
friend hurried after Walter Taxal. 4 1 am sorry we came here, 
Janet,* he muttered to his wife as they were being shown 
upstairs. 


CHAPTER VII. 

GABRIELLE* 8 GUESTS. 

A benevolent person once, so goes the story, invited a beggar 
from the streets to share a meal with him. He gave the beggar 
rich meats and dry wines, dcssei't of rarest fruits, cigars and 
coffee that might have satisfied any frequenter of the Cafe 
Anglais A week after, the beggar met him and put in a plea 
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for a similar banquet. Being denied, he denounced his former 
entertainer os one who had only given him a tantalising taste 
for good things, which was never more to be gratified in this 
life. 1 Was I not happy,’ the aggrieved mendicant exclaimed, 
‘ before I ever knew that there were things so delightful to be 
had as turtle soup and dry champagne 1 1 

It is much to be feared that Gabrielle Vanthorpe with the 
best of motives was entertaining Robert Charlton with turtle 
and champagne. Not that these delicacies really were produced 
this evening when he and his wife took tea in the old-fashioned 
way with Mrs. Vanthorpe. Gabrielle modelled the little enter- 
tainment as much as possible after the fashion to which she 
knew they were accustomed, lest they, or he at least, might 
fancy that she was treating them like a patroness. But she was 
unconsciously feeding poor Robert on a fare to ' which he was 
wholly unaccustomed, and which he was not likely to have set 
before him very often. She talked to him with such friendly, 
kindly ease ; she drew him out so delicately on the subjects he 
best understood; she deferred with such an appearance of 
sincerity — indeed it was sincerity and not appearance — to bis 
opinion on many things; she entered with such intelligence 
into all the political find other questions of general interest he 
touched upon : that Charlton felt as if he wei-e taken by some 
sudden magic out of his own hard narrow world, with its petty 
amusements, and its broken glimpses at knowledge, into some 
delightful sphere where beautiful womgp. enhanced the charm 
of their beauty by talking like rational men. Mrs. Vanthorpe 
had a great many books and engravings to show him, and he 
talked with much intelligence about them and could tell her 
many things which she (lid not know and was glad to learn. 
She took a genuine pleasure in talking to him, and most of the 
evening passed agreeably for her. She had her heart set all the 
time on winning his confidence 6o thoroughly that he would be 
at last found willing to take her advice, and then she would talk 
to him about Janet and make him ashamed of his nonsense, and 
teach him a true appreciation of his wife and of woman in 
, general, and so make happy for ever the life of the poor fair one 
with locks of gold. 

Janet enjoyed the evening to the full as much as her husband 
did, although m a different way. She had ever since their 
marriage been accustomed to sink herself so entirely in him 
that in order to enjoy anything it was only necessary for her to 
know that he was enjoying it. They had no children, and, as 
often happens with a young pair in such case, the protecting 
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maternal sentiment closes around the husband and makes him 
its object. Janet was proud to see Robert able to talk to a lady 
of education, like Mrs. Yanthorpe, and she anticipated nothing 
bed} good from the intervention of one so kind and clever and 
generous. 

The ohe of the little company who least enjoyed the evening, 
or rather indeed who did not enjoy it at all, was Miss Elvin. 
That young lady very quickly found out the social position of 
Mr. and Mrs. Charlton, and was exceedingly wroth at the idea 
of being set down to pass an evening with them. She would 
have liked Mr. Taxal, or some ono of that class; but she 
bitterly resented in her mind the thought of being called upon 
to amuse people like the Charltons. Gabrielle of course asked 
her to sing, assuming that she would like to be asked, and afraid 
that the girl would think her gifts slighted if she were not 
called upon to display them. Most assuredly if Miss Elvin had 
not been asked to sing she would have nourished in her mind a 
very grievous sense of wrong. But now that she was asked 
she considered it a great piece of impertinence on the part of 
Mrs. Yanthorpe to invite her to sing for such people as the 
Charltons. She received Janet's raptures and Robert’s some- 
what slow and pedantic dissertations of praise with an air of 
indifference which he must have observed if he were not think- 
ing so much of himself, and which Janet would probably have 
noticed, only that she hardly ever thought of herself. Gabrielle, 
whoso habit was to interpret everything to everybody’s ad- 
vantage, ascribed the girl’s manner to shyness or the sensitive- 
ness of genius, or some such cause not easily to be understood 
by common people. In truth, the young aspirant’s bosom was 
already swelling with anger against her unconscious hostess, 
who was only thinking how she could best help her and please 
her. Miss Elvin set down Gabrielle as a self-conceited purse- 
proud spoilt favourite of fortune, who despised Gertrude Elvin 
because she was only a struggling artist, and deliberately sought 
to convey to her the conviction that she was only good enough 
to sit down with Charltons and people of that sort. Were it 
not for the valuable aid she expected to derive* from Gabrielle’s 
patronage, the girl would have indulged in some burst of open 
ill-humour. But she thought, amid whatever sense of injury, 
that it would be very convenient to be occasionally asked to 
stay at Gabrielle’s house. She antfter brother lived out Camber* 
well way, and she saw herself in’ her mind’s eye writing letters 
bearing date from Mrs. Yanthorpe’s more fashionable quarter 
Nor did she forget Lady Honeybell, and the thought of how 
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very agreeable it would be to be conveyed to Lady Honey beil^s 
in Mrs. Yanthorpe’s carriage. Still more perhaps did heir 
thoughts dwell on Walter Taxal, whom she knew to be the son 
of a lord, and on %hom it was not absolutely impossible that 
the attractions of a gifted artist who believed herself for from 
unlovely might work some little impression. Already she was 
longing for the next day, which was to bring the promised visit 
of Mr. Taxal and perhaps some good news from LadyHoneybell. 
All these considerations induced Miss Elvin to 4 put up/ as she 
would herself have expressed it, with a good deal of what she 
would have called the 4 airs ’ of her hostess; although she 
could not humour those airs to the extent of manifesting the 
slightest interest in people like the Charltons. 

Gabriolle saw during her talk with Bobert Charlton that 
the young singer seemed rather weary and moody, and that she 
and Janet were apparently not able to carry on any conversa- 
tion between themselves or to join in a general talk. She went 
over to Miss Elvin, who was affecting to look into a music-book 
at the other end of the room, 

*1 am afraid you are tired, Miss Elvin; or lonely. We 
ought not to have asked you to sing ; it must have fatigued 
you/ * 

4 Oh, thank you, no/ Miss Elvin said graciously. 4 1 am a 
little lonely, perhaps, without my brother. I so seldom go out 
alone, I hardly know myself without him/ 

4 X am so sorry/ Gabriolle said* quite penitently; 4 1 ought 
to have known, I ought not to have asked you to stay. You 
must forgive me; I never had a brother, and I did not re- 
member for the moment how lonely one must feel without such 
a companionship when one is used to it/ 

This, however, was by no means the sentiment which it 
would havo suited Miss Elvin to encourage. Nothing could 
have been a more complete frustration of her plans and hopes 
than that Mrs. Vanthorpo should suppose that she and her 
brother were inseparable. 

4 Oh, no, it is not that/ she hastened to explain; ‘un- 
fortunately, my brother and I have to be only too often 
separated as it is, Mrs. Yanthorpe. He has to give lessons out 
of London — in Brighton and other places, and sometimes I don’t 
see him for days and days together. If I were at home now, 
the chances are that 1 shoulUlbe sitting alone there. Oh, no, it 
was not that I meant. What I meant to say was that here in 
this charming house of yours, made so welcome by your kind- 
ness and so happy, it seems a sad thing that he should not be 
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here too; that he should be a way, working perhaps with un* 
congenial people for a living/ . * 

4 Ah, yes; I can quite understand that,’ Gabrielle said 
softly. < If I had a brother I am sure I shoiHd feel as you do, 
$here can be no friend like a brother/ 

1 Pardon me, Mrs. Vanthorpe ; you could hardly be expected 
' to feel as I do. You could hardly have the occasion. If you 
had a brother, he would be a gentleman of fortune ; he would 
not be going about the world giving fencing-lessons for a living. 
You would not be going to face tlxo great cold hard world, to 
expose yourself to slight and reproach, to fail perhaps/ 

1 You will not fail, I know ; I am sure. We shall hail your 
complete success before long — and see bow young you are ! We 
are all sure of your success. Mr. Charlton understands a great 
deal about music, and he has just been telling me that he never 
heard such a voice as yours/ 

Miss Elvin’s anxiety to please her patroness could not carry 
her farther than to express with the very slightest bend of her 
head an acknowledgment of praise coining from a person liko 
Mr. Charlton, 

4 But the gentleman who was here to-day/ she said — ‘ when 
I sang. He was not very sanguine. He said all he could to 
please you, Mrs. Vanthorpe; but it was easily to be seen that 
he was by no means hopeful. My brother, I fear, spoils mo 
with his praise ; he is so sanguine and he is so fond of me/ 

‘But I assure you Mr. Taxal is much more hopeful than ho 
seems ; only he thinks it right to guard against giving too muc 
hope for fear of disappointment. He told me so, when wo 
talked of you before ho went/ 

4 You were kind enough to talk to him about me ? * Miss 
Elvin said, turning the full light of her anxious eyes on 
Gabrielle, and delighted to hear thit she had been the suljecfc 
of conversation. 

4 Yes, of course we did ; what else should we have talked of 
then l And he told me he thought it right always to guard 
against saying too much ; I suppose he docs wisely in that, hut 
I confess it is not my way, Miss Elvin. When I feel enthusiasm 
I must let it be seen ; blit others of course are different. You 
may trust to his championship all the same/ 

‘ I know that he- will try to do anything you ask him, Mrs, 
Vanthorpe; indeed, who would dftt ? Whatever may come, I 
shall owe all to you/ 

Miss Elvin had grown suddenly very curious on one point. 
Was Mr, Taxal an admirer of Mrs. Vanthorpe ? Was there 
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any probability that she would marry him) Her brother had 
given her to understand that Mi's. Vanthorpe had suffered so 
much grief at her husband's death that she never could think of 
marrying again ; but Miss Elvin was convinced that she knew 
exactly what value to set on womanly resolves of that kind. 
She thought there was something in the devotedness of Taxal’s 
manner that suggested a love-making and a possible engagement ; 
and it would be of very great importance for her to know 
whether there was any ground for this impression. She made 
up her mind that she would find out something on that head 
before she committed herself in any way either to Mrs. Van- 
thorpe or to Mr. Taxal. So, being a very clever little person 
as well as a great artist — clever, that is, when her moods of 
selfishness and ill-humour did not get the better of her judgment 
— she set herself to extract the supposed secret from Gabrielle. 

‘ I have sung more than once to please myself and to please 
others to-night, dear Mrs. Vanthorpe— may I not* now sing 
something to please you 1 9 

The manner of the singer was particularly propitiatory and 
winning. She had seated herself in a suppliant attitude beside 
Gabrielle on a sofa, shrinking as it were beneath her protecting 
shadow and looking up to her with all her eyes. Now, 
Gabrielle was one of those rarest of beings— a heroine who did 
not know much about music. For musical performances in 
general she did not even care. Long, long hours of delight had 
she passed in listening even to such poor music and such poor 
singing as her own. There were times and moods when one 
chance chord of a piano wafted to her ears ; one sound of the 
trumpet across the park from the barracks ; ay, even one bar on 
an old hurdy-gurdy, odious and insufferable to the cultivated — 
would set all her pulses thrilling as if with the deepest influence 
of music. Often had she in one sound drunk in the full sense 
of that exquisite saying of Richter's hero about the music which 
speaks of things that ih all our lives we have not found and 
shall never find. But for set musical performances, more 
especially of the severe and classic order, she had, it must be 
owned, rather a languid ear. So when Miss Elvin thus grace- 
fully entreated her, she had the misfortune to respond to the 
invitation by replying that she should be delighted above all 
things to hear any of the early English . or Irish or Scottish 
ballads — any that Miss Elfin pleased — she loved all of them 
that she knew, and was sure she should love to hear any one 
that Miss Elvin might happen to sing. Alas ! Miss Elvin 
never 6ang that sort of music ; oh, never. It did not suit her 
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mce ut alL She was bo sorry ; but she never could sing musk 
like that ; in fact, her brother would not wish her to do so, as 
‘he feared it would spoil her style. 

t ' / But I wish to sing something for you/ she said implor- 
ingly, * something specially for you. Is there anything Mr. 
TWxal particularly loves l Perhaps as you are such friends you 
might have a preference for something he likes ? 1 

M don’t think I have the least idea of what Mr. Taxal likes/ 
Gabrielle said. ‘ I have not seen him for a long time until very 
lately ; until I asked him to come here and talk about you. I 
fancy he would think my taste in music barbarous, as you do, I 
- am sure, Miss Elvin/ said Gabiielle, not at all annoyed, but, 
on the contrary, highly amused. ‘ Sing whatever you like your- 
self ; whatever belongs to your style. I shall be sure to like it ; 
and I hope we shall get you a far more appreciative audience 
before long/ 

This was not, perhaps, a very happy way of putting a singer 
into great good humour. Miss Elvin performed a song at 
Gabrieli© ; it could not be said .that she sang. Then she rose 
from the piano and made a pretty little bow to GabrielloJttw 
to say, 4 1 have now. performed my act of fealty/ •_ She refl^^p 
hersolf simply as a martyr. Miss Elvin would have judjBpm 
Julius Ccesar, Michael Angelo, Queen Elizabeth, or Madame d& 
Staiil, by his or her capacity to appreciate singing ; that is to 
say, the singing of Miss Elvin. 

The little company did not blend ; it was, if such an illustra- 
tion may be used, mixed but not compounded. Each of the two 
guests who would talk at all wanted to talk only to Gabrielle. 
Robert Charlton was happy to the very fulness of comfort while 
she talked with him. Her words made him feel clever and 
eloquent. When she turned to speak to Miss Elvin or to Janet 
he fell under a pall of silence and began to turn over the leaves 
of illustrated books. While Gabrielle was speaking with him, 
Miss Elvin openly took refuge in music-hooks or photographs. 
The singer cared nothing about such art as Charlton under- 
stood. Charlton would just then have been sorely bored by the 
music of St. Cecilia. 

Gabrielle fancied that Janet" must be lonely, having so little 
to do with any conversation that there was. She resolutely told 
Robert Charlton to talk to Miss Elvin for a little, and she drew 
Janet into particular conversation with herself. She was 
anxious, too, to get some account of Janet’s fellow-lodgers ; to 
hear about Mr. Lefussis, who was jpoor, and whom it might be 
possible in some way to help ; and about Mr* Fielding. Janet 
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opined that Lefussis was very poor; but she believed he ' 
proud, and she did not exactly see her way to doing anything 
much, for him of that sort He made her laugh, poor Mr. 
Lefussis, Janet said. She had often seen him openly mending 
his old coat as she passed- by his room, and she had seen him 
blackening the seams with ink. Mr. Fielding 1 well, she did 
not fancy Mr. Fielding was particularly well off; but he ■ 
certainly appeared to have money to spend sometimes; and 
then he always spent it, Janet thought. How did she know 1 
Well, Robert told her ; but besides she had known him to do 
ever so many kind things for lodgers who were in difficulty. 
There was a poor man died in the second floor of the next 
house; and Mr. Fielding gave the servant in Janet’s house a 
letter for the widow, and she wasn’t to say whom it came from ; 
and the servant did not say, but she waited to see it opened, 
and the poor widow found there was nothing but a ten-pound 
note in it. The lady in charge of the house where Janet lived 
told her that Mr. Fielding was always doing kind things for 

t aud for her little gitls, and for everybody, when he had the 
rtunity. Janet began to talk so much about Fielding that 
Idle feared Mr- Charlton might hear what his good- 
fed little wifo was saying, and wholly misinterpret the 
re of her enthusiasm. Partly for this reason and partly 
because for motives of her own she was pleased to have heard 
so good an account of Fielding, she began to speak of his 
appearance with a certain admiration, and to say that she had 
been rather taken by his manner. Suddenly Robert Charlton, 
who had been tiying very unsuccessfully to carry on a conversar 
tion with Miss Elvin, and who had had all the difficulties of the 
task hideously aggravated by his desire to hear what Gabrielle 
and his wife were saying, broke off abruptly in his attentions to 
the singer and turned to Mrs. Vantliorpe. 

1 You were talking of that man Fielding, Mrs. Vanthorpel 
I don’t know what to make of him ; I sometimes think he is 
not all right ; I have been telling Janet to avoid him.’ 

There was something in his manner which Gabrielle, for all 
her good-nature, thought unpleasant and presuming. 

‘I know nothing about the gentleman,’ she said coldly; 

4 but he appears to me to be a gentleman. I was saying so to 
your wife. She was afraid I might have supposed him to be 
rather rude in manner ; but I did not/ 

( I don’t know what he does for a living ; nor where he gets 
any money,’ Charlton "went on with malice awkwardly dis- 
guised. ‘ The worst thing about being poor and living in a 
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place like that, Mrs, Vanthorpe, is <hat it compels one to 
associate with people of whom one knows nothing/ 

Gabrieli© did not continue this talk ; but turned to Miss 
El via, Who was now sulking in a comer, and said something to 
her. The little evening hardly recovered the introduction of 
Fielding's name. Gabrielle thought Charlton looked curiously 
mean and vulgar while he was endeavouring to insinuate some- 
thing vague against the young man in Bolingbroke Place, 
Charlton was angry with himself because lio thought he had 
displeased Gabrielle ; even Janet felt that the atmosphere of the 
evening had grown less genial. Gabriel le’s well-meant hos- 
pitality was not turning out a great success. She was a little 
disappointed herself, and was rather glad when her two guests 
went away; although she again assured Janet in friendly 
whispers that she would never rest in Janet’s cause until full 
success had crowned her efforts. 

Robert Charlton hardly spoke a word to his wife all the way 
home. As they got to the threshold of their dismal house in 
Bolingbroke Place he said to her abruptly : 

4 There seems no light in that fellow’s windows ; I wonder 
where he can be at this hour 1 ' * 

‘Mr. Fielding ?’ * 

* Yes ; Mr. Fielding, as you call him. * 

Janet did not venture upon suggesting that that was 
probably the right way to call him ; at least, that it was the 
only way known to her. 

4 Who knows wliat the fellow’s name is % 9 Charlton fiercely 
asked. * Who knows what he is V I am sure there is some- 
thing bad about him. People ought to be warned against him.' 

They were now in the house, and actually at the door of the 
little sitting-room which Fielding occupied. Robert had let 
himself in with a latch-key ; a privilege almost necessarily allowed 
to lodgers in that house. He tried the door of Fielding's room, 
and found it unlocked. He turned tlie handle, opened the door, 
and in spite of Janet’s shrinking back and her whispered pro- 
test he stepped into the room, dragging her with him. It was 
not quite dark. The faintest gleam of soft light was burning in 
. Fielding’s antique lamp. 

4 Halloa ! ’ a voice exclaimed ; and Fielding struggled up 
from a recumbent position on the sofa. 

Janet started and almost screamed. 

‘Oh 1 so you are in, then?' Charlton said, a little con- 
fusedly. * I wasn't certain ; so T just looked in to 6ee as wo 
Were passing. But we must not disturb you/ 
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4 Come, I say/ Fielding said cheerily; 4 yon did not look 
in, you know, just to gaze upon this manly form ? I am sure 
Mrs. Charlton didn’t, anyhow.’ 

* Oh ! ’ exclaimed Janet in horrified protest against the very 
idea of such a thing. 

‘ Of course not ; I said so, you know. No, Charlton, my 
boy, you looked in hoping to find me here, that you and I 
might have a midnight talk together; and here I am. I 
wasn’t sleeping; only lying on the sofa and thinking out all 
manner of things. I am so glad you came, you two. The room 
was getting to be quite filled with ghosts ; yes, Mrs. Charlton, 
ghosts as thick as leaves in that awful place that people quoted 
until we all got sick of it. Now you two good fellows have come 
and the ghosts are all gone ! Look here ’ — he turned on the 
•light of his lamp until it burned with a warm and cheerful glow. 

1 Now we’ll . have some supper. 1 never had the pleasure of 
catching Janet — I mean, of course, Mrs. Robert Charlton — in 
my humble dwelling before ; §tncl she isn’t going now until she 
helps us first to get and then to eat some supper. Charlton, my 
good fellow, there’s yet some liquor left; there's more of that 
burgundy. I say, how glad I am that you two have come ! ’ 

So he went talking and rattling on in what seemed to be a 
genuine reaction of high animal spirits after loneliness and 
depression. He rushed about : he arranged and disarranged the 
tables and the chairs ; insisted on Janet taking off her bonnet 
and lending a hand in the preparations ; pulled all manner of 
things to eat and drink from cupboards ; and in fact made the 
dull old room waken up and grow lively under the influence of 
his genial humour and good-nature. Janet was at first utterly 
puzzled as to how to conduct herself. She was afraid that if 
she lent herself in the slightest to the unceremonious ways of 
Fielding, she would be laying up endless stores of jealousy and 
offence to be treasured against her in her husband’s mind. But, 
to her surprise, Robert seemed, after his first confusion, to be 
doing his best to fall into the humour of the thing. 

‘ Come, Janet,’ he said peremptorily, 1 help Mr. Fielding. 
He is only a poor bachelor, you know, and a good-natured 
woman might lend him a hand to show him how to spread a 
cloth.’ 

Nothing could give Janet more pleasure than to be helpful 
and friendly to anyone. She only wanted the permission. But 
as she bustled about the room, and was good-humouredly pushed 
here and there by Fielding, and called by her Christian name 
quite as often as not, and Robert Charlton stood by and made 
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po remonstrance at anything, but was evidently resolved to be 
in the friendliest mood, she certainly did wonder at the changing 
ways of men ; and she could only fancy that the magic of Mi’s. 
Vanthorpe’s sweet influence must be already beginning to work, 
and .that Bobert was being cured of his ill-humours and his 
Jealousy. They sat down at last to a pleasant little supper, and 
Janet was made to have some of the delicious burgundy, which 
she was not able to admire, honestly thinking it sour and 
detestable, 

6 And so you have been in the glittering halls of fashion 1 * 
Fielding asked. 4 Come, tell us all about it. You Peris who 
have been within the portals, tell a poor devil shut out what 
Paradise is like/ 

4 Lefussis was there/ Charlton said. 

* He was going away when we came/ Janet hastened to 
explain. / There was a delightful singer there, Mr. Fielding/ 

4 Was there really ] How much I should have liked to hear 
him ; what did he sing ? Anything nice from the music-halls ? * 

* Oh, for shame, Mr. Fielding, to think of Mrs. Yanthorpo 
having anything from the music-halls ! And it wasn't a ho at 
all 3 it was a young lady/ 

4 1 shouldn’t have cared for any young lady, were she 
another St. Cecilia, while that beautiful Mrs. 'Yanthorpo was 
there — and while Janet was there ; Mrs. Bobert Charlton, of 
course, I mean. With two such in presence, what care I for 
singers ? The talk of some women is far above singing/ 

4 Mrs. Vanthorpe looked lovely/ Janet affirmed. 

4 If one could only see her/ Fielding went on 3 4 hut she does 
not invite me. I think I’ll go and take my stand outside her 
door every day. She must/comc out sometimes/ 

4 You need not do all that/ Janet said in great good spirits. 
1 If you go to the concert at Lady Honeyboll’s next Friday she 
is sure to be there 3 she is going with the lady who sings/ 

Fielding entered perhaps half in jest and certainly half in 
earnest into the whqle question of the concert : where and when 
it was to be, and whether admission was to be by payment. 
Then they talked of other things, and a pheasant hour was 
quickly away. Janet thought she had never spent so free and 
happy an evening, and she began to hope that a new life was 
really opening on her. 

But when they were alone in their room together her 
husband suddenly said 

4 Janet, why did you tell that fellow anything about tbo 
concert % What is it to him ? What does he want there ? 1 
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Janet mistook altogether the source of his objection tp 
Fielding’s going to the concert. 

‘ Why, Robert, what harm was there in that ? We are ndt 
going there.’ 

4 Yes ; I think I Bhall go.’ 

‘ Oh ! but anyhow I am not going. * 

* I don’t care about that ; I would not have told him any- 
thing. I wish you had kept your mouth shut. What business 
has he going there ? ’ 

• Janet could not understand her husband's anger this time. 
More than once when he was out of humour she had contrived 
with innocent coquetry to attract his eyes and his admiration to 
her beautiful hair as she undid it and rearranged it for the 
night. She tried the pretty stratagem now again. She loosed 
tlio golden locks and let them fall around her shoulders ; then 
coiled them up in some new form, and let them fall anew ; 
she made tlicir sunny splendour gleam under his eyes again 
and again, but all in vain. Her beauty could not draw him 
out of his ill-humour by a singlo hair, nor by all its chains of 
golden hair, that night. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

4 LADY, DOST THOU NOT FEAR TO STRAY 1 9 

The next day brought Walter I’axal and glad nows to Miss 
Elvin. Lady - Uoncybell would be delighted to enrol Miss 
Elvin among the performers at her concert in aid of the 
cause of independence in Thibet. The thing had happened in 
the very luckiest manner. A lady who had promised to sing 
was unfortunately seized with a sudden illness — could any- 
thing be so distressing, and so fortunate ? — and Lady Honeybell 
was just about to rush round town to find a substitute, when 
the opportune Walter Taxal came with his request, and the 
request was accepted as a benefit and a favour. Lady Honeybell 
sent the kindest, most gracious, most flattering invitation tp 
Miss Elvin, of whose brilliant promise she spoke in the highest 
terms. She had never heard of Miss Elvin before, but she was 
too delighted at the chance of filling up a place in her programme 
easily to mince her words of gratitude. Miss Elvin was ex- 
alted to the highest degree of self-satisfaction. She had never 
heard of the politicians who used to thank God that wo had a 
House of Lords ; but had she known that there were such, she 
was now in the mood to give heartfelt echo to their pious 
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ejaculation. At least slie would have thanked Heaven for a 
House of Lords, because the existence of a House of Lords 
means the existence of various houses of ladies — ladies like 
Lady Honeybell, who recognise genius, and are in a position to 
help it to its bright goal along its somewhat clouded way. 
After all, Miss Elvin said to herself, it is only the real aris- 
tocracy who can understand art, and when they understand 
can assist it. What did it matter how a person like Mrs. 
Vanthorpe might think on a question of art? She was not a 
lady of rank, like Lady Honeybell. The young songstress was 
in her heart rather angry with Mrs. Vanthorpe. She looked 
on the patronage of Lady Honeybell not as somothing got 
through Mrs. Vanthorpe’s means, but as a Providential in- 
terposition to rescue her from Mrs. Vanthorpe and transfer 
her to the charge of some patroness really worthy of her genius 
and her certain fame. 

Miss Elvin’s grudge against Gabriel did not, however, go 
the length of inducing her to hasten her departure from 
Gabrieles house. On the contrary, she had painted the 
distance and the inconveniences of her own modest dwelling 
so ingeniously and pathetically that Gabriel was induced to 
hope she would consent to stay with her at least until the 
concert was over. Miss Elvin assented with words of de- 
mure gratefulness, and with the secret hope that she might 
next be asked to stay at Lady Iloncy b.d’s, and then be in a 
position to show that self-conceited Mrs. Vanthorpe how 
Gertrude Elvin stood in little need of her patronage. Miss 
Elvin was one of the persons who in lofty moods are prone to 
describe themselves even to themselves by both or all their 
names. She was always telling herself of what Gertrude Elvin 
ought to do, or was sure to come to, or had no right to endure. 

Meanwhile Gertrude Elvin became for a few days an inmate 
of Gabrielle’s little house, and enjoyed to the very full all its 
easy luxurious ways — they were indeed luxury to her — and she 
turned her eyes whenever she had a chance on Walter Taxal, 
and reminded herself of the number of men of rank who, as she 
had heard, became charmed with great singers and married them. 
She hstd not yet succeeded in arriving at any satisfactory con- 
clusion as to the nature of Mr. Taxal ’s sentiments towards 
Gabrielle ; but she was perfectly certain that Gabrielle was 
doing all she could to secure him for herself. Meanwhile, the 
girl’s company was pleasant to Gabrielle. It took her away 
from herself. It gave her the sense of doing some good for some- 
body; and Gabrielle was never at rest unless when she was 
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disturbing herself in somebody’s cause. She was grateful to 
Miss Elvin for allowing her to hold out that helping hand 
which the girl toolc without being grateful for it. 

4 Now, who in the world are Mrs. Lemuel and her daughter?' 
Gabrielle asked, on tho day before the concert, when Walter 
Taxal had called to make some arrangement or other with Miss 
Elvin on tho part of Lady Honeybell. * Mr. Taxal, you know 
everybody — do you know a Mrs. Lemuel who has sent me her 
card, with “ Mrs. Lemuel and her daughter ” on it, and is kind 
enough to wish to me ? ' 

* Lemuel 1 ’ Taxal said. 4 An odd name ; I do seem to have 
some association with it ; but I can’t recollect it just at the 
moment. Lemuel ? — isn’t that the name of some one in a book ? * 

4 Lemuel was the name of Gulliver for one,’ Gabrielle said. 
Perhaps that is the association you have with it ? ' 

‘Gulliver? — is that “Gulliver’s Travels”?* Miss Elvin 
asked. 4 I read that book long ago ; it is such stuff.’ 

4 No, I was not thinking of that Lemuel,’ Walter said; ‘I 
am sure I have some sort of association with the name ; and it 
does seem something like travelling too. Lemuel ! Lemuel 1 
What is it ? ’ 

Tho easiest plan appeared to be to see the ladies ; and they 
were accordingly introduced. In her small circle Gabrielle had 
become a little talked of as a young woman with a remarkable 
story, good means, and a generous disposition ; and she not 
seldom received calls from previously unknown ladies, come to 
ask her aid for all manner of beneficent projects. Mrs. Lemuel 
proved to be a brisk, wiry little woman, with twinkling eyes that 
seemed to take in all the four corners of the room at once. Her 
daughter was thin too, but frail and delicate-looking ; and had 
eyes that twinkled much, but did not rove so briskly and to such 
purpose as her mother’s. Hers was evidently th3 subjective, Lcr 
mother’s the, objective, nature, 

4 1 have taken the liberty to call, Mrs. Vanthorpe,’ the elder 
lady promptly began, 4 because we used to live in the neighbour- 
hood at one time, and we may in a measure call ourselves 
friends, by l ight of having once been neighbours. We English 
are usually eo cold — oh, so cold ! — and I do not think it right at 
all. Besides, we have heard of you as of one who delights in 
doing good ; doing good by stealth, you know, and blushing to 
find it fame ; oh, quite blushing to find it fame, I see. You 
may have heard of me, perhaps ? Now, pray don’t say you have 
not. I am not very vain ; but still, one does work for fame—* 
a little, that is.’ 
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Gabriplle interposed something about her recent life wot 
having allowed her to know much of what was going on in the 
world. * 

1 True, true ; oh, of course. Let me then explain myself. I 
am Mrs. Lemuel, the traveller ; I think I may venture to call 
myself the traveller. I have just published a short narrative of 
my visit to the Court of Siam ; the papers are kind enough to 
speak favourably of it; but it was really nothing; quite a 
little holiday tour. I will ask you to do me the favour to 
accept a copy of my hook, “From Lake Superior to Cape 
Horn : ” the idea, you perceive, being tlfat a woman should 
travel alone from the north of one America to the south of the 
other. There was nothing in it but that ; it really could hardly 
be called travelling. I think of doing the same thing for Africa ; 
that will perhaps be a feat worth talking about — to begin, you 
understand, at Algiers and come out at the Cape of Good Hope. 
I should dress as a man, of course ; I usually dress as a man. 
Just cut the hair short and dress as a man, and you may go 
anywhere. You ought to try it, Mrs. Yanthorpe; a woman of 
your spirit and your youth might be of invaluable service in 
teaching the world what we poor women can do.* 

# t Does your daughter go with you ? ’ Gabrille asked, looking 
with some wonder at the frail figure, sallow cheeks, and twink- 
ling eyes of Miss Lemuel. 

* My daughter? oh, no; she, 1 am sorry to say, has no taste 
for travel — no marked taste. She never accompanies me on any 
great expedition. She believes she has another purpose in life, 
and of course we cannot all mould our lives to the same end. 
My daughter teaches.* 

6 In schools ? 1 Gabrielle was beginning ; ‘ how very good of 
her ! how useful ! * 

1 In* schools, Mrs. Yanthorpe ! Oh, no ; my daughter docs 
not so narrow herself. No ; she teaches in her own rooms t& 
those of her sex who will listen. She tries, as far as a girl may 
do in such restricted times as ours, to imitate Aspasia— no, I 
don’t mean Aspasia, of course ; I mean that very delightful and 
splendid person of whom we read such noble tilings— oh, 
Hypatia, to be sure.’ 

Gabrielle was attracted more by the daughter than by the 
mother. She left Mrs. I/emuel to hold Walter Taxal with her 
glittering eye, seeing that that orb had just fastened upon his; 
and she turned to Moss Lemuel. 

i I wish you would teach me something, Miss Lemuel/ she 
said. *1 am sure you are doing a good work in the world/ 
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* If you please/ the young lady interrupted, with eyes that 
seemed ali&ost to start from her head with sheer eagerness, 4 not 

: Miss Lemuel/ 

4 I beg your pardon—Miss 9 9 for Gabrielle assumed that 

Mrs. Lemuel had beqn twice married, and that this was her. 
daughter by her first husband. c # 

* Claudia Lemuel, if you please. I hoM that women are all 
sisters, and that such vain titles as “ Miss ” are an offence against 
their bond of sisterhood. I do not insist on this in the case of 
anyone who really foals otherwise ; I should not presume to 
address you, for example, otherwise than as Mrs. Vanthorpe, if 
you prefer to adhere to that form ; but I request that I may be 
personally addressod by my name. I am Claudia Lemuel/ 

4 Claudia is a charming name ) I shall be delighted to call 
you Claudia. But in the case, say, of Mr. Taxal — how is he to 
address you 9 9 

4 If he desires to address me/ Claudia answered with earnest 
eyes , . 4 he must please to call me by my name. My name is 
Claudia Lemuel ; it is not Miss Lemuel/ v 

4 But do you really think it of much importance to insist on 
any particular form 9 9 Gabrielle mildly pleaded. 

. ‘Of the very greatest importance. I have thought of it long 
|and often ; it is a question of fundamental truth. Your name 
is one thing ; you are called another : what is that but the 
beginning of a false relationship between the individual and 
society 9 and what can come of a false relationship but falsehood 9 9 

4 Oh ! ' was Gabrielle’s observation. 

4 1 should be so delighted if you would come one day and 
hear what I have to say to those who will listen/ Claudia said. 

4 1 speak to my friends on Sunday afternoons. I do not give 
lectures or make speeches. I object to women who make 
speeches ; speech-making is one of the falsehoods against society 
that men have invented. I only converse with those who sur- 
round me/ 

4 1 shall be much pleased to come and be instructed by you/ 
Gabrielle replied, greatly interested. 4 Do you speak on religious 
subjects V ' 

4 1 expound my creed/ 

I- 4 Your creed— yes 9 that is 9 9 

■' 4 Pessimism/ the maiden said with proud eagerness in her 

avowal. 4 1 am a pessimist. Not of the common school, you 
will please to understand 9 

6 Of the common school 9 No ; I should have supposed not/ 
and Gabrielle could hardly help smiling. 
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‘No ; I do not accept the common doctrine of pessimism at 
all* In fact, I do not believe that they who undertake to illus- 
trate it really understand it. It is not enough for me to show <1 
that everything is ordained for the worst ; that is but the be- 
ginning ; one is only on the threshold then of the great principles 
whiclrit so concerns women to know. You are not to suppose, 
either that that was the doctrine of Schopenhauer, or that I, 
on the other hand, admit anything that Schopenhauer taught * 
on that or any other subject ; but I would have justice done 
even to one who so sadly failed to comprehend the true doctrine 
of pessimism as Schopenhauer, and who showed himself so 
utterly incapable of appreciating the place of woman in the great 
development of the human universe.* 

All this and a great deal more was rattled off with a velocity 
that almost took Gabrielle’s breath away, and an earnestness , 
that made her feel ashamed that sho could not at once throw 
her own soul into the controversy. 

‘ Well, you shall teach me all about it, Claudia ; I am very 
ignorant ; but, unlike most ignorant people, I think I am really 
anxious to learn. Do you live with your mother ? * 

‘ My mother can hardly be said to live anywhere/ the young 
lady answered; ‘ she is at present staying at the Langliam Hotel ; 
but she is preparing to go on her travels again. I have lived 
alone since my father’s death. I have chambers ; and two friends 
attend me. I should say that the friends are persons who would 
in the common parlance of the world be called maid-servants ; 

I do not call them so ; I call them friends. 5 

Gabrielle began to wonder whether pessimism consisted in 
calling things by names different from those in common use. 

4 You must have found it melancholy living alone so long a 
time. 1 

‘ Why should I find it mol ancholy ? A man lives in chambers 
by himself ; he is not supposed to be melancholy. Why is a 
woman to be looked on as less self-reliant and self-sufficing ? ’ 

4 1 don’t know/ said Gabrielle. * I live alone, in that sense ; 
and I don’t find that I suffer much from my loneliness ; but I 
have not tried it long ; and mine is rather a* peculiar case. I 
think if I had a mother, I would not live alone.’ 

4 But if your mother felt that she was called updh to travel 
through the world ? ’ 

‘ Ah, then, indeed ’ said Gabrielle ; and she pursued the 

subject no farther. 

‘ I am going to give a lecture/ Mrs. Lemuel suddenly said, 
turning to Gabrielle ; ‘ a lecture at St. James’s Hall. I have 



'LADY, DOST TI/OU NOT FEAR TO STRAY V 8t 

been asking Mr. Taxal to take the chair. He is so well known 
as a supporter of every good cause. It is to be called “ The 
Travels of a Lone Woman ; ” it is to be illustrated with maps 
and pictures ; I thought of something panoramic; but I am 
afraid I could not work it very well. I would much rather 
have a woman in the chair, for my part, than oven Mr. Taxal. 
He is too benevolent and will appreciate my motives too well 
to be offended. It is only for the sake of the cause, Mr. Taxal ; 
to show that we women are not absolutely dependent on you 
mon. Now, if I could prevail on Mrs. Yanthorpe just for once 
to conquer her congenial modesty, for the sake of a great cause, 
and take the chair for me ’ 

4 1 am afraid my interest in the cause is not nearly strong 
enough yet to induce me to do that/ Gabriello said, ‘I have 
no gift of* eloquence, Mrs. Lemuel; I should only illustrate 
woman’s incapacity for public affairs, and so give a handle to the 
enemies of your cause.’ 

‘ Strange how some women want courage ! ’ Mrs. Lemuel said 
contemplatively. * If you had travelled alone like me from Lake 
Superior to Cape Horn ! ’ 

* I think I would rather walk all the way than take the chair 
at St. James’s Hall/ said Gabrielle decisively. 

& 4 Strange ! ’ Mrs. Lemuel again said musingly. * But you 

will come to my lecture ? ’ 

4 1 will come/ Gabrielle said — 4 if J can.’ 

4 And Mr. Taxal has promised to take the chair for me I ’ 

4 Oh, no, I didn't promise/ Taxal interposed in alarm ; 4 1 
said 1 would think it over, Mrs. Lemuel. But one has so many 
things to look after, you know ; I may have some engagement ; 
in fact, I am sure I have an engagement that evening.’ 

4 But I haven't told you what the evening is to be yet/ the 
traveller calmly remarked; 4 and you can’t know that you have 
an engagement. In fact, I don’t know yet myself what the 
. evening may be. It depends upon when I can have the hall ; 
t and all sorts of things.’ 

This was happily vague, and Taxal began to breathe agaiiw 

4 You will come and hear me some Sunday ? ’ Claudia said 
with supplicating eagerness. 

* I will come and hear you with pleasure/ Gabrielle said. 
She was quite taken with the pale eager little girl whose mother, 
drawn by the call of duty, was about to leave her and travel^ 
over Africa. Suddenly the concert in aid of the independence 
of Thibet occurred to Gabrielle’s mind ; and she asked Claudia 
to accompany her there. Gabrielle never could keep from offer- 
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jpg to do something for anyone to whom she felt drawn* The 
girl delightedly accepted the invitation* Mrs. Lemuel was too 
closely occupied with the preparations for her own lecture and 
her travels to attend any such performance^ As they were going 
away, Gabrielle held her hand out to Claudia. The girl hesitated* 

4 If you wish/ she said timidly. 4 If you think it neces- 
sary/ She spoke* with the manner of one sincerely anxious not 
to give offence, and yet acting under the influence of some mys- 
terious principle of duty. 

4 I don’t quite understand/ Gabrielle said ; 4 1 only meant to 
shake hands, Claudia/ 

4 Yes; but that raises a great question. Why should we 
shake hands ? What real meaning can there be in touching 
two hands together ? It does not insure truth or friendship. 
It is a form that does not represent a truth ; it is therefore a, 
falsehood I ’ Then she coloured, conscious that now the whole 
of the little company were listening tdTier. I 

4 Whatever.you think right, Claudia/ said Gabrielle, smiling. f 
4 1 confess I never looked at it in that serious light before. But 
I am coming to hear you, and you shall tell me all about it and 
instruct my ignorance/ 

4 1 shake hands/ Mrs. Lemuel said, holding forth a stout 
little fist covered with a man’s glove. 4 I seo no infraction of j 
principle in it. My daughter and I do not hold ourselves 1 
pledged to each other’s creeds. We are independent. We go 
our own ways/ 

4 Quite so/ said Gabrielle. 

4 Was there ever seen such a pair of fools 1 ’ Miss Elvin ex- 
claimed the moment the mother and daughfcei had gone. 

4 A most dreadful old woman/ Taxal slid ; 4 but L fancy 
she moans well. I remember all about her now. She has 
really travelled; I know I had some association with the name/ 
4 1 feel deeply for the daughter/ Gabrielle said earnestly. 
4 All about her impi esses me very much. She has a candid, 
generous face. She must lead a melancholy life — such a life for 
a girl f“ I wish I could do something for her/ ^ 

4 For her tool’ Taxal murmured in a low tone. 

4 1 feel greatly interested in her ; I am sure s^e has a good 
heart. Her very dreams and fads and nonsense seem to claim 
sympathy for her/ 

# 4 One can’t very well feel sympathy with fools/ Miss Elvin 

observed, greatly angered at the thought that this absurd girl 
was to have a seat in Mrs. Vanthoipe’s carriage on the all-im- 
portant day of the concert, 
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CHAPTER IX. 

AT A MORNING CONCERT. 

Lady Honbybeld was undoubtedly, as Miss Elvin supposed, a 
member of the aristocracy. She was the daughter of a Scottish 
Peer of very ancient family, and she was married to the Earl of 
Honeybell in the peerage of the United Kingdom. But she 
did not impress Miss Elvin nearly as much as the singer had 
expected. She was a bustling, intensely Scotch, and very 
kindly woman, who went about her drawing-room and tried to 
make people enjoy themselves on the occasion of the morning 
concert just as if she had been quite a person of humble class. 
This was a disappointment to Miss Elvin, who would have 
liked to find a lady cold, distant, ’and haughty to other persons, 
but exquisitely gracious and friendly to Gertrude Elvin. She 
would have been pleased, for example, if Lady Honeybell had 
been rather aristocratically repelling in her treatment of Mrs. 
Vanthorpe. It would have done Gabiielle good, Miss Elvin 
thought, and taught her to set a proper value upon artists. 
But Lady Honeybell was immensely friendly to both of them. 
She was receiving the company rather as if they were her own 
guests come to five o’clock tea than as the audience of a concert 
to which she had lent her house and her patronage. 

Gabrielle came early, with Miss » Elvin and Miss Lemuel. 
Mr. T ixal was already there to receive them ; and Lady Honey- 
bell at once bustled oat from a little crowd of friends to greet 
them, and J o introduce herself. She put poor Miss Elvin out, 
to begin with, by addressing her first and mistaking her for 
Mrs. Vanthoipo. 

* Eh, my dear young woman,’ the kindly Lady Honeybell 
said, * I’ve heard of your story and I’ve heard of your goodness, 
and I am glad to seo ye.’ 

Here Mr. Taxal interposed, and explained that that lady 
was Miss Elvin the singer, and not Mrs. Vanthorpe. 

* Oh, Miss Elvin ; to be sure. I hope you’ll forgive me ; I 
didn’t know. We are ever so much indebted to you, Miss 
Elvin, for coming forward at so short a notice to help us out 
with our little concert. And this, then, is Mrs. Vanthorpe % I 
heard of you, Mrs. Vanthorpe, from my old friend Major Leven 
— a good man if ever there was one— and from Walter Tax%J 
too. Walter here helps me in all my undertakings, and he has 
told me about you. This is the first day you have been into 
any house but you? own, he tells me. Well, it is a good cause. 
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You are young to trouble, my dear ; but the world la nothing 
but trouble, they say/ And then some other arrivals called off , 
the attention of Lady Honeybell, and Miss Eivin did not think 
that she had got very much personally out of the interview so 
far. 

Lord Honeybell, it should be said, was a high and dry old 
Whig politician who resented every advance that had been made 
in anything since the Reform Bill of Lord Grey, and who occu- 
pied his mind and his time with statistics about the agricultural 
peasantry, and the question of local as compared with imperial 
taxation. He never took the slightest interest in any of his 
wife’s various tastes and occupations. He never appealed at 
any of the meetings, conceits, and other performances that went 
on under* Lady Honeybell’s patronage and in her rooms. She 
was much concerned with new things, and would patronise a 
new female acrobat if commended to her as a promising person 
deserving of an honest lady’s introduction. She had been a 
great spiritualist until the attempt at a too ingenious imposture 
had roused her robust Scotch common sense into play. She 
was very fond of helping forward deserving young men in the 
artistic way, and she loved to see her rooms filled with the 
pretty faces of girls. She was thoroughly good-hearted, honest, 
fussy, and whimsical ; and she threw her whole soul into each 
cause or object until it was done with or was supplanted by 
some other. 

The audience soon settled down. Gabiielle sat with Miss 
Lemuel ; Miss Eivin was withdrawn in order that she might 
take her place among the performers. It was arranged that 
Mr. Taxal, who was acting as a sort of master of the ceremonies 
—Lady Honeybell had neither sons nor daughters — should 
conduct Miss Eivin to Gabrielle’s carriage when the concert 
was over. Gabrielle had hardly taken her seat when she be- 
came aware of the presence of Mr. Fielding. 

He had come in a little late, and did not at first see his way 
to a seat. But he moved all through the rooms with complete*! 
self-possession until he had found a place. 

During the performance Gabrielle had full opportunity of 
studying the features and expression of Mr. Fielding, and she 
made good use of her time. He was an object of peculiar inte- 
rest to her, and sho had never before had more than a glimpse 
of him. It was the conviction of Gabrielle Vanthorpe, as it ia 
the conviction in their own case of nearly all persons with quick 
imaginations and of a good many who havo slow imaginations 
or no imaginations at all, that she had great power of reading 
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the character in the face. As she studied Mr. Fielding's face, 
neglecting for the purpose many fine exhibitions of musical 
talent, she came to the certain conclusion that he was a man who 
had a story behind him. He was still very young, and yet on 
his face there were melancholy lines which told of more than 
mere study or reflection or any of the other causes that some- 
times cast a shadow over the purple tints of youth. Gabrielle 
thought she read the evidences of very varied emotions on that 
dark mobile face. There were traces there, it seemed to her, of 
passion and of suffering ; perhaps of rej>entance. The moment 
he looked up at anything the face all brightened, the soft glance 
of the dark eyes had a gleam of kindly humour in it ; there was 
something almost sunny in the whole expression. But when 
Fielding looked down the evening shadows appeared to come 
over his face again. It did not escape Gabrielle’s notice that he 
was every now and then looking furtively and with a certain 
anxious keenness round the hall, either as* if he wore in expecta- 
tion of tlio coming of some one for whom he wailed : or, for 
Gabrielle thought it might be read either way, as if he were in 
fear of the entrance of some one by whom he migiitbe recognised. 

He was a gentleman certainly, Gabrielle now said to lverself. 
This was made clear to her in various ways as well as by the 
whiteness of his band which she could see. Despite the oc- 
casional glance round the room, there was an ease and grace in 
his whole demeanour, in the very way of Ids entering the room 
and taking his seat, and every movement he made, that showed 
him to belong to the class which Gabrielle admitted to bo that 
of a gentleman, Janet Charlton was right on that point, and 
Gabrielle felt now that she had snubbed her somewhat rashly 
and unjustifiably. Was he poor 1 ? surely he must be poor, to 
inhabit a house like that in Bolingbroke Place with some of its 
lodgers for bis associates. If he wore very poor, how did he 
come to throw away his money on the concert at Lady Honey- 
bell’s ? So resolute were the promoters of that entertainment to 
contribute something solid towards the cause of Thibetau in- 
dependence, that £hey had made it a determination — so Mr. 
Taxal had told her — not to give away one single ticket except 
to the singers and instrumentalists who had offered their services 
gratuitously in the great cause. Mr. Fielding, then, who lodged 
in a small room in Bolingbroke Place, must have paid away 
a guinea for that day’s entertainment; and it was clear to 
Gabrielle that he, like herself, was not listening to the music. 

For a moment her attention was drawn away, wholly drawn 
away,, from her study of Fielding by seeing that Major Leven 
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and his wife were among the audience. Mrs. Leven was dressed 
in deep mourning still. Her black dress and that of Gabrielle 
were two sombre spots distinct among all the bright oolours of 
the room, and seeming to mark out these two women in rivalry 
or community of gloom. It was hardly possible for any eyes to 
rest upon the one without immediately after singling out the 
other. ‘ Are we not enclosed in a common sorrow 1 * Gabrielle 
asked herself — * and ought we not to be«endosed in a common 
sympathy and affection 1 1 She thought with a certain penitent 
feeling that she had not been so much absorbed in her sorrow as 
she ought to have been. The face of Albert’s mother was 
wrought into the deepest evidences of mourning-, ‘ Why have we 
come here at all, we two women with the one trouble ? * Gabrielle 
thought; ‘we should be away from a crowd like this, and 
sympathetic and together.’ Mrs. Leven, she assumed, had como 
at the urgency of her husband, in whose mind it was of far more 
importance to do the slightest good for any living cause than 
to remain at home and mourn for the dead. Gabrielle felt tho 
same persuasion ; but she could not say that any course of de- 
liberate reflection and decision had induced her to come out in 
public. Assuredly she could not even pretend to herself that 
enthusiasm for the cause of the independence of Thibet had 
impelled her. So she felt almost liko some Dne detected in 
wrong-doing by the presence of Mrs. Leven. She would have 
liked to put herself in Mrs. Leven’s way and make an appeal 
once more to the memories of that old affection which surely 
could not all be dead as yet, and she would not have refrained 
from doing this out of any mere dread of something approach- 
ing to a scene. But she saw that Mrs. Leven’s eyes had rested 
for a moment on her, and that Mrs. Leven’s face became moro 
rigid and chilling in its expression than before. ‘ She still lays 
Albert’s death to my door,’ Gabrielle thought ; and the thought 
sent a shudder through her. 

Mr. Fielding, too, was looking at Mrs. Leven. He had 
perhaps noticed that Gabrielle was looking that way, and 
followed the direction of her eyes ; or he had been drawn by one 
figure in mourning to look at the other. Bui now he is looking 
with evident interest or curiosity on Mrs. Leveies face, and 
Gabrielle is absorbed in conjecture as to what he secs there. 
Has he any knowledge of who she is? and, if so, has he any 
profound and personal interest in studying the changes time had 
made in her? All Gabrielle’s fancies about him came upon her, 
and she was thrilled through with anxiety and suspense. 
Cbxtainly Fielding looked long enough at Mrs. Leven to justify 
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Gabrielle’s wonder, and now Mrs. Leven looked up and saw him. 
He turned his eyes away, but Mrs. Leven appeared to look at 
him in a wondering and anxious way. Could it be, Gabrielle 
thought, that she fancies she recognises some trace of a once 
dear and familiar face ? Then Gabrielle began to puzzle herself 
by thinking whether Fielding could ever have been like Albert 
Vanthorpe ; and though she could not trace any hint of possible 
resemblance, yet she tried to persuade herself that she could see 
a certain likeness in the clear and somewhat delicate outlines of 
Fielding’s face to the cold and melancholy beauty — for it still 
might be called beauty — of Mrs. Leven. In short, our very 
fanciful heroine was making up for herself a marvellous romance 
even as sho sat there, and was beginning to be possessed by it, as 
people, whose alarmed fancy tells them of a startling sound, may 
brood upon tho imagining until their ears seem actually to ring 
with it and to follow every vibration and echo as though such 
sound were in the air all around them. 

Gabriello’s companion had rather a dull time of it if she was 
not wholly absorbed in the music or in the cause of Thibet ; for 
Gabrielle never interchanged even a whispered word with Miss 
Lemuel during the whole time since she had become aware of 
the presence of Mr. Fielding. She did indeed awake to at- 
tentiveness each time that Miss Elvin came out to sing. The 
first time Gabrielle saw her led out to the front of the platform 
our heroine positively trembled with excitement and forgot all 
about Mr. Fielding for the momofit. She was probably far 
more excited than the young singer, who showed that serene 
confidence before the event which is only born of self-conceit, 
and which so often gives place to mere depression after. Miss 
Elvin’s voice rang through tho* room ; almost appeared to 
threaten the safety of the window-panes, like a tropical shower 
of hail. The singer certiiinly mado herself the object of attention 
and even for a moment of alarm. At first it might have seemed 
as if she were likely to cany the audience by storm. But after 
a few seconds the sensation of novelty and alarm died away ; 
and the voice appeared to have only monotonous power. Those 
who had been startled into sudden and novel interest subsided 
again and became languid and forgot all about it. Miss Elvin 
went off with but slight applause ; in fact, most of the audiened 
did not know that her performance was coming to an end ; and 
it was impossible to say whether she had succeeded or failed. 
Gabrielle’s heart sank. She returned to her study of Fielding. 

The concert had two parts, and Miss Elvin had a second 
chance, and did better than the first time. She began with a 



88 DONNA QUIXOTE. * 

less tempestuous display of power, and she brought the listeners 
up to her, so that the effect came at the end rather than at the 
beginning. A display of mere strength of voice at the end of a 
song will always cany away a certain portion of any audience, 
and Miss Elvin had the full benefit of this peculiarity. She 
received a good deal of applause when she went off the second 
time, and she had accomplished at least so much that people 
asked who was the girl with the loud voice ? and was she the 
same girl who sang the song in the first part ? Gabriel le had 
the advantage of hearing some of the comments, and of satisfying 
herself that there is no recognition of abstract laws of beauty 
among a modern audience. For many spoke of Miss Elvin as 
decidedly pretty, others as ‘ quite too lovely/ some as horribly 
ugly, some as a plain little thing, and some simply as the girl 
with the mouth. On the whole, an expert would have said that 
Miss Elvin's appearance had neither been success nor positive 
failure ; that she had not made a hit, hut that she had left it 
uncertain whether or not she might make it yet. Gabriel lo was 
now only troubled to know how the singer herself would take it. 

The concort was over at last, and the audience were melting 
away. Gahrielle was anxious to avoid crossing the path of 
Mrs. Leven, and she could not hasten away without waiting for 
Miss Elvin. The crowd was very great for the size of the room, 
and there were many recognitions of friends and stoppings 
to speait to acquaintances and exchanging opinions about the 
concert and about various other things, not apparently iec lulling 
in any instance the fate of the movement for the independence 
of Thibet, and Gahrielle suddenly found herself cut off from one 
of the doors and close to Mr. Fielding. 

Of course she might have |>assed on without seeming to know 
him. No rule of courtesy bound her to tho recognition of a 
man whom she had seen only ojice or twice and then in the most 
casual way, without any ceremony of introduction having been 
gone through between them. Or she might have recognised 
him with a quiet inclination of the head and passed on. But in 
truth Gahrielle had not the slightest wish to get out of the 
acquaintance. She wanted rather to get into the acquaintance. 
So she bowed in the most inviting way as he drew^ close to the 
wall to let her pass, and she liked the frank brightness of liis 
smile in return. 

‘We have met before/ Gahrielle said, stopping with lier 
companion and letting the crowd go by; ‘Mr. Fielding, I 
think ] ’ 

‘I had the honour of opening the door for you/ Fielding 
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said, entirely unembarrassed ; 4 you would have been there until 
now, I fancy, if I had not done so/ 

4 You are a great lover of music, I suppose, Mr. Fielding ? * 

4 Oh, dear no ; don't care about it at all — I mean, about this 
sort of music. *1 hate amateur work in anything/ 

4 You did not come here for the music, then ? ' 

4 No, I don't* suppose anyone did/ 

4 Then you were attracted by the cause ? ’ 

4 The cause, Mrs. Vanthorpe ? What cause 1 * 

Gabrielle felt sure he pronounced the name of Vanthorpe 
with a certain hesitation, almost a tremulousness, as if it were 
charged with some peculiar emotion, 
t * The cause of the independence of Thibet/ 

4 T didn't even know that the concert had anything to do 
witn a cause, and I don’t know anything about Thibet. Who 
cares about Thibet ? I am sure I don’t care if it never was in- 
dependent. What does it want to be independent of 1 ' 

4 Really I don’t know,’ Gabrielle said. 4 1 daro say this 
young lady is better instructed. What is Thibet to be in- 
dependent of, Claudia ? ' 

4 Oh, I don’t know ; I do so wish I knew ! ' Claudia 
exclaimed with all her usual eagerness about everything. 4 1 
am sure Mamma must know ; she knows all about Thibet and 
every far-off place. 1 do so wish 1 had thought of asking her. 
Hut my own interests arc so different from those of Thibet; I 
am so absorbed in my own pursuits/ 

4 1 only came here/ Gabrielle explained, 4 to hear Miss Elvin 
sing. Perhaps you came for the same reason, Mr. Fielding?' 

4 Miss Elvin ? The girl with the dark skin and the large 
mouth ? No, I think her singing is horrible ; she is all airs and 
affectation/ 

4 Oh, no, nothing of the kind/ 

4 Anyhow, I don’t care for Alie screech-owl style/ 

4 1 am deeply interested in her. I want "her to succeed 
beyond all things.’ - / 

4 So do I no\^/ Fielding gravely said. 

4 No, you do /not ; you can’t ; you said she sang in the 
screech-owl styled 

4 1 have changed my opinion/ he observed as gravoly as 
before. Gabj4elle did not like this way of looking at things, 
and would jfiave drawn out of the conversation altogether if it 
were not th^tt she had a motive for carrying it on. 

4 May I have the honour of seeing you to your carriage/ he 
asked, 4 if y) ou are not waiting for anyone 1 * 
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Before Gabrielle could answer she found the colour rushing 
to her face and her eyes growing dim. Close beside her, forced 
by the departing crowd into actual contact with her, were Major 
and Mrs. Leven. Major Leven held his hand out to her, and 
said afrieadly word or two before the crowd bore*lrim on. Mrs. 
Leven looked fixedly at Gabrielle and then at Fielding, and 
passed on without a word* The agitation of Gabrielle must 
have been apparent to her companions. 

, e Do you know that lady?' she said to Fielding, without 
waiting to consider what she was saying. 

‘ No, I do not know her ; but I saw her to-day before, and 
her face interested me.’ 

Gabrielle fixed her eyes upon him. 

c That lady/ she said in a low tone and with some emphasis, 
‘is Major Leven's wife; before she married him she was Mrs. 
Vanthorpe.' 

Undoubtedly the news struck Fielding witli something like 
surprise. 

* That Mrs. Vanthorpe, then, is tlio Mrs. Vanthorpe — is she 
long marriod ? * 

‘ Not much more than a year. You had heard of her before 

\* Yes. I had heard of her.* He was looking in the direc- 
tion 'ci^lj ievens taken; ho was trying to see Mrs. Leven 
through tnc* ci*°wd. Then he turned round to Gabrielle and 
be""ed her pal^on as if lie had forgotten to answer something she 
hadsaid. Gabriel 0 was inclined to murmur, 4 Oh, my prophetic 
soul ! * 

4 He renewed his °^ er to see her to the carriage, and they 
went down tlio stairs. On th<f way he said suddenly : 

4 May I ask what is tii0, relationship between that lady and 
you? Pray cxcuso me if I Seem at all rude; but I have a 
reason . 9 x 

4 Her son was my husband; ho if* dead/ 

4 1 ought not to have asked such a question/ he said very 
earnestly. There was a silence as they went /lown the stairs. 
In the minds of both was one common desire^ impelled by very 
different motives. He was trying to get some oppotffcunii v or 
excuse for seeing her again ; she was trying to invent some 
decent pretext for asking him to sec her agah. She could 
not, under the eyes and ears of Miss Lemuel, ask him directly 
what he knew of the name of Vanthorpe, and w*y it seemed 
to have some peculiar associations for , him. Suddenly he 
said: 
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1 Will yon excuse me if I speak of that lady again ? She had 
another son ? ' 

* She had another son ; I hope she has still/ 

‘Does she hope so V 

At that moment Robert Charlton suddenly appeared among 
the crowd at the door, and, seeing Fielding and Gabrielle, made 
a bow to her and hastened away looking very pale and out of 
humour. Gabrielle also saw Walter Taxal escorting Miss Elvin 
towards her. There was no possibility of any explanation with 
Fielding now. 

4 Mr. Fielding/ she said in a hurried whisper , 1 it seems to 
me that you have said too much or too little. I want to hear 
something more from you about this other son of Mrs. Van- 
thorpe — I mean, of Mrs. Loven/ She was already answering 
the smile and bow of Mr. Taxal, who was hurrying up with 
Miss Elvin leaning on his arm. The singer looked gloomy and 
out of sorts. Fielding made his bow and was gone. 

Lady Honcybcll’s house was in Piccadilly. Fielding lounged 
along the street in the direction of Hyde Park, partly, perhaps, 
because he knew that in that direction lay Gabrieli e’s house. He 
was tormenting himself as he walked slowly on with the thought 
that he had made an idiot of himself ; that he had got into a 
difficTilly from which there was no easy way of getting out ; 
that ho had, indeed, to use Gabrielle’s words, said too much or 
too little. An hour before he woujd have done almost anything 
for a chance of speaking to her again ; and now he began to 
dread the idea of having to speak to her again. 4 Were there 
ever such eyes ? ’ he thought. 4 Was there ever such a sweet, 
unaffected, noble creature 1 was # there ever such a soul 1 9 The 
impartial reader may perhaps wonder which of Gabrielle’s few 
and not very striking observations filled this intelligent young 
man with the conviction that she laid 4 such a soul ; * but con- 
viction comes as quickly as gospel light when it beams from soft 
bright eyes ; seeing is indeed believing then. Aladdin had only 
seen the lovely princess once when he became convinced of her 
all-goodness as well as her al 1 -loveliness ; he had not even 
spoken to her. Fielding looked back upon many episodes of his 
own life which in their way ho had thought bold and delightful 
adventures; and ho hated the memory of them. The very 
impulse which had brought him to Lady Honey bell’s in the hope 
of seeing Gabrielle seemed now something to be ashamed of as 
selfish, intrusive, and mean. 

4 You saw Gabrielle, Constance ? ’ Major Leven said to his 
wife, as they were settled in their carriage and going home. 
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* Yes, I saw her/ 

* I wish you had spoken to her, dear; it will do nothing hut 
harm, that sort of thing. I do think, Constance, you might 
have spoken to her and let all this foolish quarrel come to an end. 
You don't know what harm you may be doing.' 

* Excuse me, George ; I don't see what possible harm I can 
be doing. I think she appeared to be very happy; she was 
surrounded by friends.' 

* Yes, exactly, that's just it ; I don't quite like some of the 
friends.' 

* I don't suppose I should like any of her friends. I am sure 
I know the face of the girl she was with : somo woman’s rights 
orator, I think.' 

* That girl ? No, that was the daughter of Mrs. Lemuel the 
traveller ; wife of Tom Lemuel, who used to be Chief Justice at 
the Cape, Mrs. Lemuel is a very good woman, though she has 
her odd ways ; her heart is in every good cause. I should be 
glad to see Gabrielle with such a woman’s daughter ; it might 
keep her in serious views of a woman’s business in life. Did you 
see the man she was talking with ? ' 

‘ 1 think I saw a tall young man with dark eyes.’ 

4 Well, do you remember okl Sir Jacob Fielding?’ 

‘Sir Jacob Fielding? I think 1 remember the name ; was 
he something in the City ? I never liked City people.' 

‘Something in the City? Well, he was in a manner; but 
he wouldn't have liked much to hear it pot in that way, 
Constance. He was a member of a great banking-house — 
Fielding, Lane and Company — and he was one of the most 
earnest and public-spirited men I ever knew ; he was always 
giving ; he would take the ehaifc at anything.' 

* This person you speak of, who was talking Avitb her — is he 
anything to that Fielding? ' 

‘By Jove, Constance, he is bis son, if I am not more 
mistaken than evor I was in my life. I haven’t seen him since 
he was a boy, or little more ; but I am sure it is lie ; and he is 
very liko what old Jacob Fielding himself must have been about 
that time of life.' f 

‘Is this Sir Jacob Fielding alive still ? ' Mrs. Lev^p asked 
with only a languid interest. 

‘ No, he died four or five years ago. His eldest son, 
Wilherforce, succeeded to the title; old Jacob was the first 
baronet, you know. There wore two sous; the younger fellow 
was called Clarkson.' 

‘Clarkson? 1 
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1 After the philanthropist — abolitionist — you know, and 
that was the first cause of quarrel between him and his father. 
When the young fellow began to grow up, he said his father 
oughtn’t to have called him such a name as Clarkson. Then the 
thing went on from bad to worse ; the young fellow wouldn’t 
do anything to please his father, and used to say that his father’s 
friends were all old humbugs and I don’t know what else, and 
he wouldn’t go to church, and he wouldn’t go into good society, 
and he took to reading Darwin, and Herbert Spencer, and at last 
they hit it off so badly that he went out of the country altogether. 
They say he was in a cavalry regiment for a while— as a common 
trooper, you know ; and I believe he was in India and America 
and all sorts of places. What he is doing here I don’t know, 
but 1 am deucedly sorry to see Gabridle in such company.' 

* I dare say she will like him all the better because he did 
not care lor the wishes of his father, but I am sorry to think 
that such persons should be in my Albert’s house. I ought to 
have expected it. Perhaps she will marry him.’ 

4 Oh, come, we must not run away with the story. Gabrielle 
may have only the slightest acquaintance with him ; I dare say 
she is sought out by lots of people; be may have been in- 
troduced to her by some one ; she may have been asked to do 
something for him.* 

4 Is ho poor 1 ’ 

4 1 suppose so. I know I beard that he never would touch 
a penny of the allowance his father was willing to continue to 
make him after they quarrelled. He was a wrong-headed fellow, 
but I fancy I 10 was a spirited fellow.’ 

* He is just the man to please that mad girl,* Mrs. Leven 
said. 4 She is sure to look on him as a hero making war against 
society and conventionality, and I don't know wliat else.’ 

4 I’ll give her a hint, anyhow,’ Major Leven said. 

‘ It will he thrown away.’ 

Leven shook his head. 

4 You are altogether wrong about that girl, Constance, and you 
won’t allow yourself to come right. I wish you would go to her, 
like an old fricn\l and — and a mother, in fact ; which you very 
nearly are, whether you like it or no, and talk to her and advise 
her. She would take any advice from you.’ 

4 Do you really wart to help her, George, and to prevent her 
from having this person for an acquaintance ? ’ 

4 Of course I do, Constance. That is exactly what I want 
to do. I wish you would show me how to do it.’ 

4 1 can show you. Go to her and tell her that this young 
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man was a model son and a pattern brother ; that he is my idea 
of a most desirable acquaintance and friend; that I and all re- 
spectable Mends of hers would particularly wish her to cultivate 
lus acquaintance ; and you'll soon see an end to that whim ; he 
will not be very long a visitor at Albert's house.* 

Major Levon did not see much use in continuing the dis- 
cussion just then. He knew that his wife's mind was still set 
against Gabrielle. Major Leven mentally doubted whether any 
man could by possibility get himself into such a perverted way 
of judging, independent and in defiance of all facts and evidence, 
as this well-educated and intelligent woman had brought herself 
into with regard to Gabrielle. She had evidently created for 
herself a Gabrielle who bore not the slightest resemblance to the 
living Gabrielle, and who had not one quality in common with 
the girl she had known and loved for so many years. But in 
truth Gabrielle was only to Mrs. Leven what a colonial minis- 
ter or a foreign minister often was to Major Leven himself. 
Besides, Mrs. Leven was under the necessity of justifying to 
herself her own anger and implacability ; and how could this be 
done otherwise than by persistently finding sins and causes of 
offence in Gabrielle ? Every day longer that she kept her heart 
closed against the girl she had been so fond of only made greater 
necessity for persuading herself that she was not wrong in such 
a course, and that her love had not turned to hate for nothing. 
It was not against Gabrielle alone that Mrs. Leven was fighting : 
it was against her own conscience and her own self-reproach. 

Major Leven puzzled himself all the evening to think how 
he should most delicately approach Gabrielle with some warning 
against the acquaintance she seemed to lie now malting. He 
thought he would go and see her, and then he was afraid he 
might not have the courage to press his point. He thought of 
writing her a letter ; but then, did it seem quite fair to say any- 
thing against a man of whom he personally knew so little 1 
Then, again, if it should turn out that the man was not old Sir 
Jacob Fielding’s son at all % But no, no ; on that point he told 
himself there could be no doubt. He never was mistaken in a 
man. Why, there was the fellow he identified at Lahore whom 
he had only seen once a dozen years before ; there^vas the fellow 
he knew at a glance when he saw him going into the ballroom 
at Sydney on the occasion of the Duke of Edinburgh's visit, and 
whom he only once got a glimpse of in the dock at the Maidstone 
assizes ever so long before. No, that man was old Jacob 
Fielding’s son. Somehow or other, come what would, he must 
take care that Gabrielle knew at least what sort of person it was 
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whom she was admitting to hercirde of friends* Major Levon's 
heart was heavy within him. 

It would have been heavier still had he known that on 
returning home that evening Gabrielle, obeying one of her 
sudden impulses, wrote a short note to Fielding saying that she 
would take it as a favour if he would call upon her next day. 

CHAPTER X. 

FIELDING GOES A-VISITING. 

Mr. Fielding was undoubtedly a man of irregular habits. It 
would, perhaps, not be incorrect to say that he was irregular on 
system ; irregular as a matter of regularity. He flattered him- 
self that he was one of the few men ever found in the world at 
one time who have really made up their minds as to what the 
world is worth to them. If he had a sort of principle in the 
matter, or had invented one to excuse his personal peculiarities, 
it was that man is of his own nature, and when let alone, an 
infinitely better sort of creature than he can be made by merely 
conforming to the ways of other people. He excused himself, 
accordingly, for doing exactly as he felt inclined by the argu- 
ment that any man, if left to himself, will be found a much 
better fellow than some other man can coerce him to be. 
Fielding rose and went to bed, therpYore, at any hour of the day 
or night that suited his humour. Some nights he did not choose 
to go to bed at all. He read half the night and slept half the 
day, or did not sleep any part of that day, just as the whim took 
him. He sought out company when he was in the mood, and 
he kept away from it when he was not. When in the humour 
for company he could talk to anyone, and make himself happy 
with anyone. He had no great opinion of himself ; and be was 
convinced that even when he did a generous thing, it was simply 
because it pleased him. 4 It gives me more pleasure to make a 
present of that five-pound note than to keep it/ he would say ; 
4 1 like the sensation of giving ; if I didn’t, I wouldn’t give. I 
have thrown away money at Baden-Baden in the old days, and 
at Monaco, and on the Mississippi boats, for the pleasure of 
trying my luck. It isn’t a worse way of buying amusement 
than many another. But I find more pleasure sometimes in 
giving money away ; what merit is there in that 1 9 

The morning after the concert he was up rather early. He 
was restless, and did not feel in the mood for turning to any- 
thing in particular. He fancied nothing would do him more 
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good than a long ramble alone into the country, and he thought 
of going up the river a certain distance in one of the boats, and 
then getting out and wandering away along by the banks as far 
&s he pleased. He could either return to town that night or 
not ; or never again, oxactly as the humour took him. It waB 
spring, and he thought with a yearning of the budding trees 
along the river ; of the smoke curling up grey against the pale 
spiing sky from cottage-roofs ; of canals and towing-pathH, and 
the slow horses heavily tugging at the lazy load ; of delightful 
English downs with long, low, redbrick houses and antique 
weathercocks, and rooks flying round ; of sunlight flickering 
through the yet unclothed boughs ; of boyish holidays, especially 
of Saturdays. He began to think it would be delightful to keep 
a lock on the Thames and lie on the grass and do nothing until 
a boat came up, and then, swinging open the great gate of the 
lock, to watch the boat as it shot through or dragged heavily 
through. Or a travelling tinker, he thought, must have a 
glorious life: slouching along through villages, and having a 
chat with everybody and doing a bit of work hero and there, 
and sleeping in barns now and then, or, when the weather was 
very fine, lying down under the open sky and seeing the stars 
begin to flicker and dance about over his head as he was dropping 
asleep. Such a fellow would want for nothing and would be 
welcome everywhere. He would bring news from place to place, 
and get the gossip of one village to carry on to another. He 
would come now and then to some fine old historic city, with a 
cathedral or a castle, and with the open country and the river 
seen from every one of its streets : and there he would spend a 
day or two before wandering off on his travels again. 

Any manner of wandering seemed charming now to Fielding, 
and he might have carried out his project of starting on a tramp 
that day ; he might possibly not even have returned to Boling- 
broke Place any more; but that the first appearance of the 
postman there was accompanied by the short note from Gabrieli© 
asking him to call on her. He was delighted; he was made 
angry ; he was embarrassed. It could only, of course, be another 
attempt to get at all that he knew about Yauthorpe; and there 
was something in the style of the letter which sqpmed to his 
sensitive mood like the command of one who feels herself vastly 
superior to him whom she addresses. He was for a moment 
almost in the humou.- to say that Mrs. Yanthorpe had written 
to him as if she were ordering a tradesman to come to her and 
take some commission from her. But he remembered how 
Gabrieli e always looked and spoke ; and this thought soon died. 



FIELDING GOES A- VISITING. 

In truth, it is not pleasant to be summoned by a. woman 'with 
whom one feels himself fast falling in love merely because she 
wants to ask you about someone else, in whom she feels an 
interest that she does not feel in you. And then, in order that 
injustice may not bo done to Fielding by making him out wholly 
concerned about himself, it ought to be said that he greatly 
feared the tale he had now to tell of the V anthorpe he knew 
would hardly make him a welcome messenger. 

A tap at his door was followed, almost before he had time to 
call out inquiry or invitation, by the appearance of Mr. Lefnssis. 

‘ I have come, to consult you, Fielding, on a matter of great 
importance, or perhaps I should say of delicacy rather than of 
importance : a question of propriety.’ 

‘ If it is a question of propriety,’ Fielding replied, ‘ you have 
come, Lefnssis, to the right shop ; especially if it should happen 
to be a Question of etiquette. Court etiquette I am particularly 
strong upon. Likewise that of evening parties. I have ceased 
to study the Complete Guide to the Ball-room, because I have 
made myself master of its contents, so that I think, in the 
unhappy event of the work being destroyed, I could supply its 
place from memory. So you see, Lefussis, in me you have found 
the very man you wanted. Put out your lantern ! 9 

‘ 1 should not have thought of troubling you, Fielding, on 
matters of such trivial import. You misconceive me, my dear 
friend, altogether. This is a question of honourable feeling ; of 
the course that is permitted to a* gentleman. I have the 
happiness, Fielding, to be acquainted with men of the highest 
class our ancient aristocracy has nourished ; but this 1 will say, 
Fielding — and I havo to request, sir, that I may not be in- 
terrupted — I will say, sir, even in your presence, that I do not 
know among those illustrious men anyone whom I believe to 
have a nicer sense of honour than you have yourself.’ 

‘ All right,’ said Fielding; ‘ go ahead.’ 

‘ You see that ? ’ a nd Lefussis tendered a crispy piece of paper 
to his friend for inspection. 

‘ llegardless,’ Fielding answered, ‘ of the fact that anything 
I now say will bo*taken clown and may bo used in evidence 
against me, 1 lia-ve no hesitation in admitting, Lefussis, that I 
do seo the object you hold out towards mo.’ 

‘ You know what it is 1 ’ 

‘There have been melancholy intervals during which the 
rareness of the sight might make me cautious about pledging 
myself as to identity. But at the moment I should say it was 
a ten-pound note.’ 
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4 You are right/ said Lofussis with an air of triumph, as if 
be had been backing Fielding to solve some difficult problem and 
his friend had been successful. 4 Now look at that and tell me 
what you make of that,' and he handed over another piece of 
paper. 

‘This/ Fielding declared, after having calmly surveyed it, 
‘I take to be an envelope addressed to “Jasper Lefussis, 
Esquire, 8, Bolingbroke Place, West Centre.” Is my in- 
terpretation yours, Lefussis ? ’ 

‘So far, Fielding, you are undoubtedly correct; but you 
have not gone below the surface, l-iook on the inside of the 
envelope, and tell me what you find there.’ 

Fielding did as he was bidden with a gravity equal to that 
of Lefussis himself, who never acknowledged, by the faintest 
smile, the existence of any jest, and possibly never perceived 
that such a thing had existence. 4 1 find the words written in a 
fashion meant, I think, to resemble print : 44 For Mr. Lefussis ; 
restitution money ; a case of conscience.” ’ 

‘Just so/ and Lefussis patted approvingly Fielding’s chest 
with the back of his lean hand; ‘just so. Now comes the 
question on which I have to ask you, Fielding, as a friend, 
sincere, I am sure, although recent, to apply all the power of 
your vigorous intellect and all the keenness of your sense of 
honour. You have the whole of the evidence in your possession. 
Such as that document is, the postman has just brought it to me. 
I know nothing more of it than you do. The question is, am I 
aJb liberty to take that money and use it for my own purpose 1 * 
‘The question/ Fielding answered, ‘does not call for one 
moment’s consideration. Of course you are.’ 

The eyes of Lefussis brightened. 

‘ This is a case, you will observe/ he said, with a certain 
diminution of the brightness, 1 in which a man is bound to be 
particularly careful how he trusts to his own impressions. I 
will not conceal from you, Fielding — T never have concealed 
from you — the fact that my means are restricted, indeed, very 
limited ; and that the possession of ten pounds is an object to 
me. But that is the veiy reason why I must refuse to be guided 
by any inclinations of my own. Now, to begin with, is this 
money mine?’ * 

‘ Of course it is : whose could it be ? * 

‘ But by what means has it become my property ? * 

. * I should say the case is clear. The sender declares that he 
forwards you the money as restitution, as a case of conscience — 
we can hardly suppose that so sensitively conscientious a person 
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is telling a lie merely for the purpose of getting rid of a ten- 
pound note. Scrupulous persons have occasionally overcome 
their scruples, I believe, to get possession of such things : but 
the other position, Lefussis, is not one to be maintained. May 
not someone have borrowed the money from you long ago, or 
swindled you out of it ? From my knowledge of you, Lefussis, I 
should say that nothing was more probable/ 

I Then your decision, as a man of honour, is that I am 
entitled to keep this money ? ’ 

‘ My decision is that the money is undoubtedly yours/ 

‘ Another question now arises, ono of loss delicacy, however ; 
rather a question for a practical man of the world. You see 
this coat, Fielding, that I am now wearing, these garments 
generally, indeed, and this hat I hold in my hand ? ’ 

* I see them/ said Fielding, surveying his friend’s exterior 
with a certain melancholy interest. 

e What is your opinion of them generally 1 9 

I I should say/ Fielding answered after proper deliberation, 
‘ that they were very becoming garments in their place — that 
is to say, in Bolingbroke Place; but that they ought not, if 
possible, to be displayed outside the limits of that enclosure/ 

‘ Your opinion, Fielding, exactly concurs with my own ; but 
I place greater reliance on yours, because you are a young man, 
and you observe changes in fashion with a quicker eye than I 
can pretend to have. The fact is, I have been invited by Major 
Leven to breakfast with him, and I .will own to you that I was 
a little in doubt about the cut and condition of these clothes. 
You will remember my expressing that opinion to you with great 
frankness, on an occasion of another kind two or three days ago, 
Fielding, my dear friend? ’ 

Fielding remembered it perfectly well. 

‘ Strange, is it not, that just in the nick of time, as one might 
say, this unknown debtor should turn up ? 9 

Well, yes, Fielding thought it was strange ; or, no — he did 
not see that there was anything particularly strange in it. Yet 
perhaps, if one turned it over, there really was something a 
little strange in it. So it was settled between them that the 
thing was to bo considered a little strange. Lefussis went his 
way in high delight, to buy a suit of ready-mado clothes in which 
to present himself at Major Leven’s. ‘ It’s all the more lucky, 
Fielding/ he said, as he was departing, ‘ because I have to call 
at the Foreign Office to-day ; Lord Bosworth has promised to 
give me another interview, although I happen to know, as a 
matter of fact, that he has declined to see either Granville or 
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Hartington on the same subject. It is just as well, therefore, 
that one has a decent coat ; it looks better, Fielding, it looks 
better/ 

Fielding was evidently getting himself up with some carofor 
his personal appearance that morning. He took a considerable 
time in diseasing after hehad got rid of Lefussis. Likewise helooked 
with curious dissatisfaction at some of his clothes. 4 I’m really 
not much better than dear old Lefussis/ he thought. 4 1 had 
better send myself a trifle of restitution money, ancl go and buy 
a coat or two.’ Fielding had somehow boon put into good spirits 
by the visit of Lefussis. . He was delighted to have been the 
means of pleasing ‘dear old Lefussis,’ and inducing him to buy a 
new coat, as Charlton had sneering! y suggested that he ought to 
do bofore going into respectable society ; and lie was especially 
glad that Lefussis had not the faintest suspicion of where the 
money came from. 4 It is restitution-money ; it is a matter of 
conscience,’ Fielding told himself ; ‘ I owe something to my own 
conscience for having made fun of the poor old boy so often, with 
his Foreign Office and his Lord Boswortli.’ 

Fielding was standing at his door preparing to go out, when 
Hebert Charlton came down the stairs. 

* Going out early 1 ’ Charlton observed. 

* As you say, early,’ Fielding answered ; 4 that is, for me. I 
suppose you industrious child of art would consider this rather 
late.’ f i 

* I am a working man,’ Charlton said ; 1 ! have to keep the 
working-man’s hours. Going west '( * 

‘Like the great Orion,’ Fielding replied, ‘ I am sloping slowly 
to the west.’ 

‘ I saw you at the concert yesterday/ 

‘You didn’t seem as if you wanted to see much of me, 
Charlton. You rather sneaked away, 1 thought/ 
f * You seemed to be so agreeably engaged, it would have been 
a cruelty to intrude myself on you. A charming lady. Mrs. 
Vanthorpe ! Are you going to visit her to-day, perhaps ? ’ 

4 1 am/ Fielding answered with a sudden sternness, strangely 
unlike his usual manner. ‘ What then 1 You go to visit her 
sometimes, don’t you ? ’ % 

4 When she sends for me/ Charlton replied. 4 When she 
wishes mo to come to her and take hor orders, then I go and take 
her orders, you understand/ 

4 Very well/ Fielding said, still in the same tone ; 4 she has 
sent for me, find I am going to take her orders/ 

4 1 am very glad to hear it for your sake; she is a very 
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liberal lady; and I have no doubt she will remunerate you 
handsomely for any loss of time you may have on her account/ 

Fielding looked at him fixedly as ho stood slowly beatiDg one 
hand against the other and looking up with a curious expression 
of spiteful slyness. Then good-humour prevailed as usual with 
Fielding, and he laughed. 

* What a discontented malignant old villain you are, to be 
sure, Charlton I * he said, ‘I call you old, because you are 
awfully old, you know. You never could have been young at 
any time. I firmly believe you are one of the fairies that get 
changed for the children of honest mortals. Why do you always 
go on as if some wrong were being done to you by someone ? 
I’m not going to cut you out of Mrs. Vantliorpe’s patronage ; she 
wouldn’t entrust her pretty work into my clumsy hands, I can 
assure you/ 

1 1 wish you would not talk of patronage, Fielding — I don’t 
like it. I have told you already no one patronises me/ And 
Charlton disappeared in sudden anger. 

He did not go far, however ; for when Fielding was fairly 
out of sight, Charlton on me back, tried Fielding’s door, found it 
open, and went in. He remained in the room for a long time,- 
rummaging among Fielding's papers, with delicate hands too 
supple and skilful to make any disturbance ; he opened books/ 
looked at envelopes, and, where lie had a chance, read letters. 
Sometimes ho heard a sound outside, and then he started like one 
caught in a crime, and sprang to the attitude of an uncertain 
visitor who had casually looked into tho room expecting to find 
its owner there. Not many sounds, however, disturbed those 
dull stairs and passages, after the horns in the day when most of 
the lodgers went out to their business. As each alarm that had 
disturbed Charlton proved false, he went quietly back to his 
search among the papers. Apparently it was some time before 
he found anything worth his search. Suddenly, however, he 
came on something which made him clap his hands together in 
exultation. It was not in outward seeming a great treasure- 
trove. It was only a little package of letters, some of which w^ere 
addressed to 4 Mr. Clarkson/ and others to 4 Clarkson Selbridge, 
Esq./ 4 Mr. Clarkson Selbridge/ and simply 4 Mr. Selbridge/ 
All these envelopes bore foreign postmarks ; none of them were 
addressed to Bolingbroko Place, or to any place in England. 
Charlton opened some of them. Those he read were for the most 
part utterly unimportant — at least, they referred apparently to 
trivial matters of business or social intercourse of which he could 
make nothing, and a few were in French. It was not, however, 
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for the contents of the letters that Charlton particularly cared. 
For aught he knew, they might bo concocted on some plan which 
allowed the merest trivialities to stand for something of unspeak- 1 
able importance and mystery to the initiated. The point which 
had interest for him, and made him feel triumphant, was that 
Fielding had evidently been receiving letters under three different 
names. 

He was satisfied for the present. He put the letters and 
envelopes carefully back where he had found them. He stopped 
a moment before opening tho door and passing out of the room : 
suppose anyone should happen to see him 1 The blood coloured 
his thin cheeks at the thought. Suppose someone had seen him . 
go into the room, and noted how long he remained there, and 
met him as he came out ? He could say, of course, that he had 
gone in to look for Fielding, and had waited some time in the 
hope that Fielding would return ; but suppose someone had seen 
him who was suspicious, and who asked no questions but set in 
turn to watch him, and found him another time in Fielding's 
room ? Suppose even some little child saw him, and babbled to 
other lodgers ? In that melancholy houso nearly all the residents 
were poor. Fielding alone was known to have money some- 
times ; everyone knew that he was liberal of his money now and 
then \ others as well as Charlton might have had an opportunity 
of observing that ho had a costly diamond. Suppose it were to 
bo suspected that Charlton had secreted himself in Fielding's 
room with the purpose of robbing him ? Charlton turned almost 
sick at the thought. He felt miserably humbled anyhow by his 
consciousness of having done a disgraceful thing, in thus creeping 
into Fielding's room with the base purpose of getting at his 
secrets; but ho might have overlooked this, and persuaded 
himself that he was doing light in trying to expose imposture, 
were it not for the sort of danger in which his conduct might 
involve himself. Suppose anyone should have watched him , 
going into the room and coming out of it, and that soon after 
Fielding should bo robbed ? Ho drew back into the room and 
almost cowered behind the door as he though,*, of this. But oven 
while he clung nervously to hisuhelter the idea occurred to him 
— suppose Fielding should suddenly return now an«L find him 
skulking in the room? This thought was so much more 
alarming than any other that he hastily pulled the door open and 
rushed into the passage, to find himself all but confronted with 
Janet, who was in the act of descending the stairs, and had just 
reached the turn in the staircase which commanded the spot 
where her husband stood. 
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‘ Why, Robert ! ’ was her surprised exclamation. 

‘ Hush ; hold your tongue ! 1 was Charlton’s angry utterance 
* — as if he had actually done something which demanded silence; 
as if the walls might hear. 

‘ Is Mr* Fielding sick ? ’ Janet asked in a low tone and with 
alarmed expression as she tripped lightly down the stairs and 
stood beside him. She thought her husband’s command of 
silence must be a caution not to disturb a patient. 

‘How do I know] ’ 

‘ Why, because you were in bis room, and F thought ’ • 

‘ I didn’t know that you were much given to thinking,’ he 
said, recovering himself a little. ‘ About Mr. Fielding, perhaps 
— that might be different. Don’t be alarmed ; he is not sick ; 
he is quite well ; I saw him only a short time ago.* 

‘I thought you might have been looking for him, in his 
room,’ the unlucky Janet went on unsuspiciously. ‘ Were you 
there all the time, Robert ? ’ 

‘ All what time ? * 

1 Since you went out, I mean. Or have you been to the 
West End and come back already ? * 

‘ What I want to know,’ Charlton said, ‘ is what you were 
doing here, Janet. That’s just the tiling I shall trouble you to 
explain, if you have no objection.’ 

‘Why, Robert dear, of course, I was going for the silver 
wire that you wanted. You told me to go for it — don’t 
you remember 1 ’ 

‘ Oh, I remember a great many things, I can assure you,’ he 
replied with an emphasis as though his words contained some 
terrible significance ; ‘ I don’t forget anytliing, I can assure you. 
Very well, you can go for the silver wire.’ 

' She went her way, pained and puzzled, but uncomplaining, 
and wishing the spell of Mrs. Vanthorpe’s presence might be 
tried on Robert soon again. Her husband went half-way up the 
stairs and then turned down again and cautiously followed his 
wife at a distance. It was all very well about the silver wire ; 
but what was the meaning of her passing Fielding’s door just at 
that moment, and her asking in such a tone of alarm about 
Fielding? 

He followed poor Janet until he had made it clear even to his 
mind that she was only going to buy the silver wire, and that as 
soon as she had got it she returned to her dull home, where she 
was to remain alone until he should return to keep her company. 
Charlton had a great deal of work to do that day, some of it 
pressing in point of time, and some of a very delicate kind 
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requiring a dexterous manipulation which would in ordinary 
circumstances have engrossed all his interest. But he did not 
seem inclined to settle down to work. When he had seen Janet 
fairly disposed of, he started off for Gabrielle’s house, and he took 
his stand at a convenient corner from which he could see anybody 
passing out or in. There or thereabout he was determined 
to stay until he should see Fielding come out. He would follow 
Fielding then, and see where he went next. 

* CHAPTER XI. 

* ONE 1HIEAM GOES : AN0TIIEH GllOWs/ 

The lot of the patronised has been pretty often deplored. 1 The 
patron and tho jail * have been classed together as among the 
cruellest trials of struggling artistic genius. Perhaps, however, 
there may be a word to say now and then for the sufferings of 
the patron. Gabrieli e Vanthorpe was not looking at tho matter 
from that point of view; for she was too single-minded and 
generous even to think of herself as the patron of the gifted 
young daughter of music who was for the time abiding in 
her house. But it is certain that the companionship of Miss 
Elvin the evening after the concert and the next morning had a 
good deal that was trying in it. Miss Elvin had not returned to 
her home when the concert was over, as she had declared in tlic 
first instance that she must certainly do — for how could her 
brother exist without her any longer 'l — she hsid quietly settled 
herself at Gabriel Jos, and said -nothing of depending for the 
present. She was not satisfied with the result of the concert. 
The applause she got had not been nearly emphatic enough to 
make her certain of success. The trial was apparently to make 
all over again. She had not been noticed much by Lady 
Honeybell as'sjm was leaving the hall; in faet, as it afterwards 
turned out, Lady Honeybell, in the confusion and crowd of the 
breaking up, had scarcely seen the little singer, and did not 
remember in the least who she was. Mr. Taxal had not pre- 
sented himself at Gabrielle’s house that evening, nor indeed had 
anyone come there at all ; and, so far as any outward appear- 
ances were concerned, Miss Elvin might as well never have sung 
at the concert. She and Gabrielle dined alone, and although 
Miss Elvin liked her dinner very much, she did not particularly 
care, for a mere tcle-cb-tete with her patroness. She therefore 
assumed an air of patient despondency ; she put on the manner 
of the unappreciated and the misprized ; she refused any con- 
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Boling reassurances of Gabrielle’s. and somehow contrived to 
convey tho impression that her comparative failure had come of 
her having consented to sing at such a place at all, and that her 
good nature in yielding to the suggestions ofGabrielle and of Mr. 
Taxal had been the chief cause of her disaster. It now appeared 
that her brother had always especially disapproved of her Binging 
at charitable concerts where there were any amateurs ; and Miss 
Elvin took frequent occasion of expressing her remorse at having 
forgotten even in one instance his wise fraternal injunction. 

Gabrielle awoko the next morning with a curious sense of 
oppression and of anxiety. She was some seconds awake before 
she could quite realise what this sensation meant. By degrees 
she remembered that Bhe had been seemingly tho innocent cause 
of Miss Elvin’s disappointment ; and also that she had written 
to Fielding, asking him to como and see her ; and that on that 
day therefore she was in all probability to learn something about 
her late husband’s brother. Now that the time was so near at 
hand she felt a little nervous about the news she was to hear ; 
and a little nervous too as to the step she had taken in inviting 
to a confidential interview a man of whom she knew next to 
nothing. She had to listen to a good many plaintive expressions 
of disappointment from Miss Elvin at breakfast. The singer 
had been awake Tialf the night, longing for morning and the 
newspapers ; and now morning and tho newspapers had come 
and brought with them little contentment. The 4 Times 1 had 
nothing whatever about the concert; tho 4 Daily News’ coolly 
announced that owing to a pressure of matter it had been 
compelled to hold over for that day several musical and dramatic 
notices ; the * Daily Telegraph * had a short paragraph which did 
not mention Miss Elvin ; the * Morning Post,’ concerned only 
about Lady Honrybell and the distinguished persons who 
patronised the independence of Thibet, disposed of the concert in 
a few words of general praise ; the 4 Standard ’ gave the names 
of the performers, but only said that they all acquitted them- 
selves with their accustomed success, and took no account of the 
fact that one of them at least was a debutante thirsting for success 
but not yet accustomed to it. 4 1 am not disappointed ; no, not 
in the least I ’ Miss Elvin said ; 4 1 knew it would be so; I knew 
that the conspiracy would puisne me.’ Gabrielle did her best 
to console the young artist ; but the’ consolation was inefficient, 
partly for the reason that Gabrielle hardly understood what the 
distressed singer was talking about. 

It was a relief when, at an hour unusually early for visitors, 
she was told that Mr. Fielding was waiting to see her. Ga- 
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brielle felt, although relieved, a good deal confused too, for she 
Jiardly knew what Fielding would think of her invitation, nor 
was die quite clear on what footing she ought to receive him. 
It pleased her that he had called at an unusual hour ; it showed 
that he regarded the visit as something in the nature of a matter 
of business and not an ordinary call made at a lady’s house by 
one of her friends. There was peculiar delicacy, it seemed to her, 
in Fielding’s putting the matter in this way. Still the interview 
would necessarily be a little out of the common. She thought 
for a monilnt of asking the young singer to accompany her to the 
room where Fielding was waiting ; but she dismissed the idea at 
once. In the first place. Miss Elvin did not seem a very sympa- 
thetic person, absorbed as she was now in her own disappoint- 
ment ; and in the next place, Fielding might have some im- 
portant revelation to make, which ought not to come to the cars 
of an outsider. Then, again, Gabrielle had always scouted the 
idea that a woman is to be restrained by mere forms and fancies 
from discharging a serious duty ; and was she now to hesitate 
because the duty involved a quarter of an hour’s talk in her own 
houso with a strange man 1 As she came to the door of the room 
where Fielding was waiting, she felt, nevertheless, a curious mis- 
giving, and her heart almost failed her. It came back upon her 
mind in that instant how she had felt a sensation precisely similar 
when she was turning into Bolingbroke Place the first day she 
saw him. It was a tremulous sensation, like a foreboding of 
something momentous to happen ; a sensation vague and sudden 
as the quick indefinable association of fancies or memories that a 
chance note of music, the perfume of a flower, or the sparkle of a 
wave may bring with it, but not like any of these in its im- 
pression ; something schauderhaft and ominous. Gabrielle only 
stopped for a moment, however, and then shook off the absurd 
feeling and went in. 

There was nothing very eerie or ominous to meet her eyes 
when she entered the room. Only a tall, dark-haired young 
man leaning with his back to the chimney-piece, not wholly 
without suggestion of danger to the tiny cups and saucers and 
other bits of ornament and nick-nack there*— perhaps that was 
the foreboding, Gabrielle thought, as she saw some of her precious 
trifles thus imperilled. One thing displeased Gabrielte an instant 
after*, she could hardly tell why. As Fielding stood, he had his 
back to a portrait of Albert Vanthorpe that rested on the 
chimney-piece, and his figure completely shut out the picture 
firom her eyes. 

( Mr. Fielding/ she said, i I shall make no apology for asking 
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you to come and see me. You know, I suppose, what an interest 
I must have in all that concerns the family of my husband — my 
late husband ; and you seem to have known something of a 
brother of his. You said as much to me yourself, and I heard it 
from others too? 

Fielding was still standing near the chimney-piece, hat in 
hand ; she had not asked him to sit down. She thought the 
more formal and business-like the meeting could be made the 
better. Her manner impressed him disagreeably. He. remem- 
bered what Charlton had said about her that morning. He 
only bowed slightly and waited for her to go on with what she 
had to say. She thought she' had said enough, , and that it was 
now for him to speak. 

‘Wall, Mr. Fielding V she spoke at last with a certain 
impatience in her tone. 

‘ I beg your pardon ; you had not quite finished, I think ; I 
didn’t quite understand what you wished me to say/ 

‘ Oh — didn’t I understand that you know something of the 
brother of Mr. Albert Vanthorpe, the son of the lady we saw at 
the concert the other day 1 9 

There ought to have been something in the words ‘we saw at 
the concert’ to move Fielding. To be made one, even for a 
second, and in no matter what passing unmeaning way in that 
‘ we,’ ought to have been pleasant to his ear. But Fielding had 
taken a notion into liis head which had possession of him. He 
thought that Gabrielle was treating him de liaut en has , as if he 
were a creature of a different class, sent for to take orders, as 
Charlton put in. ‘ She thinks she is talking to Charlton, I sup- 
pose,’ ho thought to himself. ]Je had himself said to Charlton 
that it would delight him to be patronised by her, or to be 
trodden on by her ; but at that time lie did not believe that he 
was likely to be patronised or trodden on by her. 

‘ I really don’t know, Mrs. Vanthorpe,’ he said politely, hut 
very coolly, ‘ whether 1 ever did meet a son of that lady or not. 
Ho name is so uncommon, I suppose, but that there may bo 
persons bearing it who are not related to each other. I am not 
acquainted with the lady you speak of; how should I know 
whether I ever met her son V 

‘ But the very way in which you looked at her that day 
showed that you took some interest in her.* 

* Do you think so ? That only shows how ladies may be 
deceived. I had only one reason for looking at her, and that 
was because I saw you looking at her. I followed your eyes : 
and I saw that they turned to a lady in black, and I turned to 
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the lady in block. That is the whole of that story, I can assure 
you.* 

Gabrielle was at first disposed to feel offended at this way 
of putting the matter. It seemed like an impertinent compli- 
ment. A faint colour came into her face, and she began to wish 
that she had not asked Mr. Fielding to come and see her. He 
saw that she was hurt, and he was not sorry for it. He was in 
rather a savage mood for the moment. Gabrielle recovered her- 
self at once. She had brought the interview on herself, and 
she was quite equal to going through with it. 

4 But you spoke/ she said quietly, 4 in a manner which led 
me to believe that you knew something about one who has long 
been lost sight of, and in whom I feel a great interest naturally. 
Besides, you asked me yourself whether she still hoped she had 
a son ; his mother, I mean/ 

* A very innocent question/ Fielding said. 

4 Very ; in an ordinary case a very unmeaning question, but 
in this case it seemed to mo to have a meaning ; and I thought 
it meant a great deal. It seemed to me to show that you did 
know something that much concerns his mother/ 

* But — excuse me-rhis mother ? 7 

4 You mean that it is his mother’s affair and not mine? 
That would 1)0 a fair enough answer to my curiosity if you had 
not spoken to me on the matter. But since you did ’ 

4 Ho, no, I don’t mean that ; I mean that it is not at all 
certain that that lady is the mother of the Vanthorpe I used 
to know, since you appear to have heard that i once did know 
a man of that name/ 

4 You are only trifling wi^ me, Mr. Fielding ; I am afraid 
I am wasting your time to no purpose. 1 see now that I had 
no right to ask you any questions or to ask you to come here. 
I thought there could be no harm in asking you to tell me 
something about one who might, at least, turn out to bo a near 
connection of my own. I did not suppose there could be any 
difficulty in the way ; but if there is, I have only to apologise 
for having put you to all this trouble for nothing. I sometimes 
do impulsive things ; I -Wish I didn’t.’ 

* So do 1/ he said. 4 1 • do impulsive things ; I djjl an im- 
pulsive thing when I spoke in any way of all this/ 

‘ I am sorry to have put you to so much trouble/ she said 
coldly ; 4 if there is any way in which * 

4 In which you can remunerate me for my time and trouble ?’ 
he asked — ‘ a money payment, perhaps — so much an hour ? * 

4 1 meant nothing of the kind/ Gabrielle answered warmly, 



. •OXE DREAM GOES: ANOTHER GROWS.' icg 

4 and you know it veiy well. I never supposed you were a per- 
son to whom one could offer money.* 

4 When a man is poor,* he said, 4 you ladies, I suppose, think 
he must be looking out for money.* 

* But I don*t believe you are poor ; or if you are, is it not 
your own fault ? Tell me honestly — is it not your own fault 1 
Tell me, am 1 wrong in speaking to you this way ? Am I wrong 
in not being offended by your words and your rude manner? 
Is there no reason why I may have a right to speak to you? * 
For she was now quite carried out of herself, first by what 
seemed his confession of poverty, and next by the sudden return 
of her former impression that he really was her husband's brother, 
and that lie was for that reason alone evading any answer. She 
made a mevement towards him with eyes all lighted by sym- 
pathy and hope, and was on the veiy point of asking him, 

4 Are you not indeed my husband’s brother ? * He was simply 
bewildered by her words and her manner. 4 This is the lady- 
patroness, indeed,* he thought at first. 4 She hears that I am 
poor and at once fancies she is bound to make an offer of 
service.* lie was touched at the same time by the singular 
kindness of her manner. 

4 Come,* she said impatiently ; 4 if you are poor, is it not your 
own fault ? * 

4 Most bad things that happen to us come of our own fault, 
T suppose,* he answered slowly. 4 1 can blame no one but my- 
self for anything bad that has come on me.* 

4 1 thought so; I know that. Come, tell me honestly — do. 
I not know 7 more of you than you thought at first? * 

4 Positively, I don’t know.’ ^ 

4 1)o I not know 7 already who you are ? * 

He seemed a little staggered at first by this remarkable 
homethrust. But he pulled himself together, and although 
there was a higher colour on his face, he only shook his head 
and said, with a smile : 

4 J don’t think so, Mrs. Yanthorpc.* 

4 Your namo is not Fielding,* she sakl abruptly. 

4 For whom on earth does she take me ? ’ Fielding asked of 
himself. 4 Oh, pardon me,* he said aloud, 4 my name is Field- 
ing ; I sometimes wish it were not.* 

4 Your name is Fielding really ? * 

4 Really and truly — what do you suppose it should be? * 
He was much inclined to ask, 4 What would you like it to be? ’ 
and to acid, 4 Tell me, and I will call myself accordingly if it 
pleases you,’ 
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Gabrielle felt dashed to the very ground. Her castle of 
cards had toppled down. She had made herself ridiculous in 
the eyes of an absolute strangor. There was no mistake pos- 
sible as to the seriousness and genuineness of his reply. His 
face showed the most utter astonishment when she appealed to' 
him about his name. Her fancy and her impulses had shame- 
fully betrayed her. She could hardly keep the tears from rising 
in her eyes. 

4 Mr. Fielding/ she said, 4 you must see that 1 have allowed 
myself to become the victim of the strangest mistake ; it was 
all my own doing, and I have no one to blame for it. I needn’t 
tell you what it was ; I am always making impulsive mistakes ; 
and this is one of them. Will you do me two great favours : 
first to forgive the trouble 1 have imposed on you, and next 
not to try to guess at any explanation V It was part of 
Gabrielle’s nature to trust herself to anyone, and to believe that 
she would meet a true man in everybody. 

1 1 saw there was a mistake/ Fielding said, making the least 
of it purposely, * You thought I was this missing Vanthorpe ? 

1 could wish with all my heart I were, if it could give yon 
any pleasure ; it would be turning a good-for-nothing existence 
to some account. I ought to have spoken out at once, Mrs. 
Vanthorpe, and then all this mistake would never have come 
about. But, to speak the truth and shame — my own absurdity, 

I fancied that you were treating me with contempt for being 
poor; and that is a sort of thing I can’t stand even from a 
lady.’ 

4 See how wrong you were/ Gabrielle said, brightening. 4 1 
did not think you were poor^ On tho contrary, I thought — in 
tho lucid intervals when I was not occupied with that other 
ridiculous idea — I thought you were ’ 

* Bicli, perhaps? and living in Bolingbroke Place for the! 
beauty of the situation and the elegance of the .apartments ? ’ ** 

‘No, not rich, perhaps, but certainly not poor; I never 
thought of your being poor.’ 

4 Why not, Mrs. Vanthorpe ? 9 

4 I don’t really know; you did not seem to me to have the 
manners of a poor manr-you seemed too independent’ 

He smiled. 

4 What you call independence of manner is very often only 
the surest proof of poverty. It is like the Spanish beggar’s 
ragged mantle, which the more ragged it is the more proudly < 
he draws it around him/ 
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‘At all events/ she said warmly, ‘I know you were a gentle- 
man, and I know that stall.’ 

‘ Thank heaven, bad as we are, we have not yet come to 
make it a social law that there can’t be a poor gentleman.’ 

i Can nothing be done h ’ she said amply and very gently. 

‘ You ought not to be poor ; you have talents and education, 
anyone can see that. I have some friends, Mr. Fielding, who 
perhaps could do something to get a man of talent a way of 
showing what he can do. If you would only not be so very, 
very independent — if you would only tell me what you can do, 
and allow mo to speak to one or two friends, why, something 
might be done.’* The conclusion of the sentence was lame, but 
the feeling which dictated it had wings. 

There was something so winning in her sweet kindly way, 
so winning in the veiy delicacy which mado it difficult for her 
to bring her sentence to anything like a properly rounded period, 
that Fielding felt himself really growing into that mood which 
he had described to Charlton when he vowed that nothing 
would please him more than to be patronised by her. Sho saw 
his hesitation, but in her impulsive way guessed at its cause 
wrongly. 

1 Come,’ she said, taking courage as he seemed embarrassed ; 
* 1 can quite understand you, Mr. Fielding. You are terribly 
independent, and abovo all things you don’t like, I dare say, 
taking a helping hand from a woman. But a woman may be a 
very useful and sensible friend, I can assure you. Come, I have 
heard many good things of you from Mrs. Charlton, and 1 owe 
you some, thanks for taking the trouble to come here, and not 
laughing at my mistake, which would have annoyod me very 
much. Let me try to serve you ifl can. Tell me what you are 
trying to do in London, and perhaps I may be able to do some- 
thing to put you in the right way.’ 

‘ You are putting me in the right way already.’ 

1 How so, Mr. Fielding % ’ 

( Why, simply by being so kind and taking such an interest 
in me ; is that nothing ? ’ 

‘ Oh, no, that’! not much ; I take an interest in so many 
people. I want to be more of a friend than that. I have taken 
it into my head that you are an artist or an author. Now, I 
have some friends who know groat artists and great authors. 
Can’t I serve you in some way \ ’ 

i Will you let me think it over a little beforo I ask any 
favour ? ’ 
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* Surely yes ; I should like you to think it over/ 

* Then may I come and see you again, when I have thought 
it over and made up my mind ? ’ 

* I shall be pleased to see you at any time, atfd I feel great Jy 
obliged to you for having taken my offer exactly as it "was 
meant/ 

He had grown marvellously sententious, and he seemed under 
a very cloud of embarrassment. The kinder she was, the more 
anxious he became to put off telling his Yanthorpe story. He 
went away almost immediately, and it was only after he had 
gone that Gabriolle remembered he had not told her a single 
word about the miasing Yanthorpe. In truth, she felt so greatly 
dashed at the ludicrous bursting of one of her fancy bubbly, 
that she bad not composure enough to remember that other 
conjectures well worth considering, probabilities well deserving 
of thought, remained still undisturbed. It was certain that 
Fielding bad known some Yanthorpe, that Fielding had some 
objection to tell all ho knew, and that in Fielding’s mind there 
was some doubt whether Yanthorpe's mother would be glad or 
sorry if he still lived. Here surely was unexplained mystery 
enough to satisfy the most romantic young woman that she had 
something still to find out ; and Gabrielle had allowed the one 
man who knew all about it to go away without explaining a 
single word. * What a fool he must think I am ! How 
ridiculous I have made myself ! Shall J always make myself 
ridiculous in this kind of way 1 Shall I never be able to control 
any impulse or to act as ordinary human beings act? * 

Then again she consoled herself with the reflection that after 
all she had found out some^iing that no one else had gut any 
clue to — she had found a man who could tell something about 
the lost Yanthorpe, and it was only the other day that Major 
Leven had said it would be of great imj»ortanco for the sake of 
Mrs. Leven if any trace of the vanished prodigal could be found. 
It had been Gabrieli e’s dream to become in some way the 
benefactress of Mrs. Leven, and now who should say that after 
all she might not realise her hope by finding out the lost son, 
and reconciling him and her ? Fielding’s ominous doubt as to 
whether the mother of the Yanthorpe he had k^own would be 
glad to hear that her son was living, may have been only because 
the son was poor; some mothers were mean and selfish like 
that, Gabrielle supposed ; but she knew that Mrs. Leven was 
not one of these ; and anyhow poverty was a defect that could 
be repaired if only the sundered mother and son could be brought 
together again. On the wholo, Gabrielle thought after a while 
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that she had some right to be reassured, and that she had not 
made such a bad morning's work of it after all. One thing 
certain was that she must somehow contrive to see Fielding 
again. Would it do to ask Major Leven to go to him, and find 
out all about things? Oh, no, Gabrielle settled, after one or 
two moments* reflection, that would never do. Fielding might 
refuse to be communicative if challenged in that formal way. 
Besides, it was possible, although she hopod only possible in the 
remotest way, that something had to be told which would shock 
Mrs. Leven to hear, and then how unfair and wrong to put the 
responsibility on Major Leven of keeping a secret from his wife ! 
There was no way, Gabrielle convinced herself, of solving all 
the difficulties, but for her to see Fielding again, and beg him to 
be explicit, and then act according to her own best judgment — 
in 'which, despite any recent mistakes, she still retained much 
confidence. 

In all perplexity or distress it was her way to seclude her* 
self in the room consecrated to the memory of Albert Vanthorpe, 
and meditate there, and make it her oratory and her shrine, and 
seek for help and guidance then 1 . She hid herself there now. 
But her mind was morbidly active that day, and her mood of 
(juick awakened curiosity did not seem suited to such a place. 
She found her thoughts straying incessantly, tantalizingly, from 
the associations that the room inspired, away to conjectures as to 
what story Fielding could have to .tell, and how she could con- 
trive decorously to get to confidential speech of him again, and 
who Fielding w r as. and what she could do for him, and why he 
lived in Bolingbroke Place, and what ho must have thought of 
her. it was certain that lie was a gentleman and a man of 
education, she thought; she was sure he must be an artist 
or an author ; artists and authors when they were young were 
very often poor, she had heard, and lived in regions even less 
attractive than Bolingbroke Place. In the end, of course, they 
became splendid successes, those who had real merit in them ; 
they wrote books that all the world road, and all the world ran 
after them, or they became presidents of the Royal Academy. 
She was sure Mr. Fielding was just the man to write a great 
book, or to become President of the Royal Academy. What a 
glorious career ; how sublime a life that which led to such a 
success ; what a great thing to bg a man w'ho could put his foot 
even on the lowest round of such a ladder — and for those who 
could not pretend to such a career, how glorious to be the means 
of lending a helping hand in time to that struggling genius whose 
seraph flight was so often checked by poverty and friendlessness I 

I 
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If she could thus make her life sublime by assisting such a 
flight, how happy she should be ! She resolved that at least she 
•would try, and that no miserable feminine fear of being mis- 
understood should bar her purpose. Fielding’s vciy peculiarities 
of manner seemed the natural expression of tlio jmopd in- 
dependent consciousness of genius. . His every wo*#l&howod 
that noble scorn of patronage that she knew must be in the soul 
of each true artist. i Can 1 have offended him f Can I havo 
seemed as if I were trying to act the part of an insolent 
patroness to him V she thought in alarm and Bhame; *and then 
it suddenly occurred to. her that "those feelings were not exactly 
in harmony with the associations of that solemn sacred cham- 
ber, and she abased herself before Albert Vanthorpc’s memory. 
But when she was called out to see some visitor she was not 
sorry for an excuse to leave the room. She felt like a devotee 
who has for once detected himself in mere worldly cares and 
ambitions in the presence of the image of his saint. 

CHAPTER XII. 

WHERE FIELDING WENT NEXT, AND NEXT. 

* I WISH I were an artist ; I wish I were an author/ was 
Fielding’s thought as he passed from Gabi idle’s door, all 
unconscious of any curious eyes following his movements. ‘ I 
wonder could I write a book if 1 were to Ivy ; or paint a picture, 
or compose an opera? I don’t seo why I shouldn’t write a 
hook — a book of travels, perhaps, or a novel — a sensation 
novel, and make Bolingbroke Place the scene of some awful 
mystery or murdor. It. is just the spot for something of the 
kind. While I was doing it I could go and see Mrs. Vanthorpe 
every now and then, and take her opinion about it; and make 
her think I had no chance of getting anyone to publish it, 
except through her ; and never get it finished ; and always have 
her for my patroness. I might bring poor Yantborpe into it. 

The thought of Vanthorpe broke grimly in on the sweet 
tantalizing whimsical fancies of the young man. There was a 
painful reality there which did not harmonise with his dream 
of some literary Penelopc's-web to be kept always going on and 
never finished under the kindly eyes of Gabrielle Vanthorpe. 
He lounged listlessly, not well knowing what he was actually 
doinf, towards Kensington Gardens. On the way he passed 
many a house which he had known, and where he had been 
welcome in old days; a$d ho fell to thinking of the old days 
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and the inmates of this house and that, and whether they were 
alive still, and whether they would remember him or care to 
see him if they were alive. He began wondering too whether 
he had really gained much in independence, or experience, or 
strength, or soul, or anything since he made up his mind in 
his Sytood to cast in his lot with freedom and to have done 
with tie respectabilities and the conventionalities. He had 
passed the same houses many a time, even since his latest re- 
turn to London, and he had not thought about them in such a 
way, nor moralized about himself and his past career. Why 
was he moralizing and questioning now ? 

Major Leven was right. The young man in Bolingbroke 
Place was the second son of old Sir Jacob Fielding, a great City 
man of that august class out of whom no one thinks of making a 
Lord Mayor ; a philanthropist who went in for every conceiv- 
able good cause, and also for religion and morality. Sir Jacob 
took the chair at all manner of philanthropic meetings. His 
cheque-book never failed any virtuous enterprise which was 
likely to be noticed in the newspapers or to attract the atten- 
tion of any princely or even ducal person. He was a thoroughly 
good man in the narrow and what we may call the vulgar sense. 
He honestly believed that tho whole duty of humanity was to be 
respectable. A^pnee strange product of our curious civilisation, 
a product now grown too common to attract attention or to call 
for any comment, is that respectability which has nothing to 
do with any of the positive virtues of manhood, but accom- 
plishes its mission and earns its title by allowing its name to 
be put down on a committee-list, and signing away by cheque 
sums of money which it never misses. 

When Jacob Fielding was young he married a woman who 
was not handsome, but who had a fortune. She had one son 
whom he called Wilberforce Fielding, and she died soon after. 
Many years passed away, and Jacob, who was now Sir Jacob 
with a baronet’s title given in reward of his philanthropic 
cheques, married Miss Selbridge, a young and pretty woman 
of good family wjio had no money and whose people talked her 
into the match. It suited them to have her married to this very 
rich and highly respectable man ; and it suited him, for it gave 
him at least a sort of left-handed connection with the better 
society of London. But it did not suit the poor young woman 
at all. For she had not only a warm heart but an artistic 
sort of nature which found Sir Jacob’s home heavy and dull ; 
'and she had a considerable amount of humour which enabled 
her to see its ludicrous side rather too clearly. She had one 
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child, the boy whom, in her despite, Sir Jacob would call Clark- 
son, after one of the heroes of Sir Jacob’s own youth ; and it 
was not long before Clarkson’s mother .died and left her child 
to be brought up by Sir Jacob. The young Clarkson never 
gave satisfaction. He had a great deal of his mother’s nature 
in him, to begin with ; and almost from his very childhood he 
had got it somehow into his head that she had been, tho victim 
of some kind of harsh treatment. Tins was decidedly a mistake. 
She had always been treated well by Sir Jacob ; the only wrong 
done to her being that she was provided with a wealthy match 
which many other girls, even of family better than hers, would 
have jumped at. But then she was not like most other girls, 
and her son turned out not to be like most other young men. 
He seemed from the first to resent his name and his position. 
He hated to be called Clarkson ; he did not believe in bis father’s 
philanthropy. His brother was too old to be anything like a 
companion to him. A pious tutor to whom ho was assigned 
for a time deplored the fatal fact that w hat he called a dreadful 
modern spirit of analysis had taken possession of Clarkson’s 
mind, which led him to hold nothing sacred from inquiry. 
Withal he was imperturbably good-humoured. Ho would not 
go to either of the great universities. lie insisted that the uni- 
versities destroyed all the fresh manhood of thought ; and to Sir 
Jacob’s mind there could be nothing respectable which had not 
the hall-mark of the universities denied to his ow T n dissenting 
younger days. So Clarkson went first to JTeitlcllferg, where he 
learned Pessimism, and then to Paris, whore lie took to the 
Latin Quarter a good deal ; and when he came home he made 
fun openly of his father’s guests, and tried to rouse his elder 
brother into mutiny against tho respectabilities, like himself. 
He declined to go to church op the Sunday when they were in 
the country; for Sir Jacob had long conformed to the Estab- 
lishment ; and at last he left his father’s house altogether. 
There was no quarrel, at least on his part. He was as sweet- 
tempered ob he was unmanageable. He merely said that the 
kind of life his father and brother were leading was stifling him, 
and that he could not stand any more of it. 

•Sir Jacob was not soriy on the whole when hi^youngcr son 
was fairly gone. The elder son promised to become a very 
Teputahle head of a rising county family in time ; and tho 
younger was always making fun W what ho politely called play- 
ing at aristocracy. The^e unseemly jests of liis w r ere made all 
the less welcome by the feet that any manner of connection the 
Reldings might have with aristocracy came from this irreverent 
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Clarkson’s mother. In many ways it was a relief to thfe house- 
hold in town and country when Clarkson was gone, „ He ad- 
mired nothing that his father really admired, and that his elder 
brother was willing for the credit of the family to take on trust. 
He made caricatures of the paintings by Sir Thomas Lawrence ; 
he was always insinuating that the antique family furniture was 
bought brand-new in Tottenham Court Road ; he laughed at a sup- 
posed Raphael which it ought to have been an article of faith to 
accept as genuine ; and he did not care about Zachary Macaulay. 

Once or twice at long intervals the good humoured prodigal 
returned to London. But he did not visit his father or his 
brother ; and they did not even know of bis having been so 
near to them. lie lived where he pleased and as ho pleased. 
He was fond of quoting a line from Savage Landor, about one 
who t warmed both hands before the file of life.’ This was evi- 
dently what lie believed himself to be doing. He liked the ups and 
downs of life ; he found a certain interest in receiving Fortune's 
buffets as well as her rewards. H e was free and happy. He was 
thousands of miles away from London when he heard of his 
father's death, and it was very old news when the tidings 
reached him. Then he was stricken with a sudden and deep 
penitence. His emotional generous nature drove him into re-* 
pontance. He had had some strokes of surprising good luck 
in one of the many speculations into which he successively 
flung himself in the American 'States ; but he threw up the 
occupation and hurried home, not particularly knowing what 
he wanted there. On returning to London he hastened to his 
father's house, no doubt with some thoughts on the way of that 
other penitent who once came back to the house of his father. 
At the very door he saw his brother, Sir Wilberforce Fielding, 
mounting his horse for* a ride in the p^rk. Sir "Wilberforce 
looked at him, but did not recognise him had not even, it was 
evident, any faint suspicion of ever having seen him before. 
Sir Wilberforce looked healthy, rosy, and very happy. The 
returned prodigal thought his own lamentations find repent* 
ances would havt? seemed ridiculously out of place under such 
circumstances. He allowed his brother to mount his horse and 
ride away undisturbed. He felt very much of a stranger in 
London then. Still, -he thought as he was there he might a- 
well stay for a little and see how his brother got on, and whether 
he was a person at all likely to be touched by a fraternal recon- 
ciliation. He went, seeking meanwhile for new sensations, in 
quest of some odd and interesting spot wherein to establish 
himself for the moment. Chance took him to Bolingbroke Place 
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♦ , He followed hie whim, as he had always done thus far, and 
settled there as a lodger with the other lodgers. The house 
looked grim and phantom-haunted, and he thought*there ought 
to be legends there, and odd people and adventures. He loved 
bje fellow-man, not* indeed in the philanthropist’s sense, although 
he was always ready to do a good turn for anyone, but in the 
sense that he liked to talk to any sort of fellow-man or woman, 
and to be for the moment hail-fellow-well-met with the same. 
He had ‘run’ life, as the Americans say, on that principle 
everywhere, and he had found delight in it. He did not see 
why he might not find some gratification in Bolingbroke Place 
too. He soon came to know its inmates and to be fond of 
them in a certain sense. „ He really had a strong liking for 
* dear old Lefussis/ even while he laughed at him ; he thought 
Janet the best creature in petticoats he had ever known ; and 
he was interested in the blended cleverness and shortsighted- 
ness, the vanity, the ill-humours and the aspirations of Robert 
Charlton. He would, however, probably soon have had enough 
of all this and have left the place and gone somewhere else, 
possibly out of London altogether, but for the curious chance 
that threw in his way a young and handsome woman who bore 
Jthe name of Vanthorpe. That name had some associations for 
him ; and he was at once compelled to look with interest on 
the woman who bore it. Among all bis varied experiences, he 
had never yet been really in love. 

Robert Charlton had never beforo had to do with a tho- 
roughly purposeless man. Such a personage it seemed to him 
he had undertaken to watch and to study when he set himself 
to follow the mysterious Fielding. Charlton’s life had been 
narrow and monotonous to an almost ♦incredible degree. He 
had hardly any acquaintances, and no friends. Ho had always 
been working hard, and had seen those around him, men and 
women, working hard too for dear life. It was bewildering to 
him now beyond measure to notice the movements of Fielding, 
who, on this trying day, seemed absolutely not to know what 
to do with himself. Charlton had made up his mind that 
there must he something wrong about Fielding, ancl that a clue 
would be got to a discovery by watching him for a whole day 
and seeing where he went and what he did. So lie watched 
Fielding into Kensington Gardens, where the idle young man 
sat by the Round Pond for at least two mortal hours, ap- 
parently doing nothing but lazily watching the ripples of the 
pool and the sportings of the waterfowl. At last Fielding got 
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op ; and Robert, welcoming any change, made haste to follow 
at a safe distance. Rut Fielding had not gone far before he 
stretched hin^elf out on a seat and occupied himself in looking 
up at the trees and the faint blue of the spring sky, Charlton’s 
life had been all too dull and narrow to allow him to cultivate 
any taste for grass and trees and skies ; and the delicious sense 
of spring borne in that day on others by the soft west wind 
had no influence on him. Another hour went by in this 
fashion. Then Fielding got up and strode away as one who 
has made up his mind to do something. Bo indeed he had. It 
was not all idleness which had, held him by the pond and under 
the trees ; he was really thinking something out and making 
up his mind. He crossed rapidly the range of parks between 
Oxford Street and Great George Street, and be made for West- 
minster Bridge. It cost Robert Charlton some trouble to keep 
up with the tall young man, who seemed now as eager to get 
on as he had appeared anxious to kill time by idleness before. 
Across the bridge he went and pierced far into the south side. 
At last he came to a rather pretty- looking row or terrace of 
small houses, railed off from the rest of the street. There 
Fielding went up to a door, and knocked. He only remained 
a few minutes. He did not go in. Evidently, Charlton thought, 
the person he sought was not at home. Fielding strode on to 
Kcnnington Park, whither too Robert followed him ; and 
there was another long lounge on a seat. Up again, and back 
to the bouse in the terrace. The same result apparently. Then 
Fielding went rapidly northward again. He was not going to 
wait any longer for the person in the terrace, Charlton thought. 
Robert lingered long enough to take mental note of the number 
of the house, and then followed. He came in sight of Fielding 
as tho latter was crossing Westminster Bridge. He followed 
him into the Pall Mall region, and there Fielding turned into 
a French restaurant, Charlton was tired and very hungry, 
and would fain have had a morsel to eat, and I10 became savage 
in his heart with Fielding for entering the restaurant . That 
was another of Fielding’s offences. But Charlton would not 
turn in anywhere for anything to eat, or give up the chase so 
soon, although it was now 1 ate in the evening and dark. He 
hung about weary and dispirited to the lowest degree, until, 
after what seemed to him an almost unending time, Fielding 
came out. Again he made for the south side, and Charlton 
felt a glow of new vital power in the encouraging conviction 
that there really was some business of surpassing importance 
drawing Fielding to the Louse in the terrace. With fresh 
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vigour he followed the chase. The same house; the same 
result. As Fielding left the door for the third time it occurred 
to Charlton that he might do something better now than merely 
follow him. When Fielding had disappeared h§ went boldly 
up to the house and knocked, and asked the servant who 
opened the door if Mr. Stephens — he tqpk the first name that 
occurred to him — had been there that day 1 She didn’t know, 
the girl said civilly ; a gentleman had called three times, but 
she didn’t know what his name was ; she had not been living 
there long ; he came to see Mrs. Clarkson, and Mrs. Clarkson 
weren’t at home. He was coming again to-morrow. Robert 
said something about an appointment there to meet Mr. Ste- 
phens ; but he supposed he had mistaken the hour. Did the 
gentleman who called three times ask for him— Mr. Green — 
Robert’s invention was taxed for a second name on the spur of 
the moment. No; the gentleman only asked for Mrs. Clarkson. 
Charlton thanked her for her civility and hurried away. He 
did not succeed in recovering the track of Fielding any more 
that evening, but he thought be had got at the beginning of a 
discovery of some 'kind. He did not fail to remember that 
some of the letters he had seen in Fielding’s room were ad- 
dressed to the name of Clarkson. It was evident that Fielding 
had sometimes passed by the name of Clarkson ; and now ho 
was paying three hasty and seemingly anxious visits in one day 
at the house of a person described as Mrs. Clarkson. Robert 
had read with keen interest in the papers about men carrying 
on brilliant and successful swindles by passing off under dif- 
ferent names, in different parts of England, and having the 
assistance of women confederates equally disguised. Why 
should not this bo some instance of the kind ? He was con- 
vinced that there was some mystery or other connected with 
that house on the Surrey side, and that he had come upon the 
track of it. In all the varied workings of conjecture in the 
human mind we do not know that there is any authentic record 
of anybody having rca§on to believe that anybody else is 
engaged in concealing some tiling, and even for a moment sup- 
posing that the concealment has a worthy motive. Yet it 
ought not to take much observation of life, onc^would think, 
to teach us that there are men and women who do sometimes 
make Recrets of what it would only be to their credit to have 
known. Charlton had in any case a suspicious nature, made 
more suspicious by his almost solitary, brooding, and unhealthy 
life. He was not likely to think that there could be any 
mystery connected with the house on the south side, the 
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discovery of which would not be to the discredit and the con- 
fusion of Fielding. 

He felt elate at finst because he had got on the path to 
some mystery. The Ration lasted him while he was taking a 
poor and hasty dinnev^8&-a small chop-house near Westminster 
Bridge, but as he saji uaere alone, in the dim light of the mean 
public-room after h£ thftal, he began to think how late it was, 
and Jp- ' he had sqdwere qd a whole day from the work that in 
generfc *ne loved, wont dondcred what Janet would think of 
his Id £g absence, j came nought of the possibility of Fielding 
arriving at Bolin&ly At Place before him, and seeing Janet and 
** £ig from hoho-uisuspecting lips some expressions of amaze- 
m^.^and alanr^ed that absence. Then he thought of the kind 
of* ^siness to ; h\di Jie had given up so many hours, and how 
hi* 6 T isly unli glut was to anything he would once have pictured 
as? .e fitting If Til pat ion of a man who aspired to be successful 
and distinguished, and he began to feel miserably humiliated. 
He began to think with a kind of honor that he must now 
henceforth sink down and down. , lie could not make up his 
mind for a long time to go home : he shrank from meeting 
Janet face to face. He wandered through lonely streets and 
hung over gloomy bridges, and gazed into sad waters, until 
suddenly the moon rose and made the river look blight, and he 
found the brightness unbearable and fled from it. 

Janet was accustomed to go .to bed early arid leave her 
husband sitting up. She usually arranged a small supper for 
him, and then took herself off at some seemly hour, leaving him 
to outwatch the Boar if lie felt inclined. It seemed to her only 
the proper and natural thing that a scholar, as she firmly 
believed her husband to be, should sit up to a late hour .and 
read, unvexed by woman's chatter. But then, when she went 
to bed, TJobort was always in the sitting-room, and there was 
the genial sense of his presence and his nearness. She could 
J-CH3 his lamp full on, or at least could catch its light streaming 
into tho room where she lay; and it yas an assurance that her 
husband was near and was, one might say, keeping her company. 
More than once when she could not sleep she had glided softly 
out of bed and crept to the door of tho room, and looked in 
upon him as ho read or worked, and she felt happy because he 
was there and she could look on him. But this night Robert 
had not come home, and that was a strange thing to her. She 
had not seen him since the forenoon, and then his manner was 
strange and hard and she did not understand him. The spell 
that Mrs. Vanthorpe was to work had clearly not begun to 
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operate yet; but Robert and she were to spend an evening 
soon again with Mrs. Yanthorpe, and then, perhaps, something 
might come of it. So far, almost everything was unsatisfactory. 
Robert had never been out from his^dinner before without 
Janets knowing in advance that he C to be absent, and lie 
had never been so late. She remained ,,t> beyond her usual 
time, and then she thought she ho ‘ tter go to bed lest 
Robert should be angry. So sho ir \r him a very neat 

little supper out of the dinner that prepared in vain, 

and she wrote oh a scrap of paper * «t perhaps wholly 
coherent words, 4 With Janet’s love liu t e to bed,’ and so 
left the room. She spent a long time undi es, g and arranging 
her hair, the beautiful hair which it used to light Robeit so 
often to see her unfold and let loose around h shoulders, and 
which now she was letting loose for the gratifi ion of no one. 
At last, when sho had protracted the process >o the utmost 
reasonable limits, she went to bed and ior a while lay awake, 
looking out on the light of the lamp in the sitting-room as it 
shone through her doorway. For she had lowered Robert’s 
lamp, and she knew that the moment he came in he would 
turn it more fully on ; and then, even if she had fallen asleep 
in the meantime, sho would know the moment sho Opened her 
eyes again if he had come home. Often she closed her eyes and 
tried to make believe to herself that she was sleeping, and then 
'opened them again in the hope that sho might be gladdened by 
the stronger light, and sho was each time disappointed. At 
last she really did fall asleep, and slept for at least two hours. 

On first reawaking she forgot for the moment that Robert 
was not with her. Then, as consciousness began to struggle 
against lingering sleep, she thought he must be in the sitting- 
room ; and then sho became aware that the light was still low. 
She jumped out of bed, and, undressed a.s she was, ran into tho 
sitting-room. The light was si ill low; Robert was not there. 
The little meal she had 1 set out for him looked dismally full of 
ghastly suggestion as it lay$herc lonely and un tasted. She looked 
at the little clock over the chimneypieco which Robert himself 
had tinkered at until he made it a very marvel of correct time- 
keeping, and she found that it was nearly balf-ps&t one. Then 
a reassuring thought occurred to her. Nothing was more likely 
than that her husband, when returning home, had seen Mr. 
Fielding’s light burning in his room and gone in, and that they 
were now sitting together talking. The idea reassured her, hut 
she was longing to be convinced that it was the truth. Sho feared 
her husband would be angry if sho seemed in any way to be 
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looking after his movements ; and yet she could not remain in 
the condition of uncertainty which then tormented her. She 
thought she would go out on the corridor and listen, and 
perhaps hear their voice^—Mr. Fielding often talked out in a 
,^very loud pleasant sort 'of way ; and if she did hear them she 
/9/juld go back to bed contented. She opened her door and 
* \pt out cautiously on the landing, a little astonished at first 
to find thajy-tjie stairs were quite bright in the moonlight. She 
heard nothii^ pj. she wont down a few more of the stairs and 
listened. Whe^-ne came to the first lobby 1 on* her way down, 
the full moon suddenly looked in upon her through a window, 
and Janet was almost as much startled as if somo ghost had 
ap}>eared and turned the pale light of its wan eyes upon her. 
The little start, however, reminded her of other possibilities, 
and she thought she liad better go no lower down then, for it 
would never do if Mr. Fielding or any other of the lodgers were 
to come upon her and see her in her night-dress. She hurried 
back to her room and pul on clothes enough to make a colour- 
able presentation of being fully dressed, and then softly went 
down the stairs again, 

She stopped at Fielding's door in much trepidation. Sho 
listened, but for a time slio could hear no sound except the quick 
boating of her heart. There was certainly a light inside, for she 
could see it streaming out under the door, but she could hear no 
voices. She was all trembling, and in lier agitation she caught 
the handle of the door and it rattled loudly, and she heard some 
one start up inside. Her terror became unbearable. She was 
| longing to fly from the spot and run madly up the stairs, but 
fslie could not move. At that moment the street door opened 
[and her husband entered; and, in the same instant, the other 
,'door opened as well and Fielding stood before her. 

* Janet 1 * Charlton cried, and his face became white and he 
caught her fiercely by the arm. 

■ ‘ Hullo, wliat are you two doing here 1 ' Fielding said, not 

jet, understanding the scene in the least* 

| 6 Oh, Kol>ert, I % was only looking for you ; I thought you 

^were here,* Janet moaned as she looked in terror into her hus- 
band's face and tried to twist herself from the tight clutch of 
A is hand. 

i ‘ I say, Charlton, take care,’ Fielding said ; 1 you are hurting 
jour wife. What are you about, man 1 Let go her arm/ At 
the same time Fielding put liis hand on Charlton's shoulder. 
Charlton flung his wife from him and struck at Fielding wildly. 
Fielding put up his arm and stopped the blow. 
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* Oh, Mr. Fielding, don't mind him; oh, pray, pray don't ! ’ 
Janet supplicated. ‘ He doesn't mean it ; he doesn't know what 
he is doing.* Charlton, a little flushed at the consequences of 
his passionate outbreak, had fallen back a little, and seemed as 
if he were standing on the defensive. 

‘I believe he doesn't, indeed,* said Fielding. ‘Don't be 
afraid, Janet ; I shan't harm him. Look here, Charlton ; hit 
one of your own size next, will you, there's a good fellow? 
Only Janet came between, I might have done you some harm, 
and I should have been sorry afterwards. And now will you 
tell me, if you are not mad or drunk, or mad and drunk, what 
this is all about ? ' t 

‘ I only came to see if you were there, Robert ; ilia 
indeed,' Janet pleaded piteously, looking up to Charltr 
arm she held, with eyes in which simple truth shone ^ 
than even terror. Charlton had collected his senses now , 
was quite satisfied in his own mind that she was speaking t 
truth. 

* Well,' Fielding asked again, ‘ what is it all about? Have 
you been drinking more than was good for you, Charlton ? * 

He spoke with a certain sternness now that made Janet again 
move between him and her husband. 

1 It was all a mistake, Fielding,' Charlton said at last, gasp- 
ing for breath ; ‘ I haven’t been drinking, but I came in sud- 
denly and I couldn't imagine what Janet wanted here.' 

‘ What a cad you make of yourself i * Fielding said com- 
posedly. ‘I begin to think now that a kicking would have 
done you good. I am almost sorry I didn't follow my first 
impulse ; if you had been a stronger man I would have done it.* 

‘I was in the wrong, Fielding; I admit it; I can only say 
that I am sorry and that I apologise.* 

* Apologise to your wife,' Fielding said ; * you ow r e her an 
apology. When I ask you to apologise to me, you can do so. 
I have to apologise to you, Mrs. Charlton, for bursting out on 
you so suddenly and frightening you. I didn’t know who was 
there ; I heard some noises, and I have had an odd suspicion 
lately that people have been coming into my room. 1 am afraid 
I frightened you, and I ask you to forgive me.' % 

He looked handsome and brave and genial, and very like a 
gentleman then indeed. He must have appeared, even in loyal 
Janet s eyes, something of a contrast to Robert Charlton, who 
seemed small, cowering, and confused, and at the same time 
malign. Fielding bowed to Janet and went into his room, and 
the dejected pair were left to make their way up the silent stairs 
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by the light of the moon, the sudden intrusion of whose great 
white face had so much alarmed Janet. 

‘ I oughtn’t to have gone down, Robert/ she began, when they 
had got into tlieir room ; * I know I oughtn’t, and it was all 
my fault. Only for me this would not have happened ; but I did 
not know where you were, and I was frightened, and I thought 
perhaps you might be with Mr. Fielding in his room, as you 
are sometimes, you know ; and so I went down, and then 9 

The poor little beauty was really alarmed. She did not 
know what strange mood might show itself in her husband. 
Perhaps the mood she least expected was that which showed 
•itself. Charlton sat down wearily, and seemed hardly to be 
listening to what she was saying. At last he lifted his head 
and spoke to her but without looking at her. 

‘It isn’t any matter, Janet ; I mean, I don’t blame you ; it 
was all my fault ; I don’t well know what I was thinking of when 
I saw you and saw him. Go to bod, dear, now ; that’s a good 
girl ; go to bed, Janet.* 

* I have kept your supper for you ; it is your dinner, in fact/ 
Janet said, trying to look cheerful, and to put off leaving him. 
She longed now to throw her arms round him and kiss him, so 
dejected and deserted did lie seem. 

‘ Thank you, Janet — thank you. You saw how he treated 
me?’ he said, changing his tone and suddenly looking up. 

‘ Well, Robert dear, you know you hist your temper, and 
you were very wild, and Sir. Fielding is tall and strong/ 

Janet would have said, if she could see her way to it, that 
Fielding, being attacked without rhyme or reason by her hus- 
I band, had according to her feminine idea behaved with wondet 
; ful forbearance in not employing his superior strength at once 
against his assailant. But, although she never could quite get 
at the man’s point of view for most things, she had a sort of 
» suspicion that Robert would not care to hear much about for- 
bearance of this kind. Still, it did seem to her that it was 
altogether Robert who had treated Mr. Fielding badly, not Mr. 
Fielding who had thus treated Robert. 

* He didn’t strike at me in return ; you saw that ? 9 

‘Yes, I saw that, of course/ Janet said eagerly, rejoicing 
in the belief that her husband was after all looking at the 
thing in the right light, and about to launch into a panegyric on 
Field ing’s' m a gnn nim ity . 

‘Yes, of course you saw it/ Charlton said bitterly; ‘and 
^ou heard too that he wouldn’t receive an apology from me | 
You know why, I suppose t 9 
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* Because be know you didn’t mean anything, Robert * 

f Because be considers me a cad ; because he looks on me as 
beneath his notice, because I am not strong enough for him to 
strike, nor enough of a gentleman to be asked for an apology.! 
Oh yes, he thinks to degrade me in my own eyes and — and in 
your eyes, I dare say — yes, I dare say in your eyes ’ 

‘Oh, Robert : ’ and Janet attempted a caress of assurance 
that nothing could degrade him in her eyes* If she had saicl 
that no one but himself could do it, and hardly even he, it would 
have been only a truthful expression of the poor soul's loyalty. 
Ho put away the caress. 

4 Yes ; it was done to degrade me in — everybody’s eyes ; I 
dare say he will tell it to— everybody. How can. I look — 
anybody in the face again ? ’ 

4 But, Robert, who will know ? There was nobody there-; 
the people in the house were all in bed ’ 

4 1 wasn’t thinking of the people in the house,’ he caught 
her up almost fiercely. His quiet and broken mood seemed to 
be passing away. 

Janet could do anything but restrain herself from trying 
to put things right where so useful an operation seemed to be 
within her power. She said in a soothing tone : 

4 But, Robert, we don’t know any body out of the house 
except my aunt, and Mrs. Vanthorpe — and Mrs. Yantborpe 
wouldn’t care, you know, even if sbe did bear of it— which sho 
won’t.’ 

4 Who is he/ Charlton said, jumping up, 4 to give himself 
airs, I should like to know, and put on the ways of a gentleman, 
and think be luis a right to call on people, on an equality, and 
not like me, taking orders for work 1 Who is he that has a 
right to degrade a man as good as himself in the eyes of — of 
people 1 I’ll find out what ho 'is — I’ll show the world what he 
is. I’m on bis track ; I’ll not fail, that I can tell him. I’ll 
take down the pride of my gentleman. I have not bad my 
suspicions for nothing. I’m glad I struck him. He can’t deny 
that. Go to bed, Janet, it’s no fault of yours. You are a good 
girl, much too good — never mind, only go to bed just now.’ 

Poor Janet could do nothing but creep to bed%and feel very 
miserable. She did not go to sleep, but lay wondering why 
things all seemed to turn out so unpleasantly. Sbe was uneasy 
about Robert’s change of mood, and onco sbe stole out of bed 
and peeped into the room whore be sat. He bad bis bead in 
his hands, and he was crying ; positively crying, like a child or * 
a woman. Never before in her life bad Janet thought of the 
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possibility of \ man crying for anything but perhaps the death 
of someone he loved. She ran to her husband and hung herself 
on the ground at^jhis knees and clasped him in her arms, and 
begged of him in sobbing tones to tell her what was the matter. 

4 The matter is/ he said at last, 4 that I am a fool, Janet, 
and not like myself to-night. I ought to apologise to you for 
putting you out so, and I do apologise, Janet. You won't 
refuse to accept my apology, will you 1 9 

They had no more trouble for that night; but Gabrielle 
Varithorpe's spell did not seem thus far to be working with 
great success for the happiness of the. Charltons. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

THE HOUSE ON THE SURREY SIDE. 

i 

Next day, Fielding set out again for tlio house on the Surrey 
side. He had made up his mind to have some good reason for 
telling Gabrielle all that ho knew about her husband’s brother, 
or for telling her nothing. 

No doubt was now on bis mind that the Yantliorpe he had 
known was the brother of Albert Vanthorpe. It was in Vera 
Cruz he first met the young Englishman, Philip Yantliorpe. 
They were drawn together first by their kinship of race, and 
afterwards by something kindred in character and in their 
personal history. Yantliorpe was not long without telling 
Fielding that he had left his home when a mere boy, simply 
because ho could not get on with his mother, and did not like 
his domestic life. Yantliorpe seemed in many respects a deeper 
and darker copy of Fielding ; the traits of the outlaw were 
more harshly marked in him ; and he had not Fielding’s bright 
companionable careless ways, and his sunny temper. They 
became close friends, and made many mining, hunting, and 
other enterprises together. Vanthorpe still intended to go 
back and live in England some time; Fielding had no purpose 
of any kind. Yantliorpe told Fielding he was resolved to 
change his name, and did not know what other to take. 4 Take 
my first name, ’said Fielding. 4 1 don’t want it ; I never liked 
it, but it has brought you and me together, for I might never 
have left my father if he had not called mo Clarkson.’ The 
humour of the thing pleased both of them, and Philip Van- 
thorpe became thenceforward Philip Clarkson. 

They were separated for a time, but they met again in 
New Orleans. A great change had taken place in Vanthorpe’s 



«S DONNA QUIXOTE. 

fortunes ; he had married an adventuress from Europe. Some 
said she had been a music-hall singer ; others that she had been 
a barmaid in a London public-house. Fielding could easily see 
that she was low London, anyhow. She was handsome, vulgar, 
very coquettish, and very clever in a sort of way: Vanthorpe 
had married her in a moment of wild admiration ; she made 
him very miserable ; he was repenting at leisure, and now told 
Fielding that his mind was made up; that he never would 
return to England. He grew melancholy and penitent; he 
began to think with regret of his home and his younger brother 
Albert, and even of the mother with whom he had quarrelled ; 
but he would not attempt any reconciliation now. He was 
never very robust in constitution, and his present life was tell- 
ing heavily on him. He and his wife had one child, a boy. 
After a while yielding left the Southern States, not exjjecting 
ever to see Vanthorpe again. He gave Vanthorpe an address 
in London which would always find him. The very day of the 
concert at Lady Honeybell’s, and after he had seen Gabrielle 
there, Fielding received a letter from ‘ Paulina Clarkson/ tell- 
ing him that her husband had been some months dead, and that 
she had come to London with her son for the purpose of finding 
out her husband’s family. 

The news of poor Vanthorpe’s death was not much of a 
surprise. Fielding might have expected such an announcement 
soon. Hor under the circumstances was it wholly painful. 1 1 
was better perhaps thus than later. But the coming of Van- 
thorpe’s wife to London made it very hard for Fielding to 
know how to meet Gabrielle’s questions, and helped to render 
his visit to her at her house specially embarrassing. After he 
had left Gabrielle he made up his mind to a course which he 
tried to follow that day ; as we know, Itobei-t Charlton watched 
him. He failed in seeing the lady who signed herself Paulina 
Clarkson that day, and now he is making another attempt. 
This time he is successful. Mrs. Clarkson was at home. • He 
was shown into a little parlour decorated with a mirror the gilt 
frame whereof was veiled in yellow gauze, and with engravings 
of the * Seasons 9 and of the capture of Delhi, thg elephants 
being specially prominent in the latter work of art, as if they 
were dignified authorities directing and inspecting the capture. 
Fielding stood there thinking of the very different meeting 
which he was expecting only the day before while he waited for 
Gabrielle, and looking forward with much dislike to that now 
about to open. He had to wait a considerable time ; and then 
at last he was privileged to hear a mighty rushing of silken 
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skirts down the narrow staircase, and a tall woman with a Ion# 
train occupied rather than entered the little room. 

She was very tall; she had been very handsome; she was 
no longer quite young, but she still kept up a tolerable — per- 
haps it would be proper to say a colourable — imitation of youth. 
Her hair was now dark brown, but had evidently undergone 
occasional changes of hue. She had a very long neck, and, for 
all her fine figure, occasionally reminded one of a rocking-horse, 
and occasionally of a giraffe. She had splendid arms, and her 
sleeves were made loose in order to do them justice. Field- 
ing’s first thought, on seeing her, was to wonder grimly how 
Oabrielle V author pe would like her sister-in-law. Perhaps 
it was this thought that made him stand silent after the 
lady had enteredt he room and show no great joy at seeing 
her. 

‘ Why, Fielding, how you have changed!* was her first 
greeting, and she held out both hands to him. lie merely 
touched one. 

‘ You don’t seem very glad to see me, Mr. Fielding.’ She 
drew close beside him as he stood near the chimney piece, and 
tried to fix him with her eyes. 

‘ I don’t think lam particularly glad to see you.* 

*1 have a name, Fielding, haven’t 1 ? ’ 

1 1 beg your pardon ; Mrs. Clarkson.’ 

‘ Mrs. Clarkson ! Why not Paitlina 1 9 

* Stuff ! * was Fielding’s ungracious answer. * I never called 
you Paulina in my life.’ He was almost inclined to add, / and 
Jf don’t believe your godfathers and godmothers did either.* 

* My husband is dead,’ she said. ‘You were his friend ; 
yon might bo a little more kind to his widow.’ 

In truth, it was Fielding’s memory of Yanthorpe and of 
their friendship that made him harsh to the woman now before 
«him. He put on a less ungenial manner, however, and la aid 
her toll the story of Vanthorpc’s death, which, with a prutb ut 
preparation against possible scepticism, she had had attested by 
formal certificates. »She told how he had left but little money, 
and a few gold chains and ornaments and jewels, and liow she 
laid made up her mind to come to London, and find out his 
people, and sec. if they would not receive her. The story was 
long, and was interrupted by many little outbursts of emotion, 
and the exhibition of a good deal of impatience and anger. She 
saw that Fielding did not believe in her tears and her professed 
*grief for her husband, and she occasionally told him so with re- 
newed protestations and outbursts of anger, and now and then 

it 
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an oath* All the time ho was thinking — 4 How can I allow 
this creature and her to come together 1 * 

4 Well, Mr. Fielding/ she said at last, 4 why don't you say 
something? I have told you all my story; you used to have 
talk enough, I remember, when you liked it. Can’t you say 
something now that you know what I want of you ? * 

4 I wish you had not come to London at all/ he said. 4 I 
cannot see why you did come. Why didn’t you remain whore 
you were known, and whero you must have had some friends ? 9 

4 What friends could a widowed woman have like her bus- 
hand’s mother? Haven’t I got great folks for relations ? Ain’t 
they bound to do something for mo and for his child ? Come, 
Mr. Fielding, I ask you that. You think yourself very clever. 
Just you explain that to mo : why shouldn’t I seek out my 
husband's mother and his family ? ’ 

4 But you don’t know who they are, or where they arc, anti 
you are not likely toknow.from me, unless under conditions such 
as it seems to me right to impose on you.’ 

4 You would impose on me fast enough, I dare say/ she said, 
affecting to misunderstand his words. 4 But you arc not likely 
to do that, Mr. Fielding, with all your knowledge. I mayn’t 
have much book-learning, but I am not to be imposed on by 
any tine talk/ 

c All the same, you can’t help yourself/ 

* I don’t know, Mr. Fielding ; that remains to bo seen. I 
know very well that my husband’s name wasn’t Clarkson/ 

4 Yes, of course you know that ; there never was much of a 
secret made about that/ 

4 1 claro say I could change the name soon enough if I 
wanted to/ she said, turning to the looking-glass. 

He caught at the words. 

* That is just one reason why I came here to-day/ he said, - 
4 and why I spent so much time in looking you up yesterday. 

I took it for granted that you would be trying for a lmsbaml 
in London. Now, I am not particularly fond of flattering 
women ’ * 

4 You certainly never wore fond of flattering me/ she inter- 
posed, with a little shrilly laugh. * 

4 Very good. Then I may have the less hesitation in saying 
that you are quito attractive and young enough to have a good 

chance of getting someone to fall in love with you ' 

' 4 Positively a compliment, and from Mr. Fielding — the v 

fiisfchcever paid me. I like it, Fielding, I can assure you/ 

A flush of gratified vanity passed over her face. She looked 



THE HOUSE OH THE SURETY SIDE . 131 

natural for the first moment during their talk. That touch of 
nature that makes the whole world kin is not spoken of by tho 
poet tenderly or pathetically, as those who quote from him 
generally seem to think, but only in irony. Such a touch of 
nature as Shakespeare’s Ulysses meant to describe now mado 
this woman kin to many butter and some worse of her sex. 8he 
forgot her affectation, and her deceits, and her habitual perfidy, 
14 the little instant of unexpected gratification to her vanity. 

'* ■' Fielding went steadily on. 

1 And 1 should think you don’t want to be always encum- 
bered with a child. A man may be willing to marry a widow 
who would think twice before taking her if he had to take a 
child as well. You know that, I suppose? ’ 

4 Mr. Fielding, what a low opinion of human nature you 
must have ! You quite astonish me.* The affectation had all 
come back again. 

‘ Well, what I have to say is this. If I can arrange to have 
your husband’s child taken care of by his people, will you give 
it up ? Will you go away, or get married, and not trouble them ? * 

‘ I do declare, Fielding, you have positively no fooling. Do 
'you think a mother’s heart is like that? * - 

‘ You needn’t try any of that on me,’ Fielding answered. 
‘Keep it for the new admirer, whoever he is. It may take 
him in; it hasn’t tho least effect on mo. I know that you 
would rather have your own comfort and your own way than 
all the children in the world. Your husband knew that as well 
as I do. He knew that you didn’t cave twopence for tho child 
as compared with yourself and your own pleasures.’ 

‘ Well,’ 1 she said composedly, * l never went in for much of 
the sentimental; that’s true enough. But I don’t quite see 
why the child should be taken away from mo. Why can’t 
they receive us both — me and the child 1 ’ 

‘They may receive you both if they like; I have no 
control over that. 3>ut what 1 say is, that I will have nothing 
to do with introducing you to them ; and that I don’t think 
you are the sort t>f poison to have the bringing up of your 
. husband’s child, You know very well whether lie thought so.* 
‘I know lie didn’t think so, and I know who put him up to 
it. I know who was always talking against me. It was you, 
Fielding; it was yon. You never saw anything good in me. 
You were always putting him against me. Was that manly 
conduct, Mr. Fielding, I ask of you ? Was that like a man ? 
— you who are always talking so fine about right and wrong, 
and this, that, and the other ! ‘ Was it, I want to know ? 1 
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She was angry now, and the affectation was gone again. A 
touch, of nature of another kind was illustrating the universal 
kinship. She looked much handsomer when angry than she 
did when affecting gentoel indifference. 

4 1 never spoke to him against you,’ Fielding said, 4 and you 
know that well enough. It was by my advice that he did not 
take his child and leave you long ago ; and I don’t know now 
whether my advice wasn’t a mistake. I didn't think very 

badly of you then ; I thought you were heartless and vain 1 

4 Oh, dear me, what compliments ! What a nico way for a 
gentleman to speak to a lady ! ’ 

4 But that was all I thought of yon. I saw you after trying 
to establish a flirtation over his sick bed with the doctor who 
was attending him. You were ready to make love to anyone 
behind his back ; you won’t deny that to me, I suppose f ' 

She grew' pale with anger. 

‘Mr. Fielding, your conduct is most ungentlemanlike, I 
must say. A gentleman never makes such allusions as that. 
If a lady takes a foolish liking, out of a more whim, not mean- 
ing any harm, it’s a compliment to a gentleman ; and no 
gentlemen ever thinks of throwing it in her face. I never 

before was treated so in all ’ 

4 In all your experiences 1 ' 

4 No, I wasn’t going to say that : I hardly know what I 
was going to say, you put one out so. Anyhow, it ain’t tbo 
pai t of a gentleman ; oh, there, I mean it isn’t the part of a 
gentleman, and that I will say. But it’s no use bringing up 
all these old stories, and quarrelling over things. Why can’t 
we be friends, Fielding 1 Why must you be my enemy ? ’ 

4 1 am not your enemy,’ Fielding said more gently. 4 1 
would serve you if I could, for the sake of old acquaintance, 
and for the sake of your husband, who was my friend. I felt a 
strong friendship for him. I could not be your friend, for you 
know that I think you spoiled his life, and that only for you he 
would have been happy, and might bo alive now. But I want 
to help you, if I can ; and the offer I make is a proof of it.’ 

4 An offer to take away my child from me 2 * 

4 You don't care about the child; and you kn<fcv you are 
not the person to bring up a child. Come : I am not acting 
the part of an enemy to you. Think this over, and I’ll come 
again ; but remember, you can only got to know your husband’s 
name, or anything about him, through me.' 

She dropped into a chair, and folded her arms, and looked 
up at him with saucy half-closed eyes. 
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* Mr. Fielding/ she said, ‘just you listen. ‘I ain’t quite 
come to that yet. When all else fails, and I haven't any other 
hope left of finding out my husband's people, then I may talk 
to you about your terms. But for the present I don't see any 
necessity. I am only just beginning, don't you know; and 
there are lots of ways of finding out tilings in London ; and 
there's no end of chances and strokes of good luck and what 
not, and I can wait a little. I may not want your help at all. 
If I find out the people, I am quite clever enough to play a 
goody-goody part, if that suits them ; and I won't tell any 
stories on myself, you may be sure. I mayn't be as clever as 
you, Mr. Fielding ; but i'm clever enough to know that the 
game isn't exactly played out yet. So that’s my answer, Mr. 
Fielding, and I hops you’ll not consider me rude.' 

Thoy were both playing a game of brag. Fielding was not 
so confident as he professed to be about the impossibility of her 
finding out her husband’s people except through him. She was 
less confident about the chances of her being ablo to do with- 
out him than she would have admitted. She looked at his 
composed face, and a wave of passion darkened her whole ex- 
pression. She suddenly changed her manner of affected con- 
tempt. and carelessness for one of intense anger. 

‘ Fielding,' she said, jumping up from her chair, ‘ I some 2 - 
times think I hate you : I do hate you.' 

* I don’t mind,' he said ; 1 1 am not trying to injure you.' 

‘ You are trying to injure me ; you hate me, and you always 
did. You had better take care.' 

At this moment the servant entered, bringing a little tray 
with some cups and saucers, .and w^ent out again. Paulina 
came over to Fielding, and touched him on the arm, and spoke 
with an odd affected laugh : 

* I am going to have a cup of tea ; I am quite the lady. 
Fielding, as you see ; I must have my afternoon tea. I mix it 
after a fashion of my own ; quite particular. You will have a 
cup, won't you, for old acquaintance' sake, and because we aio 
so very friendly together and so fond of one another ? ' 

- She had moved a little away, and was standing now with 
her side turned to him, and was engaged in mixing the tea at a 
small table closo to the wall. He could not see her preparations, 
hut a faint peculiar smell was perceptible which was certainly 
not familiar to Fielding in connection with the making of tea. 

‘ See,' she said, turning towards him, ‘ I have poured a cup 
for you. ]t can't bo a cup of kindness, I suppose, as the song 
says ; but it may be a cup of uukindness. Anyhow, you won't 
refuse a lady, I’m sure, Mr. Fielding.' 
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For a moment it occurred to Fielding that she might have 
taikefi it into her head to poison him ; perhaps even'to poison 
herself at the some time. He rejected both ideas in a moment, 
for what seemed to him good reasons. 

* You don’t like to drink it ? You are afraid 1 9 she said, 
with a laugh. 

4 1 shall never get any good of her if she thinks she can 
make me afraid of her/ Welding thought. 4 Thank you/ ho 
replied ; 4 1 like tea at all times ; I was going to ask you to 
give me a cup/ 

4 Indeod ! and of my own particular mixture ? ’ She still 
held the cup in her hand, as if playing with his feolings. 

4 Any mixture you like/ he answered carelessly. 4 1 have 
drunk all sorts of decoctions for tea in all sorts of places. I 
am sui'e yours will be far move agreeable than most of them.’ - 

4 Perhaps you won’t find it so ; perhaps you won’t like it 
quite so much as you imagine.* 

4 Oh, yes, thank you ; 1 am sure I shall like it well enough/ 
He stretched his hand out for the cup. 

4 1 ought to drink first, I suppose, being the lady/ she said. 
1 But as you are the guest and the stranger, Fielding, perhaps 
you will lead the way 1 * 

4 Certainly, if you wish it. True politeness consists, I have 
always heard, in pleasing one’s hostess.’ 

4 You really will liave it \ * She fixed her eyes so keenly on 
him that he could see the pupils contracting. He took the 
cup from her hand and bowed to her. The eyes were still 
fastened on him. He drank the tea. -It had a somewhat 
peculiar perfume, but no peculiarity of taste. 

4 What would you say if 1 told you there was poison 
in that ? ’ she asked. 

4 Say I didn’t believe it/ Fielding answered composedly as 
bo handed back the cup. 

4 You are not afraid ? ’ 

4 Not the least in the world/ 

4 Let me feel your pulse.* - - . 

He stretched out his wrist to her. She felt his pulse care- 
fully, all the time keeping her eyes maliciously fixed on him. 
Then she dropped his hand. * 

4 It’s all right enough/ she said. 4 You don’t seem to ho 
put out at all. Yet, I suppose you wouldn’t much like to be 
poisoned, would you ] ’ 

4 No, 1 shouldn’t like to he poisoned; First of all, I like 
being alive; next, I fancy all poisons arc more or less painful. 
But I am not a bit afraid of being poisoned by ybu just now.’ 
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4 Why not f Do you think I am too sweet and good for, 
such a 4hing ? If bo, Mr. Fielding, you do me too much 
honour. * 

4 Not I ; you know very well I don't think you too sweet 
and good to do anything that could be done safely and with 
any advantage to yourself. But it wouldn’t bo quite safe 
perhaps to poison anyone in London ; and besides, you have 
still somejiope of getting at your husband's people through me ; 
and if you were to poison me your only chance would be gone.’ 

She laughed. * You are a clever fellow, Fielding; I always 
said so. I always liked you, although you never liked me. 
No ; I was not trying to poison you ; 1 was only trying to put 
you into a fright. The stuff that smelt so in the cup had no 
harm in it. I may poison somebody some day, perhaps — I 
may poison myself, as like as not — hut not just jet. I am 
not so much down upon my liibk as all that. I ain't quite an . 
old woman yet, Mr. Fielding. I mean, I am not quite an old 
woman. Don't you remember what fun you and Phil used to 
make of me for saying “ I ain't ”1 I am trying to he quite 
genteel now.’ 

4 1 remember Clarkson trying, to cure you of many had 
habits,* Fielding said sternly ; ‘lam glad if ho succeeded in 
any of his attempts.* 

4 M.y 1 aren’t we severe 1 Well, as I was saying, Mr. 
Fielding, when you interrupted me — rudely, too, for such a 
teacher of politeness — I’m not quite an old woman yet,' and 
she glanced coquet! ishly at the mirror over the chimneypiece. 

4 There are persons yvlio might admire me yet, although Mr. 
Fielding don't — I mean, does not. Some people find a young 
widow very attractive, eh, Mr. Fielding V 

Fielding’s eyebrows involuntarily contracted. There was 
something in the words that grated on his ear. They sounded 
like the hint of a blasphemy. She was quick to see that her 
unmeaning words had hit him semehow. 

4 Well, if I don’t think you must be in love with a young 
widow yourself! .I've made a hit, have I ? I shall be jealous 
presentiy, Mr. Fielding.' 

Fielding recovered his composure. 

4 Very well,' he said, and he prepared to go away ; 4 find 
out without me if you can.' 

4 All right,' she answered with seeming carelessness ; 4 keep 
the secret from me, Master Fielding, if you can.' 

4 1 shall not come any more unless you send for me, and 
perhaps not even then. Remember that.’ 
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* My compliments to the pretty widow. I'm sure there is a 
pretty widow/ was her somewhat irrelevant reply. She was in 
a mocking humour now, and he knew it, and he saw that 
nothing was to he gained for his purpose by any further talk. 

- ’When Fielding had gone she abandoned herself deliberately 
to a frantic outburst of passion. She cried, she laughed hysteri- 
cally, she stamped, she seized a bonnet that lay* on a table and 
flung it on the floor and trod upon it again and again, she 
threw herself on the sofa, and that notappearing to be relief 
enough, she threw herself on the ground and writhed and 
wallowed there as if she wero in tortures of bodily pain. 
When at la& she got up her liair was all loose about her 
shoulders,; her dress, which she had torn and clutched at in 
her frenzy, was disordered ; but she seemed to have recovered 
some self-control. She looked in the glass, and indulged in a 
sharp little laugh. 

4 My 1 what a fright I am, ’were her first words. 1 There, 
that’s done me good ; I’m batter now.' 

She began putting up her hair before the glass, and she 
talked to herself meanwhile. 

1 No, Master Fielding, you are very clever, I dare say, but 
you don’t get over me quite so soon or so easy. If they are so 
very anxious to get rid of me, all the worse for them, and alJ 
the better for me. 1 do believe there is some widow that my 
hue Master Fielding is looking after. I think I made a hit 
there. I hate her whoever she is, and I hate him too.' 

There were some symptoms of a lcnowal of the passion-fit 
at these words ; but the woman shook her shoulders and said 
vehemently, 4 No, I won't/ as if she were compelling her temper 
to give a command to itself; and she kept her, word, and did 
not break out again. Nearly half an hour had passed in her 
fever lit and her recovery ; and just then the maid came and 
told her that a gentleman who had been there the day before 
had come again, and was asking after another gentleman who 
ho said had made an appointment to meet him there. 

4 You fool, there has no gentleman made any appointment 
here/ she answered angrily. 4 Don’t you know that as well as 
I do? Go and tell him so,; send him out of that. . . . No, 
don't/ she said suddenly, bethinking, her that might be 
some one who knew Fielding. 4 No, don’t, Annie ; I'll see him. 
Let him wait a moment.' 

She ran upstairs to repair the ravages that her passionate 
mood had made in her hair, her eyes, and her dress; and 
Robert Charlton ivas shown into the s»iltiug-iocm. Ho was 
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looking very nervous and uneasy. His thin hands trembled, 
and he could hardly keep his lips steady. He had followed 
Fielding, had seen him enter the house, and waited until 
Fielding came out and disappeared. Then he presented himself 
with his story about an appointment with a gentleman there. 
He was determined if possible to get to speech of the mys- 
terious Mrs. Clarkson ; and now that his desire was about to 
be so easily accomplished his heart was failing him. If he 
could have got out of the place at once he would; only, no 
doubt, to find his determination to sec the adventure through 
return the moment he had crossed the threshold outward. He 
was still thinking what he should say, when he heard a great 
rustling and trailing of silks, in itself enough to make a timid 
man dread the coining interview ; and in a moment Mrs. Clark- 
son swept into the room, and bewildered him with a low curtsey 
and a glance from her glittering eyes. The lady was not im- 
pressed by the appearance of her visitor. He looked mean, 
and small, and frightened. His nervous agitation showed her, 
however, that he was not an ordinary visitor come on everyday 
business. To Charlton she seemed a most formidable personage. 
Hhe was decidedly taller than lie ; and with a silk dress that 
clung to her figure and showed every movement of her limbs, 
and trailed a yard behind her on the ground, she appeared like 
some siren or sorceress, or other supernatural and unmanageable 
creature. If there was one thing more than another that 
Charlton shrank from, it was talking to a woman taller than 
himself. He was wretchedly sensitive about his short stature, 
and was not fond of coming into comparison with tall men ; but 
to stand beside a tall woman filled him with a sense of un- 
speakable humiliation. 

She did not relieve his embarrassment by saying anything, 
but allowed him to begin his story as he would. lie dropped 
all liis little fable about the appointment, and stammered out 
that he was very anxious to know if it was a Mr. Fielding ho 
had seen coming out of the house a. short time before. To say 
t he truth, he fully, expected to hear that Fielding was known, 
by some other name there. 

Yes, she answered graciously; that was Mr. Fielding: 
did lie know him ? Did he wish to see him 1 Mr. Fielding 
did not live there; he was only an acquaintance. He very 
seldom came. What- did he wish to know about Mr. Fielding 1 

4 If bis name is Fielding/ Charlton said, driven to his wits* 
end, and assured by a sudden instinct that he could thus excite 
her curiosity. He was right. 
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‘ Do you know him by any other name t Doeu anybody 1 * 
lake asked sharply. 

/ 1 have reason to think he has been known by other names, 9 
Charlton said, becoming a little more composed. 

4 I should like to know all about him/ she said eagerly. * I 
only knew him as Fielding. We knew him in New Orleans 
and other places in America, my husband and I my hus- 

band is dead now.* 

‘Oh/ Charlton said, t sort of light breaking in on him. 
‘ Then your name is Vanthorpe, isn’t it! Your husband’s 
name was Vanthorpe/ 

4 My husband’s name was Clarkson ; at least, I only knew 
him as Clarkson. What name did you say ? 1 

‘Yanthorpe. Fielding told mo of a young man ho know 
in the South whose name was Yanthorpe, and who was an 
Englishman of good family — and little wild, and all, that; and 
there was some mystery or other about him ; and I fancy he 
has relations here in London j and Fielding knows them.* 

The tall woman caught him by both hands with a sudden 
energy that almost frightened him. 

. 4 You are the very man I want/ she exclaimed. 4 1 say, 
what good angel sent you here? Sit down; tell me all about 
them. I have come to London express to find them out; and 
Fielding won’t tell me. I say, is any one of them a young widow 1 9 
4 There’s Mrs. Yanthorpe/ Charlton said, not without feel- 
ing his cheeks tingle with shame ; 4 Gabriclle her name is.* 

4 Gabrielle ? Indeed ! Is she a widow ? and young 1 9 
4 She is a widow, and young.’ 

‘ Handsome ? * 

4 Very handsome.’ 

She clapped her hands together. 

4 1 thought so — I knew it ! Well, look here ; tell me, who 
is she?’ 

4 Who is she ? ’ 

4 Just so, exactly. Who is she ? What is she to me ? Sho 
is one of the family, you say V 

4 Oh, yes ! I understand. Well, if your husband really was 

the Vanthorpe Fielding knew ’ * 

4 He was, I tell you ; he must have been/ 

4 Then this Mrs. Yanthorpe must be your husband’s sister-in- 
law. She was married to your husband’s brother ; he is dead this 
year or more.’ 

‘ Gracious ! well, I never ! She is m> sister-in-law ; shan’t 
we be such friends! Now, Master Fielding, with all your 



7 HE HOUSE ON THE SUEDE Y SIDE, 139 

cleverness, yon shall find me a great deal too many for you. 
Now, look here, my friend : what do you want in all this*? 
You can do me no end of good, but I want to see exactly who 
yqu are and why you come here. I don’t suppose you are after 
the young widow, aro you ? Come, tell me out your motive 
like a man! You are in my power already, you know. I 
could tell Fielding. Come, what's your little game? You 
may trust me ; I have had many a secret told to me before 
now.* # 

Charlton began to feel himself in the position of one who 
has sold his life to utter degradation, and who must only go 
down and down farther into the depths. Step by step ho had 
been descending since the unlucky hour when he first thought 
of searching among Fielding’s papers. Ne was now entered as 
a regular accomplice in a vile plot of some kind with a woman 
who already, after ten minutes’ conversation, told him she had 
him in her power. For aught ho could tell, she might have it 
in her will and her power to murder him. Like most hard- 
working Londoners, ho knew little of any quarter of London 
but liis own, and ho had a vagueiiupression that somewhere on 
the Surrey side all the robberies, swindles, and murders were 
planned and prepared. With a sense of indescribable humili- 
ation ho gave the woman to understand that he had suspected 
Fielding of some mysterious and lawless goings-on, that he had 
quarrelled with Fielding, and been insulted by him, and that 
he had set himself to watch Fieldifig in order to find out all 
about bim. When he liad done his story he felt as though 
earth did not contain in all its unnumbered springs of running 
water enough of the pure fluid to wash him clean of stain again. 

1 All right,’ said she, ‘you’ll do,’ when she had got out of 
him every scrap of information he could give. * Do you want 
to make money out of this 1 ’ 

He told her in anger — his anger gave bim momentary 
courage — that ‘he did not want to make money, and she was 
amused at liis earnestness. She asked him for his . address, 
paying she might ^ant him again. He hesitated and faltered, 
but she reminded him that she could tell Fielding the whole 
story, and put Fielding up to find him out, and the miserable 
Charlton gave her his address, and hod to explain to her who 
he was, and how he came to know Fielding, and about his 
occupation, and about his having a wife. 

‘ If I should want you, and you don’t come at once,’ she 
said, ■with a laugh, and greatly enjoying his wretchedness, ‘ I 
can go and call on your wife, you know, and have a talk with 
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her oyer the whole affair. Of course you hav& no secrets from 
yourwife ; I may opon my mind to her *1 ’ 

Charlton saw that she despised him and was making sport 
of him. He left her, and turned homewards, with a sickening 
sensation as if he were some contaminated wretch unfit to come 
near the dwellings of wholesome men. As he crossed West- 
minster Bridge, and looked at the dark water, he thought for a 
moment that if ft were noj^fewe Janet he would drown himself, 
and then it came on him m bitterness that it would bo almost 
better for Janet if he were lying dead under that water ; but he 
only hurried from the sight of the liver. It was too dark and 
fearful ; he had not the courage to look on it any longer. 

CHAPTER X1Y. 

' 4 A FRIEND TO IIER FRIEND. 1 

Much happiness had come to Miss Elvin. Lady Honeybcll 
had called on Gabriclle, and had been very kind to the young 
singer, and had even asked her to pass a few days at her hou>e. 
Miss Elvin, in high delight, had gone home to Camberwell, to 
make preparations for accepting this momentous invitation ; 
Lady Honey bell had even been gracious enough to say that 
Professor Elvin must also come and see her. Mr. Taxal, too, 
Lad called more than once, and been very friendly. The singer 
began to see life like the opening of the blight transformation 
scene in the pantomime. 

Lady HoneybelTs chief motive in her act of kindness "was to 
oblige Cabrielle, for whom she had taken a sudden but very 
strong regard. Gabrielle’s story had touched her in the be- 
ginning, and now she was charmed with Gabriclle herself. 8he 
did not, in truth, much like the little singer so fir, but she 
thought it would at tho worst bo a good tiling to take her off 
that poor dear young Mrs. Vanthorpo’s hands. 

The new change opening for Miss Elvin made Gabriclle 
feel relieved and happy ; she had timo to think of other objects 
of interest — of Claudia Lemuel, who declined to bo called 
1 Miss;* of Janet Charlton; and of Fielding, «aud his untold 
story about Albert’s brother, and the sort of mystery about 
himself. One morning, therefore, Gabriclle set out for Boling- 
broke Place. She had looked up some new and particularly 
dainty work for Charlton to do, and sho wanted to heave some 
friendly talk with Janet if Chariton should happen to be out of 
the way. It was a bright pure day, pure even in London— one 
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of those tantalising days which come as spring is softening into 
summer, and which seem to bear the very essence of immortal , 
summer on their breath. It was a day when the mere sense of 
living is happiness enough to many, and Gabriolle felt so glad 
in the soft sun that she must go and do something or say some- 
thing kindly to some one or her sense of delight would be in- 
supportable. It is not unlikely that she was thinking, too, of 
the possibility of meeting Fielding. J 3 he thought about him a 
good deal on the wav, for Major Leven had made it his duty to 
tell her all he knew about Fielding. Good kindly Major Leven 
was under the impression that he had put Gabriel] e enough on 
her guard when he told her that Fielding had voluntarily 
withdrawn from respectability and, discipline,. and had left his 
home in consequence, the story only raised Fielding un- 
speakably in Gabrielle\s eyes. Mr*. Levrn was not entirely 
wrong in her conjecture. ‘ I always knew there was something 
in him. I always knew he was not like commonplace people,* 
was Gabrielle’s internal comment even while Major Leven was 
striving to impress her with a sense of the impropriety of 
encouraging the acquaintance of such a social outlaw. 

Slio found Janet alone, and woyse than alone— lonely — and 
much depressed. Everything seemed to be going badly with 
them, poor Janet said. Robert had not been the same lately 
at all ; he did not trouble her now so much about fancied 
admirers, but lie was always unhappy, ami ho was very often 
away. Janet did not Ml tiro story of wliat had happened the 
night of the scene with Fielding. She was far too loyal to 
betray what ought to lie kept to herself, even if (la bridle were' 
not too loyal to invito any such confidences; but Gabrielle 
learned qilite enough to know that things were not going well, 
arid that the poor little beauty was unhappy. One thought 
occurred to Gabrielle at once. Perhaps Charlton was poorer 
than he cared to tell his wife. ITe was proud of spirit; jierhaps 
the humiliation of being in want was more than he could bear. 
Perhaps his very affection for Janet was one reason why he 
seemed so changed tpwards her. 

After a while Robert himself came in, looking weaiy and 
scared and miserable. He became still more confused on seeing 
Gabrielle, and cast an inquiring glance at his wife, as if he were 
wondering" what and how much she might liave been telling 
to their visitor. 

Gabrielle talked for a while with him about the work she 
had brought him to do. He tried to seem at his ease, and to be 
at once courteous and independent. But he wr s unmistakably 
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restless and nervous. Janet found some occasion for leaving 
the room ; she had still some faith in the possibility of a word 
from Mrs. Vanthorpe working wonders. Gabrieli© seized the 
opportunity, and came to the point in her quick kindly way. 

‘ I am , afraid Janet is very unhappy, Mr. Charlton/ 

* Does she say so ? * he asked. 

* She doesn’t complain, if you mean that ; but surely you c in 
see that she is unhappy/ 

‘ I wonder who is happy 1 9 he said, with an effort to be at 
once tragic and not ridiculous. * I am not/ 

‘ No/ said Gabrielle eagerly ; * and don’t you see that that 
is the very reason why she is not! I can see well enough that 
you are unhappy, Mr. Charlton, and of course she must see it. 
Oh, yes, excuse me if I seem to jump to conclusions about you ; 
I only mean to he friendly. You aro not happy, and of course 
she is not. I think about her very much. Toll me — is it any- 
thing in which friendship is of any use ? you both have friends/ 

‘ I never had any friends/, he said gloomily. 

‘ Come, now, you must not he unjust. I know you have 
friends ; you have one friend at least/ 

She spoke with as frank an earnestness as if she were talking 
to Major Leven. 

‘Tell me/ she went on, ‘is there anything I can do? I 
would do a great deal for Janet, if J only knew how. I think 
there is so much a friend might do if people would not mis- 
understand each other/ 

Charlton got up from his chair. He dreaded to hoar her 
offer to help him and Janet with money. That would show 
what she thought of him, he said to himself. He was always 
telling himself what she thought of him — that she only con- 
sidered him a humble follower and a poor devil, but not the 
less did he dread the words coming from her own lips to con- 
vince him of what he already believed, 

‘We have never been the same here/ he said, ‘sincotlr.t 
man Fielding came among us/ 

Gabrielle coloured and felt herself growing as nervous as ho 
was. Was this to be some story of jealousy and of Janet ? 
She cordially wished now she had not spoken. * 

‘ Why do you speak against Mr. Fielding ? ' slio asked with 
a coldness that he might have thought ominous if he had had 
his senses more about him. 

1 1 don’t know ; there is something unlucky about him. We 
* have never been the same since he came here. I don’t believe 
bis name is Fieldiug. I know ho goes by other names ; such 
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fellows always do. I hope you don't let him push his acquaint- 
ance on you, Mrs. Vanthorpe ; he is not a person for a lady like 
you to know. I believe he is one of a gang of swindlers that I 
have read about in the papers, and I’ll expose him — — * 

Gabrielle had been listening in perfect amazement. At this 
point she rose from her chair. 

‘ I am sorry to hear you speak in this way/ she said. ‘ I 
thought you called yourself a friend of Mr. Fielding !* 

‘ No, Mrs. Vanthorpe, I don't call him a friend — — 9 

‘I do call him a friend/ Gabrielle said emphatically, ‘ and 
I know he is a gentleman, and Tam sure he is a man of honour; 
and your talk, Mr. Charlton, is unworthy of you, and disgrace- 
ful — yes, I call it disgraceful, and nothing else.' 

Charlton looked up bewildered. At this moment Janet 
came into the room again, and Gabrielle went towards her to 
say a kindly word or two, lest she should think herself included 
in the anger bestowed upon her husband. There had been a 
knock at the door which for the moment no one had heeded, and 
presently Fielding entered the room. He only saw Robert at first. 

‘ Look here, Charlton/ he said, ‘ I fancy I was a little rude 
to you the other night, and I’ve come to say I am sorry for it. 
Y ou were a little off your head at the moment about something 
or other, and I ought to have made allowance for that, and I 
don’t believe I did, and I should like to apologise.' 

At this moment ho saw Gabrielle. A silence fell upon the 
group. Janet was dimly aware that her husband had in i-oine way 
incurred Mrs. Vantliorpe's anger. Charlton did not venture to 
put on an appearance of friendship to Fielding under Gabriel I c’h 
eyes. Gabrielle was divided between anger and curiosity. Field- 
ing was the first to speak. 

‘ I beg your pardon, Mrs. Vanthorpe ; I did not see you 
before. I came here to offer an apology to this surly old Charl- 
ton — this old young Charlton. You must have heard me' talk- 
ing of an apology, and I ought to say that I came to offer an 
apology, not to ask for one.* 

M)o you really owe Mr. Charlton an apology $ ' Gabrielle 
asked, looking not at Fielding but at Charlton. 

‘That I do/ Fielding answered cheerily. ‘We bolii lost 
our tempers a little, I fancy ; but there was nothing to disturb 
me, and so I had no excuse. I dare say Mrs. Chari ion thought 
us a pretty pair of fools.' 

‘ Mr. Fielding feels bound as a gentleman to offer nn apology^ 
when he thinks he has done wrong/ Gabrielle said with a certain 
emphasis. ‘ Do you owe Mr. Fielding any apology, Mr. Charlton? * 
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‘Not ho/ Fielding said, striking in good-liumouredly ; ‘he 
was a little surprised and confused at the time. You see, Mrs. 
Vanthorpe, when one of two people is not surprised or excited, 
I hold him to be responsible for all that happens. It's like the 
steamer and the sailing ship, you know ; the steamer is master 
of itself, and can go fast or slow as it will, and turn any way it 
likes, and so it* must keep out of the sailing vessel's course.' 

Fielding and Charlton had shaken hands. Charlton kept 
his eves down, and only muttered a word or two. Fielding 
ascribed liis awkwardness to the consciousness that he had alsc 
been in the wrong and made a fool of himself. lie pushed 
the whole controversy out of the way, therefore, as fast as he 
could. 

‘ I wish to spe:ik to you, Mr. Fielding,' Gabriello said with 
marked distinctness, ‘ about something very particular.' 

‘ May I have the honour of calling on you — at any hour 
that suits you 1 9 

‘I am going to walk home,' she said. ‘I am very fond of 
walking * will you walk a little way with me ? * 

‘With the greatest pleasure,’ Fielding said with as much 
gravity and as entire an absence of any indication of surprise as 
if such an invitation were one of the everyday occurrences of 
everybody’s life. Gabrielle spoke with the express purpose of 
showing Charlton how friendly she could bo with the man he 
had been slandering. She would have done as much for Charl- 
ton an hour before if anyone had spoken unfairly of him. Janet, 
opened the eyes of wonder as she saw Mrs. Vanthorpe and 
Fielding go down the stairs together. Charlton sat down with 
a dogged air, took up some work, and went viciously at it. 
Ho did not speak a word until his wife said : 

* Is Mrs. Vanthorpe offended with you, Robert 1 Did you 
say anything 'l ' 

‘ I said what I believe to he the truth,' ho answered sharply. 
* I warned her against that fellow. I told her he was no lit 
acquaintance for her ; and he isn't. I told her he was a scamp 
of some kind ; and I know he is.' 

‘ Oh, Robert, how could you 1 I am sure she wouldn't like 
that.' * 

4 What woman ever liked the truth 1 ' he asked scornfully, 
and he applied himself to his work. Janet said no more, but 
looked listlessly out of tlie window. She wondered whether 
they could possibly go to Mrs. Vanthorpe's any more now. 

Gabrielle and Fielding had got into the drear and silent 
little square out of which Bolingbroke Place opened. 
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* I shall not trouble you to walk far with me, Mr., Field* 
ing,’ Gabrielle said. ‘ Suppose we go round this square ? * 

4 Anywhere you wish.’ 

He felt it a strange experience to be thus walking alone with 
her. It was very delightful in its way, but odd, and, under 
present circumstances, not a little embarrassing. She did not 
seem in the least embarrassed. 

They walked on the little flagged footpath that goes round 
the railings of the square, and they were under the branches of 
trees which even in that sombre enclosure the spring was be- 
ginning to quicken into life and to inspire with the memories 
of the greenwood itself and with dreams of the youth of the 
world. 

4 Well, Mr. Fielding V 
4 1 Ixsg pardon.* 

4 You know what I want to ask you about. When I saw 
you at my house you told me nothing. Perhaps it was my 
fault ; I ought to have asked you more distinctly.* 

4 Ok — about poor Vanthorpe ? * 

4 Poor Vanthorpe 1 There is something bad, then — some- 
thing melancholy 1 I might have guessed it. You seemed so 
unwilling to speak.* 

4 The messenger comes in for the blame of the evil tidings,’ 
he said. 4 The news is bad, Mrs. Vanthorpe.* 

4 He is dead $ * 

4 He is dead.’ 

Then there was a moment’s silence. They walked slowly 
under the trees. One of Gabrielle’s great hopes was gone. 

4 Is that the worst 1 * she asked after this pauso. 4 Is there 
anything worse to be told than his death ? What was his life ? * 
4 His life was not bad — not what men call bad. He was a 
man of honour.* 

r 4 Thank God for that,* she said. 

4 He was a friend to his friend.’ 

4 Thank God again. These are virtues — what can one want 
more ? * # 

4 1 am glad to hear you say so ; most women do not think 
so, Mrs. Vanthorpe * 

4 Do not think what ? Do not think that honour, and 
sincerity, and faithfulness to one’s friend are virtues % Mr. 
Fielding, what women can you have known ! ’ 

4 1 meant, that women look for respectability, and church- 
going, and piety, and all sorts of things,’ he said. 4 1 thought 
mere truth, and honour, and faithfulness to one’s friends, were 

L 
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good qualities that only men value ; or that men value more 
than women, at all events. 1 

* Don't think so any more. Well, tell me all the rest-.* 

4 1 will tell you / he said slowly, 1 if you will promise me 
one thing.* 

* I don't like promises ; but tell me what it is.* 

* That you will not try to take any step whatever in this 
matter until you hear again from me.* 

4 In what matter ? * 

4 In — well, in anything that relates to poor Phil Vanthorpe. 
I must ask you that ; I have good reasons for it ; you must 
trust me so far.* 

* Of course I will trust you, and I will promise if you wish.* 
She looked up at him, and their eyes met. Full confidence 
was exchanged. The look was enough; each understood the 
other so far. 

Then Fielding told her all he knew of Vanthorpe, only 
keeping back for the present the whereabouts of the wife and 
child. Gabrielle’s heart swelled with joy when she heard of 
the wife and child. Tears were in her eyes ; as she looked at 
the pavement, it seemed to flicker before her. 

4 Oh, I will go to her/ she exclaimed. 

A thrill of dismay passed through Fielding at the words, lie 
w’as glad that he had bound her safely by a promise. 

‘ JEtemember, you are not to move until I tell you/ lie said. 

‘But the child, Mr. Fielding? 7 

‘Well take care of that. All will come light; but you 
must wait— remember your promise/ 

4 1 do remember it — I do ; but this is so tantalising. I am 
so glad, and so sorry, and so perplexed. What strange chance 
throw mo in your way ? 7 

4 Strange indeed ! 7 he said. 

4 If I had not chanced to meet you over there * — she glanced 
towards Bolingbroke Place — ( I might never have known of bis 
wife and child/ 

4 You might never have known/ He was thinking of 
spmething else ; he was thinking, not altogether joyously, of 
other things that might not have happened if thdjjr two 'had 
not met at Bolingbroke Place. 

He gave her to understand as gently as he could that 
Philip Vanthorpe’s wife was not exactly a woman whom she 
could delight to know. His words made no impression ; 
Gabrielle was evidently only longing for the chance to clasp her 
to her bosom. 
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* I suppose he married a poor girl/ she said. 1 1 am glad of 
it ; I like him the better — I shall like her the better.' 

‘No, it isn’t exactly that. She is not what would be called 
a lady/ 

‘I don’t care about that, Mr. Fielding. Education and 
manners are not everything. I thank heaven I have never 
learned to think them so.' 

He thought it as well to say no more for the present. It 
seemed like sacrilege to intrude upon such unworldly faith with 
any worldly cautions. Thoy spoke a little more of the one 
subject, and then she said, stopping in the square : 

‘ Now, Mr. Fielding, I shall dismiss you. You have done 
mo a great favour. You have made mo very sad, and very 
hopeful and happy, I think ; and besides I look for favours to 
come from you in this matter. Now I want to say one word 
about yourself. I know who you aio, and all about you. Why 
don’t you go and see your brother, and be friends with him % ’ 

He was a little staggered by her unexpected knowledge, but 
ho did not question its genuineness, nor ask her where she had 
got it ; he only said, 

* Well, Mrs. Yanthorpe, my brother and I have not met for 
years, you know ; and I suppose he hardly remembers me, and 
1 am sure he does not care about me.’ 

‘Oli, but you don't know. It is so wrong to judge of 
people in that way. And one’s brother 1 if I had a brother, do 
you think I would allow any wretched misunderstanding to 
come between me and him ? * 

‘ What would you do ] ' he asked, looking with interest into 
her eyes. They were now walking slowly on again. 

‘ What would I do ? Why, I would go to him and call 
him brother, and bare my heart to him. Are there only you 
two left of your family, and you go on in that way, as if the 
world would last for ever, and there were hundreds of years for 
the clearing up of absurd misunderstandings ! Mr. Fielding, 
it is a shame/ 

He was not anxious to break off the conversation. Her 
interest in it delighted him. 

‘You see, Mrs. Yanthorpe, he is the rich man ; he has the 
lands and beeves , and all the rest of it. I am the outlaw; he 
is the good*\)oy7 v I am the idle apprentice. If I were to go now 
and hang around Hives’ gates ’ 

‘ Yes, yes, I understand/ she said impatiently ; ‘ that is 
what you call pride — man’s pride, I suppose; the pride that 
would rather do a great wrong than bo suspected of a small 
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meanness. What docs it matter who suspects you ? No one 
will for whose bad or good opinion you ought to care. 1 

‘But why I, Mrs. Vanthorpe— why not he? * 

* Does he know that you are here 1 Have you written to 
let him know. Was ho likely to bo, found calling on some me 
at Bolingbroko Place as I happened to be ? * 

4 Not with the same motive, certainly.* 

4 How ? I don’t understand.* 

4 Not for the sake of doing good to some poor devils, as you 
were.* 

4 Oh, you don’t know. He probably does all the good ho 
can in his own way. Well, Mr. Fielding, I give you fair 
warning. I am what you call a frioud to my friend ; I am 
that or nothing, and if I, can do anything to bring you and 
your brother together I’ll do it. That I am determined on, 
whether you like it or not. And so good-bye for the present, 
and thank you again.* 

He did not offer to go any farther with her. He looked 
after her for a moment as she went her way ; and when she 
passed out of the square it seemed to become grey and arid and 
commonplace. He walked listlessly along, and as he walked 
he kept thinking to himself that it is such women who make 
men feel sorry they had not led better lives ; and all the common 
errors of youth, and folly, and adventure, and animal spirits 
seemed tilings to put away from memory as much as possible 
when thinking of her. 4 1 think if it were all to do over again 
I shouldn’t mind being called Clarkson/ lie said to himself. 


CHAPTER XV. 

A MAN AND A BROTHER. 

Gabjiielle’s active spirit was again at work. It had now a 
thoroughly congenial task. If she could reconcile these two 
brothers, what achievement could bo more worthy of a woman 
who had devoted herself to the good of her fellows h 

8he thought she could do it. She felt sure she could. It 
was essentially a woman’s work. Woman the peacemaker was 
one of Gabriel le’s cherished ideas. History, perhaps, and the 
common experience of life do not invariably exhibit woman in 
that capacity ; but Gab riel le not merely loved, as we all do, to 
think of woman thus cm ployed- -she firmly believed, as some 
. people perhaps do not, that such was woman’s most congenial 
employment. 8hc felt that A movement towards rec (mediation 
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would come witlx Lest effect from the elder brother w Ixd Lad life 
title, and the holds, and beeves, and all the rest of it, as 
Fielding said ; and the thing was now how to get at Sir Wil- 
berforce Fielding. Doubtless tliis could be done through Major 
Leven. He ought to have means of knowing everyone who 
was called after a philanthropist. But then Gabrielle shrank 
fjrorn making Major Leven a confederate in her plot, and she 
did not like the idea of inviting the unfriendly comments of his 
wife in case of failure, which oven Gabrielle admitted to her- 
self was not absolutely impossible. So she bethought her of 
good Lady lloneybell, and she* found to her great joy that Lady 
Honey bell was well acquainted with Sir Wilberforce, and that 
t-bo would ask him to come and see her on one of her Thursday 
iifiei noons, when Gabrielle could happen to be there also, and 
an acquaintance might be brought about. Gabrielle told Lady 
Honey boll frankly what she wanted to do, and gave her a. 
slight sketch of the family history and the strange adventures 
ami yet stranger character of the younger Fielding. 

Lady lloneybell was interested and amused. 

4 Eh, my dear, it soems to mo that you are a great deal too 
young and too pretty to ho meddling and making between these 
"out Vi non. 1 think you had Letter leave it to me, and see what 
I can do.' 

4 But., Lady lloneybell, what does it matter whether one is 
young or not, if one can do any good ? One can’t be too young 
to try to do good. 1 might not have any right perhaps t j ask 
a stranger, even >011 who are so kind, to say anything about 
Mr. Fielding, lie did not oljict when 1 told h^ 1 would 
speak to his brother if I saw him ever ; but then — ■— * 

1 But then he might not like anyone else to do it?’ the 
kindly Lady lloneybell conjectured. ‘ Well, it is likely enough 
he would rather have you for his second than me, though I 
thiuk I could manage things hotter for all that. Nav, nay, 
don’t look disappointed ; I’m not going to interfere with your 
mission, if you think you have a call that way. It’s a good 
purpose, and I doift sco how any harm can come of it anyhow 
— to you, or to Sir Wilberforce either, for the matter of that. 
You’ll not find him a very romantic person, 1 may as well tell 
you beforehand.’ 

So it was settled that Gabrielle was to tiy her hand on Sir 
Wilberforce at the first opportunity, and the opportunity was 
easily made. One of Lady Honeybrll’s Thursdays was ap- 
pointed ' the hour came, and the man. 

Gabrielle was a little disappointed at first by the appearance 
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of Sir Wilberforce. He was tall and large, florid of face, red- 
dish of hair, with light blue eyes, and a general expression of 
shallow cheeriness. . He was not like his brother, except per- 
haps in height and strength of build ; seen in the back, he was 
a little like a Clarkson Fielding grown stout, and perhaps he 
had a family resemblance in rather well-formed features. If 
Gabrielle could have seen Wilborforce’s mother and compared 
her with Clarkson’s mother she might have understood how and 
where the two brothers came to be unlike each other. After 
being disappointed Gabrielle became suddenly encouraged, for 
Sir Wilberforce was so much older than sho that she felt she 
might say anything to him. He must have been forty at the 
very least, and there was even, it seemed to her, something 
fatherly about him ; altogether she felt quite equal to her task 
now. Sir Wilberforce was formally presented to her, and Lady 
Honeybell was making efforts to withdraw her other guests 
gradually from the immediate neighbourhood, and leave 
Gabrielle to a tetc-ct-tete with Sir Wilberforce. This was not 
at first quite easy. 

1 Have you heard, Lady Honeybell, of what I have been 
doing with my house ? No ? I have been trying an entirely 
new plan of lighting and heating ; the whole place is turned 
upside down. I am convinced that our present system of light- 
ing and heating our houses is opposed to the first principles of 
economy and of health, and I think I have hit upon the right 
way at last.’ 

i Furnaces — stoam-pipes % 9 Lady Honeybell suggested. 
* AnythingUke the American plans ? ; 

1 No, oflraear no, nothing of the kind. Fun) aces, and steam, 
and all that, are quite absurd. You see. you only increase the 
veiy evils you want to avoid. American houses are stifling — 
stifling ; regular hothouses, indeed,’ and Sir Wilberforce laughed 
quietly at his own joke. * The principle is to get the maximum 
of light and of dryness with the minimum of heat. Of course you 
can’t have light without heat, some heat ; but my theory is the 
minimum of heat always. I hold that heat ‘of it&elf generates 
heat. 1 begin at the very beginning, you know. ' I must ex- 
plain my process, Lady Honeybell, if it succeeds— and I am 
sure it will.’ 

1 But I aur so old-fashioned in my ways, Sir Wilberforce, 
and I never could bear having any house of mine turned upside 
down/ 

* No, really, is that so 1 Now, I delight in it. I am always 
trying something new. After all, you know, practical science 
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is the great thing. It’s the spirit of the age. Science belongs 
to all time, but practical science, you know, belongs to our time. 
I am always occupied in practical science.’ 

* Now, Mrs. Vanthorpe,’ Lady Iloneybell suggested, 1 is a 
young woman, and she is in love with every new discovery, I 
am sure, and I don’t suppose she has a great many calls upon 
her time just now, and I dare say a little absorption in some- 
thing would do her all the world of good. Why don't you go 
in for trying some of these new processes in your house, Mrs. 
Vanthorpe ? I’m sure Sir Wilberforce is the kindest — oh, he 
would be delighted to explain them all to you any time.’ 

4 Delighted, delighted,’ Sir Wilberforce said, looking more 
closely at Gabrielle, whose name he had not quite caught at 
first, and whom he supposed to be a Miss something or other. 
Sir Wilberforce was not much drawn towards Misses ; he did 
not find that as a rule they cared for the application of science 
to the business of practical life. 

4 I like to hear of anything that is new,’ said Gabrielle, 
doing for the moment a little bit of hypocrisy. The hero of 
older days had to stoop down in order to be made a knight. 
Perhaps this was allegorical, as a sort of excuse for the destiny 
which compels even the most chivalric impulse to stoop now and 
then in order to get leave to accomplish its lofty mission. 

4 Should you really \ * Sir Wilberforce asked. 4 1 am de- 
lighted to hear it. I like of all things to find a lady hiking jin 
interest in tho practical application of science. 1 have turned 
myself altogether to such pursuits. I don’t trouble much now 
about politics — don’t see the use of it. Poor father was a great 
philanthropist 3 I don’t trouble about philanthropy tn his sort 
of way, you know. I think a man may do more good now by 
helping to develop practical science. The time is gone by for 
emancipation, and abolition, and all that sort of thing, Mrs. 
Vnntlioipe — don’t you think so] And missions to teach re- 
ligion to tho heathen, and gospel in foreign parts, and all that — 
well, I subscribe to them all, you know, because poor father did; 
but I give you my* word, Mrs. Vanthorpe, I sometimes wish 
the hoathen would come over here, and do a little missionary 
work among us. Yes, yes I don’t you think so 1 ’ 

4 Now is my time,’ thought Gabrielle. 

4 You do good in ono way, Sir Wilberforce — your father did 
good in another ; everyone must have his path in life. I know 
a member of your family — ' and colouring slightly she made a 
plunge at her subject. She was at once stimulated and alarmed 
by the kindly encouragement of Lady Honeybell, who, being 
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somewhat short of sight, was sending eager inquiring loots 
towards her, and was assisting them by slight pantomimic 
gestures at once urging her on and questioning as to the pro- 
gress she was making. 

1 1 beg your pardon ? ’ Sir Wilberforce said. * Yon were 
speaking of some member of my family, Mrs. Vanthovpe 1 * 

* I know a member of your family — your brother/ 

‘ My brother % Yes, yes ! I have a brother, but I have 
not seen him these many years, poor fellow ; shouldn’t know him 
from Adam if he were to walk into this room, I dare snv. 
But you were saying you know him. You must have been 
very young when you knew him, Mrs. Vauthorpe, for he has 
been ever so long away. I wonder where he is now V 

4 He is in London,’ Gabriello said quietly. 1 1 saw him only 
a few days ago/ 

4 God bless my soul ! you. don’t mean that 1 Quite sure you 
are not mistaken, Mrs. Vantliorpe ? lie’s l>ocn away so long, 
you know, and we never heard anything about him. I almost 
fancied he was dead really/ 

‘He is not dead; ho has come back to London, Sir 
"Wilberforce, and I am sure he is very anxious to see you/ 

* Do you tell me so 1 1 loally, now '/ Poor ( iaikson ! why, 

we haven’t met for years. 1 shall be so delighted. If you 
should happen to see him again, Mis. Vantliorpe, would you 
ask him to give me a call ? L w on dor whore lie has been all this 
time ? * 

4 I think lie would take it more kindly if you were to call on 
him, Sir Wilbeiforco. IFe is a little pu>uc1, perhaps ; and I 
believe he is under the impression that there was a sort of 
quarrel or estrangement of some kind/ 

4 Do you think so 1 Does he think so ? Quarrel — estrange- 
ment — oh, dear no, except that of 00111*80 there must be some 
estrangement when a young fellow takes himself off to the other 
end of the world and does not come back for years and year*. 
Poor father, he was as good a man as over lived, Mrs. Vanthoip », 
hut I always thought he was wrong about Clarkson, you know. 
I always told him so, and I can assure you ho didn’t like to bo 
told it one hit. Clarkson was a good fellow, you know, and a 
very clever fellow, but a little wrongheaded — a little wrong- 
headed. Poor father and he didn’t hit it off somehow. Claik- 
son’s mother was odd, a little odd ; very clever, quite clever, 
but a little odd. We made up an odd household at that time. 
I fancy Clarkson was tired of the whole thing; after his mother 
died, you know. And he has really come back, you tell me ? 
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Not very well off, I suppose 1 or did he make money in — when- 
ever he was ] They often do, you know/ 

. On this point Gabrielle could offer no opinion. 

‘ No, of course not ; he wouldn’t talk to you about such 
things as that. Why, I haye any amount of money standing to 
his account — his allowance that he wouldn’t take, and poor 
father wished it to be always kept for him. He wasn’t unkind, 
poor father, only a little ocld, you know.’ 

4 I suppose he was very sorry when his son went away,’ 
Gabrielle said ; 4 did he blame himself? ’ 

‘ Blame himself, Mrs. Vanthorpe? Oh, no, not ho — that 
wasn’t his “way. lie always thought he was right in everything 
— never supposed he could be in fault. He wouldn’t have done 
a wrong thing for the world if ho had only known he was doing 
wrong, but that was the tiling you never could convince him of; 
ho never would see it ; he was always sure he was right. And 
so Clarkson has turned up again ? I wonder if he lias picked 
up some new things —now ideas — abroad. I don’t think he 
used to care much about practical science, but travel and 
experience change a man. I hope he isn't married, Mrs. 
Vanthorpe 1 I wonder if he remembered to tell you anything 
about that.* 

4 No, I am sure he is not man*ied,’ Gabrielle said, with as 
little approach to a smile as Sir Wilberforce had himself when 
ho gravely put tho question. 

4 I’m very glad to hear it. A man should not marry so 
young as that. I don’t think Clarkson can be thirty yet — no, 
I am sure he isn’t quit# thirty. 1 have a theory, M us. Vanthorpe, 
that a man ought not to many until ho is forty. Don’t you 
agree with me i or have you thought the matter over at all ? 
Have you given any attention to it ? ’ 

Gabrielle not giving an answer at once to this question, 8ir 
Wilberforco became possessed with the conviction either that 
she was married to a very young man or that she was a widow, 
in either of which cases the discussion he had started would lie 
unsatisfactory. H8 therefore turned tho conversation at once 
upon his brother again. m 

4 So much obliged to you, Mrs. Vanthorpe, for telling me 
about poor Clarkson. I’ll call on him at once. By tho way, do 
you know where he is living ? ’ 

Gabrielle described the locality of Bolingbroke Place to tho 
surprised baronet. 

* ‘ What an odd sort of place ! I wonder how he found his 
way over there ] Dare say he must be hard up, poor Clarkson ! 
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Do you know the number, Mrs. Vantborpe ? Pity don’t mind, 
though — don’t trouble yourself. I never should remember it. 
1*11 call at your house, if you will allow me that honour, and if 
you will be kind enough to have his address found for me I’ll 
write it down then and there, and I’ll go to see him at once.’ 

The delighted Gabriello made an appointment on the instant 
to receive a call from Sir Wilberforce the next day but one. 
Sho could hardly believe in her success. Everything seemed to 
be shaping itself specially to the ends of her little plot. For the 
moment Sir Wilberforce talked of visiting her she formed a new 
and a chaiming plot. 

‘A very delightful young woman your friend Mrs. Yan- 
tliorpe,* Sir Wilberforce whispered to Lady Honeybell as he was 
taking his leave. ‘ Sonsible woman, too ; has some interest in 
practical science.’ 

* She’s a dear good creature,’ Lady Honeybell answered, 
evading the question as to practical science. 

‘ Husband dead 1 ’ 

Lady Honeybell nodded, and Sir Wilbeifoiee took his leave, 
, not without casting a glance back at the comer of the room 
whore Gabiielle was now sitting. 

Presently Gabiielle too was depaiting. 

‘How goes the benevolent plot, my dear 1* Lady Hone} bell 
asked in a low tone. 

i Oh, Lady Honeybell,’ Gabriello replied, her eyes all lighting 
up w ith joy. 4 1 do think I have done something good to-day — 
1 do indeed.’ 

‘ Indeed, I shouldn’t wonder,’ said Lacty Honeybell. 

If there was a restless sleepless pillow m London that night 
it was that which Gabiielle Vanthnrpe pressed. She was 
absorbed in her schemes and hopes, and would have cordially 
besought the gods to annihilate time and space to bring two 
bi others together. One of her hopes had sunk below her 
horizon. It had risen and gone down again with as sudden a 
burst as tbat of the sun seems to be when we watch him rising 
or setting on the sea. She was never to see tho lost brother of 
her husband, now at length known to be lost indeed. She 
would never have the chance of restoring that sou to his mother. 
But it was yet open to her peihapsto do some good even in that 
direction. There was a wife, and there was a child, and she 
would not he prevented by any considerations of prudence or 
propriety from striving to hold out a helping hand to the woman 
who had so near a claim on her. In the mean time she had the 
opportunity, rarely given to anyone in common life, of bringing 
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two brothel’s together who had long been estranged, and that 
was enough to fill her tho ights and make a night restless. She 
had been disappointed in Sir Wilberforce Fielding, as Lady 
Honeybell predicted, but not by any means as Lady Honeybell 
expected. She was agreeably disappointed. He was odd, 
Gabriclle thought, and a little absurd, and something perhaps of 
a borq, but she was convinced that he had a good and kindly 
heart, and that ho only needed to see his brother in order to be 
drawn towards him — as she herself had been, Gabrielle thought 
simply. She liked the younger brother, and she was sure she 
would like tho elder too. 

Tho day and tho hour had come. Gabrielle had arranged 
all her plans admirably. Sir Wilberforce was coming to see her 
at five o’clock, and she had written a short note to Clarkson 
asking him to call on her as soon after five as possible without 
telling him why or wherefore. She had given instructions that 
Mr. Fielding was to be shown in when he came, but that his 
name was not to be announced. She counted a good deal on the 
dramatic effect of surprise. Sir Wilberforce, she foared, might, 
if formally prepared for what ho had to expect, take things too 
coolly ) his brother, on tho other hand, if allowed to expect any- 
thing, would expect too much, and would go away disappointed. 

\ Sir Wilberforce came punctually to the moment. He had 
been puzzling himself as to how Gabrielle had come to know 
Clarkson, or even to know of his being in London. He had not 
thought anything about this when first she spoke to him, hut 
now it puzzled him a good deal. In his experience of life ho 
had not known of wojaen who went out of their way to take 
any trouble about young men of their own class unless w here 
some very close friendship existed or the possibility of a yet 
closer tie. Englishwomen didn't do such things, he thought ; 
tho3 r don't like tho idea of having remarks made. Yet here 
was an Englishwoman who evidently did not care about the 
remarks that might be made. This in itself was disturbing to 
one's established notions of things. Sir Wilberforce was not a 
very clever person, lior was his a particularly lofty order of 
being ; but ho was without affectation, and was prepared so far 
to understand a woman like Gabrielle Vanthorpe. 

‘ Good day, Mrs. Yanthorpe,* he said, as he entered Gabriclle's 
room, smiling, fresh, and florid, looking not at all unlike a more 
reasonable Frenchman’s notion of a typical English Milor. ‘ So 
good of you to allow me to visit you. I hope you haven’t taken 
the trouble to write down this boy's address for mo 9 Ho, no ; 
it would be too bad to give you that trouble. I was going to 
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ask you, too, if you don’t mind telling me, how you came to 
know of poor Clarkson’s existence, and where he is, and all tlmt. 9 

Gabrieli© felt that the moment had come. While Sir Wil 
berforce was speaking, she saw the younger Holding enter the 
room. Fielding knew his brother at once. Sir Wilberforco 
hardly noticed the new-comer, but stood quietly waiting for 
Gabrielle to answer. 

* Come/ said Gabrielle, not without a certain trepidation and 
a tendency to break down, * I have brought you two brothers 
together and — and — * she did not exactly know what to say 
next. 

4 Why, this is never Clarkson 1 ’ Sir Wilborforce said, hold- 
ing out his hand. Yes, but it is, though. How do you do, 
Qlarkson f 9 

4 Well, Wilberforce/ said Clarkson ; and he did not say any 
more. They. shook hands. 

4 Should never have known you again/ Wilberforco observed. 

4 I say, what a tall goocl-looking fellow you have grown. 1 was 
just going to see you ; came to get- your address from Mrs. Van- 
thorpe ; ask her if 1 didn’t.* 

4 You’ll find me in a queer old shop/ Fielding said ; 4 ask Mrs. 
Vautliorpe if it isn’t.* 

4 Never mind about that/ Wilborforce interrupted ; 4 I*ve a 
lot of money for you, you know ; all your own.* 

4 I*m all right ; I don’t want money.* 

4 Poor father’s dead, you know.* 

4 1 know/ said Fielding. 

Thus the two brothers met for the first time after a lapse of 
long years and after changes that cannot be measured by yens. 
It might have seemed the coldest and most unsatisfactory meet- 
ing possible under such circumstances. But to Gabrielle, whose, 
imaginative temperament did not always lead her astray, it did 
not thus appear. She was sure that the younger Fielding was 
satisfied with the manner in which his brother had received 
him, and that cordiality would' soon set in. She was satisfied 
with them and with herself. As she stood a littlo apart from 
the brothers she felt tears of delight rising in her eyes. 

4 You’ll come and stay with me/ Wilberforce said, 4 and we’ll 
talk over things % * 

4 Well, I don’t know about staying with you ; we*ll talk 
about that.* 

4 Oh, yes, of course you will stay with your brother/ 
Gabriello said, breaking into the conversation. 4 You must do 
whatever your cider brother wishes you to do.* 
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\ i Of course he must, mustn't he, Mi'S. Yanthorpe?' Sir 
■Yilberforce asked, turning to her, and delighted that she had 
Bitered into the talk. Both the brothers, it must be owned, 
Brew more cordial in their manner when relieved from the 
Reactions of the tete-ct-tcte. Gabrielle saw this well enough. 
Khe rest will como in time, she thought. The brothers weut 
t way together. Sir Wilberforce had been wondering whether 
Clarkson would stay after him, and would act like one whoso 
character as an intimate frierid gave hini a right to do so. But 
he saw that Clarkson seemed to claim no such right, and when 
the elder rose to go the younger rose too. 

Sir Wilberforce was rapid and profuse in his expressions of 
thankfulness to Gabrielle. His brother said nothing. When 
they wore going, Fielding the younger was a moment behind 
Sir Wilberforce, and Gabrielle caught at the chance. 

4 Have I dona well ? ’ she asked. 

4 As you always do,' he answered. 4 You couldn't do any- 
thing that, was not well.' 

4 You arc satisfied with your brother V 

4 1 am sure lie is a good fellow ; I know he is ; I like his 
expression ; I trust to it.' 

4 Oh, so do I,' said Gabrielle fervently. 

Fielding followed his brother. As they were going down 
the stairs Gabrielle could hear Wilberforce saying in his odd 
tpiick way, 

‘You must have lots of tilings to tell me. I say, you ought 
to have picked up all sorts of new ideas abroad about practical 
science, and all that. I'm so glad to hear that you arc not 
(married. Too soon lor you to think of that — much too soon. 
I am hardly thinking of getting married yet ; daresay I must 
some day.' 

GabrieUe's plot had succeeded beyond her best expectations 
—so far. 


CHAPTER XVL 

4 1 WILL DISCOURSE WITH MY PHILOSOPHER.’ 

It was Sunday; the bells wero clinking and chiming for tho 
churchgoers all over London, and were making their jangle heard 
even in Gabrielle's sheltered little demesne. With the smell 
of tho leaves and the rustle of tho branches all around her, 
Gabrielle found the echoes of tho bells blend and lose them- 
selves in sweet vague memories of delicious summer Sundays 
long ago —her e long ago ' — in the country, when the air was so 
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soft and quiet that the crow of some distant cock seemed as if 
it might have roused all the world from sleep. Few sensations 
can be more sweet and tantalising than that sudden illusion of 
the country in the midst of London; it is like the breath of the 
west wind that on a soft, mild winter day deludes and delights 
one for a moment with the thought that spring has come. 

Gabiielle felt in a mood to be very happy. She began to 
think of late that she had not been living in vain. She had, 
however, for some time been haunted by the thought of Claudia 
Lemuel, whom she had promised to visit some Sunday ; and now 
this was a Sunday.- 

Gabrielle was one of that rare class of beings, sometimes 
found rather trying by their friends, with "Thom a promise 
given is a conscientious burden, and almost a physical torment, 
until it be fairly redeemed. 

1 1 must go to see Miss Lemuel to-day : I cannot neglect her 
any longer/ Gabrielle said. ‘ Will you come, Gertrude f i Don’t, 
if you don’t like — you are not bound ; but I promised, and I ' 
am really anxious to see her, and to hear what she can have to k 
say about ber philosophy and all the rest of it : it may do one j 
good. Besides, her mother has gone, and the poor girl is all 
alone. One must fed for her.’ 

4 If that old woman were my mother/ the gracious Gertrude 
said, * I should feel very much obliged to her for taking herself 
oil* anywhere and leaving me to myself.* 

i All, but then she is her mother ’ 

1 Yes, that’s the nuisance of it ; if she weren’t, one might get 
lid of her/ 

‘ Then you don’t dare to cornel ' Gabrielle said, a little dis- 
couraged ; * well, I feel bound to go, Gertrude/ 

‘ Oh, I should like to go very much/ Miss Elvin said 
hastily. She could not by any means aiford to seem regard- 
less of Gabrielle’s wishes just yet. ‘ But I fancied my brother 
would call to see me to-day — he would call about five ; we could 
hardly bo back so soon, perhaps 1 but he may not be able to 
come/ 

‘Your brother, Gertrude] Wait for your brother, by all 
means. That is much better for you than going to see Miss 
Lemuel. You are not pledged to her at all/ 

It was settled that Miss Elvin was to remain at home on 
the chance of her brother calling. Miss Elvin did not really 
expect her brother, but she was lazy, and hated the thought of 
going to be bored by Miss Lemuel; and besides she had a faint 
hope that Mr. Walter Taxal might put in an appearance that 
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day, and it would be very satisfactory to have him all to her- 
self. She felt very free and hopeful, then, when Gabrielle had 
fairly gone out of the place. 

Miss Elvin was on one of her not infrequent visits to 
Gabrielle. She was one of the sources of Gabrielle’s recent 
happiness, for Gabrielle was able to believe that she had helped 
to open a career for the child of song. 

The iptroduction to Lady Honey bell had been to Miss Elvin 
liko the piece of lead which the philosophical experimentalist 
hands to the poor man in the c Arabian Nights/ and out of 
which come all the chancos that bring high fortune. She sang 
at Lady Honeybees parties, she sang at other parties, she was 
invited to sing everywhere ; Rhe was becoming the songstress of 
the season in private life ; she was well paid and liberally com- 
plimented. An eminent and fashionable artist pronounced her 
beautiful after the true form of beauty, and several young men 
who had thought her an ugly little girl before, raved about her 
peerless charms from that moment. She only sang in private, 
and said that was all she intended to do ; although in her secret 
heart she still cherished high above almost every other ambition 
the longing to come out on the stage of the grand opera and 
make a splendid success there, and sec the whole town at her 
feet. This was almost her highest ambition, but there was one 
still higher, and that was to be married to a man with position 
and money. She was a very shrewd lfttle person, and seeing 
t that success in opera did not by any means depend so much 
upon the patronage of a select few as upon the critics and the 
‘great big stupid public/ she was well content to try her chance 
for a season or two in private. If during that time she could 
induce a man of position to fall in love with her, ho would be 
very much more likely to marry her, she thought, than if she 
had actually made her appearance on the stage. Meantime, 
she had made her brother give up the Camberwell residence and 
take a bedroom in one of the small West-end streets, where 
there could be a room also for her at any time when she needed 
such shelter. But for the present she had little need of it. She 
lived at Lady Honeybees or at Gabrielle’s, or at the house of 
any other lady who chose to ask her to spend a few days. She 
had in fact thrown herself upon the world to be prptected, cared 
for, and sheltered ; and the world, as is its lazy wont, had ac- 
cepted the trust unquestioning, and protected, cared for, and 
sheltered her. It is«marvellous how much of this duty a certain 
olass of being can calmly impose upon other people. The person 
who undertakes such a part must have a genius for it ; training 
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will not do, nor will any amount of patient resolve enable him 
or her to acquire the art to whom it has not been the sponta- 
neous gift of bountiful nature. A shy man might as well try to 
teach himself to be at once pushing and oasy as one who has not 
Miss Elvin’s faculty go about to acquire the knack of it. 

Miss Elvin had set her heart especially on Walter Taxal. 
There was much about him which would have suited her 
exactly. He was the son of a lord ; ho was called 1 the Honour- 
able; * his wife would be 4 the Honourable Mrs. Taxal.* He was 
not dependent on a younger brother’s allowance — she had found 
out that he had money from his mother ; he was fond of music, 
and naturally lie would have musical parties at his house, when 
he was married, and he would be proud of his wife’s singing; as- 
suming of course that that happy being could sing. Between her 
and the possib|e realisation of this ambition, Miss Elvin saw one 
barrier, and that was the person of the all -unsuspecting Gabrielle 
Vantliorpc. Miss Elvin had made up her mind that Gabrielle 
was anxious to become the Honourable Mrs. Taxal; the way she 
went on to that unfortunate young man, Miss Elvin said to her- 
self, was quite shocking. He must surely see it, she thought ; . 
but then young men were so weak sometimes, and this one 
young man was so goodnatured that she greatly feared the au- 
dacious arts of Gabrielle Vanthorpe might fail to meet with 
their just discomfiture. 

Professor Elvin was in a certain sense a confidant of his 
sister’s plans and hopes. At least, if she did not tell him of , 
her own designs on Mr. Taxal and ask directly for his sympathy, 
she told him of Gabriel le’s designs on that youth and appealed 
for his reprobation ; and Professor Elvin understood, and gave 
Lis best hopes and wishes accordingly. It should be mentioned, 
perhaps, that he now began to think of dropping the title of 
Professor. Not long since, it was his ambition to be thus al- 
ways addressed : but ambition’s goal of yesterday is the start- 
ing-point it longs to lea vo belli nd to-day, and Elvin now would 
rather havo the professorship forgotten altogether. He had 
sometimes, when meeting military men, spoken of himself as a 
brother in arms. This was a modest playfulness on his part. 
He talked of himself to guardsmen as a brother in arms with 
gentle deprecating vanity, inasmuch as he taught one branch of 
the general profession of arms which they followed, hut now he 
was a little inclined to allow the brotherhood of arms to become 
a closer kinship. He began to be under the impression that he 
hod at some time held iter Majesty’s commission. This is a 
favourite illusion of a certain class of actors, and it now became 
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a cherished article of faith with Mr. Elvin. He looked forward 
to becoming Captain Elvin in course of time. If unhappily he 
had not made the acquaintance of Gabrielle in the days when 
the professorship was a self- conferred honour, and insisted on its 
recognition, he would have been Captain Elvin to her all at once. 

Meanwhile Gabrielle has found Claudia Lemuel at home.- 

Claudia lived, as she had told Gabrielle, in chambers. 
She did not live in lodgings, but in chambers. The cham- 
bers were in one of the newer streets in the neighbourhood 
of Buckingham Palace. They were on one of the higher 
ranges of a building occupied as to the ground-floor by the lega- 
tion of a small foreign state ; and as to the upper stages by an 
artist or two, a mysterious wine company or two, and a foreign 
dressmaker who professed a^new principle? — and of course by 
Claudia Lemuel. Claudia’s chambers consisted ■* of a sitting- 
room, a kitchen, and three bedrooms. Two of the bedrooms 
were for the young persons whom Claudia called her friends and 
whom other mortals would have called maid-servants. JLt was 
pn*t. of Claudia’s principles that the two girls must be on an 
"absolute equality with her as regards meals and sleeping accom- 
modation. One of the two women was a faithful friend and 
follower of Mrs. Lemuel, and had got to understand Claudia’s 
ways; the other was the sixth or seventh newcomer on whom 
the principles of equality and Claudia’s ojvn special pessimism 
had been tried in succession without any good effect in the way 
*>f the exaltation of character. One young person had taken 
first to wearing and afterwards to pawning Claudia’s petticoats 
and stockings, and when remonstrated with argued rather 
saucily that Claudia told her one was as good as another in 
that place, and she didn’t mind for her part Claudia’s borrow- 
ing her petticoats and stockings if she liked. Claudia thought 
ihere was something in the argument, but had to dismiss her 
all the same. Another girl got into the way of going out at 
night and not coming hack until the following morning. Two 
or three gave instant warning on being told that Claudia’s 
principles forbade any beer. One came home one afternoon 
rather excited, and replied to Claudia’s appeal about the lower- 
ing of the dignity of womanhood by brandishing a carving-knife, 
and the police had to be invited to intervene. 

Gabrielle was lucky enough to reach the -chambers for the 
first time while there was a new gjrl fre&h from the country on 
tidal, who had not yet been found wanting. No other visitor 
.had yet arrived, and Gabrielle had time to exchange a few 
words with Claudia, to ask about Claudia’s mother and bray 

u 
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that she had started on her tour, and then to speak of other 
things. 

4 What pretty furniture you have ! ’ Gabriel le said. 4 All of 
the same whito wood. What is that pretty white wood ? * 

4 Common white deal/ Claudia answered, delighted to have 
an opportunity of explaining. / Tho cheapest deal. I have had « 
everything made for myself, everything in tho room. It is a 
principle of mine.* 

4 To have everything made for yourself? * 

4 Oh, no, but to have everything made on the principle of 
truth. No paint, no varnish, no table-covers, no chair-covers, 
no imitation of any thing. What is beauty ? Utility. What is 
utility ? That which, while best serving its purpose, is tbo 
cheapest and easiest to procure. You will ask mo why not 
solid oak or ebony ? Because they do not combine the maximum 
of utility with the minimum of cost/ ' 

4 Yes/ said Gabrielle. 

The conversation was interrupted by the arrival of some 
visitors. This was the day when Claudia regularly conversed 
with the friends who were anxious like her, and by her minis- 
tration, to find out the truth in every tiling and to strip all 
doctrine bare of excrescence and of illusion. Claudia presented 
each of her visitors in turn to Gabriello. She called everyone by 
her baptismal name except Gabrielle, who was not supposed to 
be yet converted to the recognition of the fact that any addition 
to the name is an untruth. To do Claudia’s little sisterhood 
justice, it was unlike most sects in the fact that if cheerfully ad- 
mitted difference of opinion and variety of practice. Gabrielle 
hacl nover before seen or heard of any sect whose action illus- 
trated no principle of exclusiveness. 4 Is thero ’■ — the whimsical 
question came up in her mind — 4 only one truly free and liberal 
sect on earth? and is it represented by a handful of girls and 
women in a little room at the top of a house in a small London 
street ? ’ Gabrielle began to grow melancholy. 

4 My friend Letitia Roberts/ the eager Claudia went on with 
her introductions. 4 Letitia is tho celebrated poetess. 8hc is tho 
authoress of 44 Alcyone, or the Central Sun.” It is a metaphysi- 
cal poem. You have read it, perhaps ? ’ 

4 1 have not read it/ Gabrielle answered — ‘yet/ 

4 1 will send you a copy of it, if you will allow me/ the 
poetess 6aid. She tvas a tall and elderly woman to whom 
Gabrielle’s heart went out in a moment, her black dress looked 
so rusty. In another country, Gabrielle thought, such a woman 
would have distinction. She did not stop to put any questiou 
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to herself as to the geographical situation of the better land 
■which would have crowned tho authoress of 4 Alcyone/ 

4 Elizabeth Eagle/ Claudia said, introducing a rather pretty 
girl, whose youthful face contrasted oddly with the little old- 
fashioned corkscrew ringlets that adorned it. 4 Elizabeth has 
published a remarkable series of letters on the new political 
economy. You arefamiliar with the name of Barbara Severance ? 
She is the editor of the 44 Religious Dissector,” a monthly organ 
of advanced public opinion, intended to show the central fallacy 
underlying all creeds hit! or to accepted among men. Elizabeth's 
letters on the new political economy appeared lii st in the “ Dis- 
sector.” They were then called 44 A Political Gospel for True 
Men/” 

4 When we speak of men, of course we mean women also/ 
the editor of the 4 Religious Dissector ’ explained. She was a 
bright- eyed, fat little woman of about five and-forty, with a 
beaming expression of kindness ; just the sort of woman from 
whom children instinctively expect bread and jam, with plenty 
of jam. 

4 Of course/ Gabrielle said. 

4 1 am glad to hear you say “ of course ” so cordially/ 
Barbara Severance remarked. 4 Women out in the world don’t 
always fall in with our views/ 

4 1 am not much in the world, but I don’t see how anyone 
could object. Why should anyone object 1 ’ 

4 Wc don’t admit any difference between man and woman/ 
Barbara explained. 4 At least, I don’t. I deny that natures 
intends 11s to admit any. I see that my friend Sam Crossloy 
shakes her Load; she has a different creed. She holds that 
man is the imperfect or lower or unfinished animal, and is des- 
tined to pass away altogether in time. Now, 1 don’t admit that 
nature makes any imperfections.’ 

4 But then you must allow 1110 to say something on that, 
Barbara/ another lady interposed, speaking in a sweet, soft 
monotone. 4 1 deny altogether the existence of nature. What 
is nature in your sense ? ’ 

4 Nature is a gasf/ said a sliarp little girl with round eyes. 

4 Nature, I should say/ Claudia interposed , 4 is a movement ; 
of course I only speak metaphorically and for the sake of being 
understood. The movement of the imperfect to resolve itself 
into the perfect is my interpretation of nature.’ 

4 Would you not rather call it a tendency, Claudia ? ’ a slender, 
fashionably dressed philosopher sweetly asked. 

4 Perhaps it would be a clearer way of conveying the idea 
m2 
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which you and I have in our minds, Sophia, if we were to call 
it a tendency/ Claudia replied. * I gladly accept your correction, 
Sophia.* 

‘ Not a correction, certainly, Claudia/ Sopiia gently remon- 
strated. * I do not presume to correct Claudia Lemuel. I 
understand my intellectual position better. But it does seem 
to me, that in your sense — which, pardon me, Jeannette * — to 
the lady of the monotone, * I know is not yours— nature would 
be a tendency rather than a movement/ 

Gabriel le did not find her ideas of the relations of man to his 
surroundings much cleared up by assuming nature to be a ten- 
dency rather than a movement. But it was evident that the 
compromise appeared to remove a difficulty from the way of 
some of the fair philosophers in Claudia’s chambers, and 
she was glad that a point of agreement had been thus found early. 

‘ We could hardly do better, I think/ one of the ladies now 
suggested, 4 than ask Claudia to tell us what thoughts occur to 
her on the subject of nature as a tendency/ 

A little murmur of approval went round the room. The 
lady who was addressed as Sara Crossloy seemed to be somewhat 
of a disputatious turn, for she asked : 

‘ On nature as a tendency as opposed to the theory of nature 
as a force ? or nature as a tendency reconciled with nature as a 
force ? It is of great importance to know precisely the point of 
view from which we are starting/ 

Gabrielle thought it would be of the utmost importance for 
her if she could know precisely the point of view from which 
they were starting. But she almost began to despair of any 
such illumination. The lady with the sweet monotone spoke : 

* For myself, I should of course say nature as a tendency in 
opposition to the doctrine of nature as a force. But I presume 
Claudia will claim to be allowed to regard the one doctrine as 
supplementary to the other/ 

1 Perhaps Claudia would tell us what her views are/ Gabrielle 
suggested, seeing that Claudia seemed only waiting for a chance 
to deliver her ideas of the truth. 

‘What I would say/ Claudia began, f is this/ And then, 
standing close to her deal table with one hand resting on it, 
she poured forth in conversational tone and with a volubility 
that knew no pause or even check, a stream of words concerning 
nature and man. While she was speaking Gabrielle took oc- 
casion to glance round the room now and then and study the 
faces a<nd heads of the little company. There were ten or a 
dozen women in all, not. counting the hostess and her two ser- 
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vants. Small as the company was, it represented womanhood 
at all typical ages from sixteen to sixty. Some were married ; 
some were decidedly pretty ; some were fashionably dressed ; very 
few were fairly of the class from which the caricaturist would 
select his illustration of the woman reformer. All looked in- 
telligent; all spoke volubly; all seemed absorbed in earnestness ; 
all seemed self-conceited ; and yet all — and this most surprised 
Gabriellc — were patient of opposing opinions and gentle of 
speech. Every now and then Claudia purposely stopped, and 
then anyone who had a question. to put or an objection to sug- 
gest was free to do so, and to be answered by Claudia or any- 
body else. What they spoke about Gabrielle did not always or 
often understand. 1 So far as she could get at the general ideas 
of their discussion, it did not seem to her that it would be of 
the slightest consequence whether tlieir opinions were all right 
or were all wrong. The question whether nature is a movement 
or only a tendency, and whether there is in actual fact any- 
thing to be properly described as nature, seemed fairly illustra- 
tive of the character of the discussion. c What does it matter 
what nature is 1 ’ — the impatient and unphilcsopliic Gabrielle 
kept thinking. ‘ What does it mattor, at all events, what we say 
it is ? We don’t change anythiug by that, or do anybody any 
good.* She found her hopes of receiving some valuable lessons 
of life from Claudia and her sisterhood fast deserting her. She 
was especially disappointed at not having heard any explanation 
of the doctrine of Pessimism, about which she had always been 
hearing much and learning nothing. Perhaps her face was too 
expressive wholly to conceal her anxiety to get to something on 
this subject, for the lady with the low monotone voice suddenly 
said : 

i I beg pardon, Claudia ; I am sure this lady ’ — gently indi- 
cating Gabrielle — * wishes to ask a question.’ 

* 1 didn’t mean to interrupt,’ Gabrielle said, feeling some- 
what embarrassed when so many pairs of earnest feminine eyes 
were suddenly turned upon her. 'I was anxious perhaps to 
hear some explanation of the doctrine of Pessimism.’ 

6 We have been drawn away from that subject,’ Claudia 
explained , 1 by the question as io the constitution of nature. We 
do not generally venture on more than one topic at a sitting.* 

Gabrielle felt as if Bhe had been doing wrong, and hastened 
to apologise. But a chorus of kindly voices assured her that the 
question was most welcome as showing her philosophic interest in 
the general subject, and it was at once arranged that the very next 
time Mrs. Yanthorpe chose to come, the question of Pessimism 
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should be the order of tho day, to borrow the expression of our 
parliamentary assemblies. • 

4 In the mean time/ said Claudia/ 1 may perhaps tell our friend 
that we all differ among ourselves here as to the true meaning of 
tho doctrine of Pessimism. My own theory may be stated in a 
•few words, reserving all examination of it for a future day.* 

* I should like to hear it of all things/ Gabrielle said ; 4 1 
should be the better prepared for the next time/ 

4 My principle/ Claudia began, 4 is this/ Her friends listened 
with as much earnest interest as though the views of Claudia were 
absolutely hew to them. 4 All the false philosophy and most of 
the evils and sufferings of life have come from the theory that 
the world was constructed for the best. My conviction is that 

everything on this earth was constructed for the worst * 

‘For the V Gabrielle asked, not quite certain as to 

Claudia’s latest word. 

4 For the worst. As a trial of strength for the great rescuing 
and reorganising force which is to regenerate man. Of course, 
I am not now stating the doctrine of Schopenhauer.’ 

4 Oh, no; no ; * a murmur went round the room, some tones 
implying that Claudia’s statement would, if accepted as an ex- 
position of Schopenhauer, be doing an entire injustice to the 
principles of that philosopher ; others conveying the impression 
that the rnurmurers renounced Schopenhauer and all his works 
and pomps. 

4 1 have nothing to do with Schopenhauer/ Claudia explained. 
4 1 do not read his works any more. I have only given you my 
own theory as to Pessimism. On that point, as I have said, we 
nil differ. But as to the regenerating and reorganising force by 
which man’s destiny is to be shaped aright on this earth, we 
have happily among us here no difference of opinion. We are 
all agreed as to that regenerating force.’ 

Gabrielle was delighted to hear of the agreement. 

4 And the regenerating force ? ’ she ventured to ask. 

Claudia looked round the room benignly ; glanced up to tho 
ceiling ; partly closed her eyes; opened them again; and then, 
in the tone of one who breathes a prayer or speaks out some 
solemn and sacred oracle, uttered the word 4 Woman.’ 

4 Oh/ said Gabrielle. She felt a little disappointed. She 
had tolerably lofty notions of her own concerning the mission of 
woman ; but to set her up as the one regenerating force seemed 
expecting rather too much of poor woman, who had such a great 
deal to do otherwise. Gabrielle did not somehow see how she, 
for example, as one woman, was to set about the work of regener- 
ation, starting now at once from Claudia's chambers. The 
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mission seemed a little unsatisfactory or undefined to her ener- 
getic and impatient spirit. She wanted something to be doing, 
something to be going on frith, meanwhile. 

She took leave of Claudia and her friends not without a 
feeling of admiration and of pity for them. She learned that 
they met thus Sunday after Sunday and studied the problems of 
man’s destiny and the way to regenerate man, poor fellow. They 
discussed theories about nature and the future uporld, and the 
mission of humanity; and they wore profoundly iff Earnest about 
everything, and they sincerely believed they were beginning a 
new order of things. Each one was a little celebrity, a little 
poetess or priestess, among her' fellows. So far as Gabrielle 
could see, they appeared to have no jealousies, no spites, no intoler- 
ance. So far as she could conjecture, they were absolutely un- 
concerned as to the praise or blame of man ; it was all the 
same to them whether the creature whom they were pledged 
to regenerate cared about their plans ov was laughing at them. 
Indeed, the idea that anybody ever made a joke about anything 
did not seem to enter their heads. The women all appeared to 
he fond of each other. 4 1 never read a satire yet/ Gabrielle 
said to herself, ‘ in which women were not shown as hating each 
other. I never heard of a sect or school without jealousies 
and quarrels. Is this the one exception ? And if it is, what a 
sntire in itself ! Behold, here is a sect in which there is no hatred, 
no intolerance ; a society in which the women aroall fond of each 
other, and never quarrel ; and it is collected together in a little 
hack room up sever id lligbts of stairs, and no mortal could make 
out what its members want to do, or what they are talking about.’ 

‘I wonder is all philosophy like that, if one only knew?’ she 
thought. She was driving homewards now. Suddenly looking 
out of the window of her little carriage she saw a boy carrying a 
cage, and in the cage was a white mouse going round and round 
in liis little wheel with much noise and tremendous energy of 
purpose, but making no progress. 4 Or like that 1 ’ she suddenly 
asked of herself. 

• CHAPTER XVII. 

*1 CLAIM YOU AS THE SISTER OF MY SOUL.* 

Gabrielle soon put aside her doubts as to tbe virtues of philo- 
sophy. Her thoughts turned on the death of Philip Yanthorpe 
and the promise Fielding had got from her that she would not 
move to find hi& widow until she. had first heard from him. She 
was thinking much as to the meaning of all this, and thinking 
too of the curious chance that had thrown Fielding in her way. 
When she reached her home, occupied perhaps more than usual 
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with her own thoughts, she did not observe that Miss El vin was 
in^a very depressed mood. The singer had not only spent her 
day at home for nothing, but had the dissatisfaction of knowing 
that Walter Taxnl had called, an® not finding Qabrielle at 
home had gone away, her brother had not c6me, she told 
Gabrielle, and she was disappointed ; for if she had known he 
was not coming it would have delighted her to go to Claudia 
Lemuel’s. 

Gabrielle’s maid here told her that a lady who had called 
twice to see her, while she was out, had come now again, and 
was waiting in another room. 

* Such an odd-looking woman ; I saw her for a moment,’ 
Miss Elvin said ; * she seems a strange sort of person, like a 
foreigner, and not at all like a lady.’ 

i Very likely a foreigner,’ said Gabrielle coldly : t but why 
not a lady too, Gertrude 'i ’ 

‘ Oh, I don’t know ; I never think foreign women are ladies.* 
Since hor transplantation from Camberwell the young singer 
liad grown nicely critical of the ways of those who would try 
to be ladies. 

Gabrielle went to see her visitor, who was waiting for her 
in the room where we first met Miss Elmn herself ; the room 
where Gabrielle liad received Fielding, aiui which had the por- 
trait of Albert Vantliorpe resting on the ehimney-.picce. Ga- 
brielle was in the habit of receiving visits from all sorts of 
women coming with all manner of appeals and proposals. It 
was one of her principles never to refuse to see anyone who 
wished to see her on Sunday or other day, unless some engage- 
ment made it absolutely impossible to receive the visitor. It 
is marvellous how soon it gets known in London that there is 
someone, man or woman, in any street or quarter, with a 
benevolent turn and a little money. Gabrielle might have been 
the Countess of Monte Christo, so beset was she with letters and 
visits from persons who desired her assistance for some private 
need, or for some grand project designed to benefit the whole 
human race. At times she was almost inclined to believe that 
such persons must have a way _ of making a mark on the outer 
wall or the little gate of her tiny demesne, as professional 
beggars are said to do, whereby others in the same profession 
were admonished that piteous appeals would have a good 
chance there. Her fortune was but a modest property at the 
best; and she might have bestowed it all away in any one week if 
sho liad entertained all the proposals made by enthusiasts of her 
own ax within that space of time. Therefore sh;> was now 
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getting used to all sorts of visitors, even to those whose humours 
were emphasised by a strong dash of insanity. Yet these was 
something about the aspegt of this particular visitor which 
filled her with a strange sense of repugnance and almost -of 
alarm. The woman was showily dressed, was tall and hand- 
some. Her draperies trailed all over tim hearth ; her chains and 
bracelets and bangleB rattled and clanged ; there was something 
tempestuous about her motions that seemed uncomfortable and 
overwhelmingto ordinary nerves. But beyond all this the mo- 
ment Gabrielle saw the woman the thought flashed upon her, 

4 Now I am going to hear something unpleasant/ 

The tall woman threw back her veil and showed a decidedly 
handsome face, where the remains of youth still struggled 
against the too conspicuous efforts of art to repair them. What 
indeed can be witness of decay so conclusive as restoration 1 
4 1 am speaking to Gabrielle Vanthorpe,’ the visitor said, in 
tones that might have expressed long pent-up affection for 
Gabrielle Vanthorpe, or a passionate hope that Gabrielle Van- 
iliorpe was to'give her sanctuary from some danger which had 
chased her up to that very door. 

4 My name is Gabrielle Vanthorpe . 1 
4 You were the wifc of Albert Vanthorpe 1 * 

4 I was/ 

4 Do you remember Philip Vanthorpe, his elder brother, 
who went away 1 * 

Gabrielle began to have a sickening presentiment of the 
revelation that was coming. Sho instinctively fought it off as 
long as she could, and only answered : 

4 1 don't remember him ; I don’t think I ever saw him : he 
was several years older than my husband; he went away before 
1 used to be much at his mother’s house.* 

* Do you know that he is dead 1 * 

4 1 have heard bo lately/ 

4 Do you know who I am Y 

Gabrielle perhaps could have guessed now, but sho did not 
v guess ; her visitor gave her no time. 

4 We are sisters — as good as sisters, anyhow. I am Paulina 
Vanthorpe ; I am the widow of your husband’s brother. Won’t 
you kiss me, Gabrielle 1 9 And she swooped on Gabrielle with 
rush of silks and rattle of bracelets. 

Gabrielle kissed her, closing her eyes as she did so, for the 
sight of the unmistakable paint became too much for nearer en- 
durance. Nor was the sight all ; the fervent embrace to which Ga- 
brielle was subjected left a distinct taste of the paint behind it. 
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4 Ob, I shall love you, Clabrielle I ’ the enthusiastic stranger 
exclaimed. 4 1 feel quite like loving you already, Gabrielle ! 
Lord, what a sweet pretty name ! My name too — Paulina — - 
ain’t it a pretty name ] I mean, isn’t it a pretty name, Ga- 
brielle ? Oh, we must love each other ; and we shall, I know ; 
we shall be real sisters, I know already. Won’t you call me 
Paulina ? ’ 

* Will you sit down — Paulina % ’ Gabrielle said, not without 
some little difficulty in bringing herself to the name. When 
Fielding saw Paulina in the Surrey house his «Grst thought was 
of how Gabrielle Vanthorpe could endure such a sister-in-law. 
Now Gabrielle’s first thought was for Mis. Lcven — how could 
she endure such a daughter-in-law 1 

4 Yes, I’ll sit down ; thank you, you’re vorykind, I’m sure/ 
said Paulina. 

4 This is strange news to me/ Gabrielle began to explain, 
feeling that her lack of enthusiasm perhaps might have called 
for son*. e explanation. ‘I was not quite prepared for it; it 
comes on me by surprise ; I, did not even know until very 
lately that my husband’s brother was married.’ 

4 Ob, bless you, yes; very much married indeed. He Trasn’t 
at all the sort of person to remain loifg unmarried ; why, 1 
think they were all a marrying family the Vanthorpes. Phil 
often told me his mother married when she was only seventeen, 
was Only eighteen when ho was born, J believe. Your Ynu- 
thorpo must have been precious young v\ lien lie married you ; 
I don’t wonder at bis impatience, j ’insure, /was only eighteen 
when poor Phil talked me into marrying him — oh, quite a 
chit of a thing ; didn’t know what I was doing one bit. J to 
talked me into it, said his mother would love me when she came 
to know me. I wonder if slie will 1 H o didn’t seem to be so 
sure of it afterwards. I never saw the old lady, of course.’ 

4 Mrs. Lcven is not an old lady/ Gabrielle said. The buoy- 
ant Paulina’s way of talking about all the family was something 
quite new to Gabrielle. 

4 Bless your heart, I know. That’s only my way of talking. 
I know all about her age. My Phil was only twenty-eight 
when he died, or twenty-nine perhaps ; I don’t quite remember 
at the moment, but I could soon tell if I thought it over. You 
don’t doubt my story, I hope 1 ’ she said, suddenly turning licr 
largo eyes on Gabrielle, whose hesitation was beginning to im- 
press her. 

4 No/ Gabriello said, 4 1 cannot doubt your story — and I 
suppose you could bring me proof enough if I did doubt it/ 

4 Proof] Look hero. There’s Phil Yanthorpe's likeness — 
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see if it isn't the own brother of that picture . stall cl ing over the 
fireplace there. Look at what's written under the little like- 
ness : “From Philip Vanthorpe to his beloved wife.'" 

•Paulina, after much fumbling about her exuberant person, 
had produced a photograph in a handsome case which she 
handed to Gabrielle; ‘done in New Orleans — Canal Street, 
New Orleans— at one of the best photographers in the city,' 
she added. There could bo no doubt that the photographed 
face bore a strong resemblance to that of Albert Vanthorpe and 
of Mrs. Lcvcn too. There could be 110 doubt that the words 
1 From Philip Vanthorpe to his beloved wife' were written on the 
lower -margin of the photograph in a small hand, which seemed 
to Gabrielle to resemble in character that of Albert Vanthorpe. 

4 And if y< u have any d mhts on the matter ycu can ask Mr. 
Fielding. You know Mr. Fielding?' Paulina fixed a very*keen 
and scrutinising gaze oh Gabriel le. 

4 Yes, I know Mr. Fielding.' 

‘Very well; he knew all about us. My husband and ho 
were like brothers. Why, he and 1 were more like brother and 
sister than anything you can imagine ; it was always Paulina 
hero and Paulina there. You can ask him all about me ; lie'll 
tell you if I am Mrs. Vanthorpe or not. Oh, it's all right enough. 
I'm Mrs. Vanthorpe as sure as you are Mrs. Albert.' 

Indeed Gabrielle had no doubt of /the truth of the woman's 
story : she felt in her own heart that it was only tob true. 
Now she could undei stand Fielding’s hesitation and the pro- 
miso lie had exacted from her. 

‘I have lots of poor Phil's letters and things, you know, 
over at the place where I am lodging,’ Paulina said. ‘ I only 
want to satisfy you, Gabrielle; the sooner it's done the better 
for me, for I want to feel as if we were sisters. I feel like a 
sister to you 9.1 ready, but I don’t think you feel so to me ; and 
1 think that's unkind of you, Gabrielle.* 

A tear or two began to shine in the eyes of the misprized 
Paulina; the tears Jiowevcv would not be allowed to descend 
upon her cheeks, because the cheeks were made up for the visit, 
and must not be furrowed. 

Gabrielle began to feel touched and to be conscience-smitten. 
She remembered how she had told Fielding that she did not care 
whether Philip Vanthorpe’s wife was a woman of education or 
not, and now she was alreudy acting in disregard of her own 
principles, or at least she was thinking in disregard of them. 
‘ How can this poor creature help it,* she asked of- herself, ‘ if 
she has not been well brought up J She seems to have a warm 
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heart, and my husband’s brother loved her. Am I going to 
close my heart against her when she has no one else? ’ For it 
occurred to her, even in that moment of some confusion, that 
Mrs. Leven would never consent to take such a daughter-in- 
law to her arms. 

* Don’t think me unkind — Paulina ; pray don’t. I am only 
a little confused— you can understand this is so new to me. If 
you ai'e the widow of my husband’s brother— yes, I am sure 
you are, I don’t mean to throw any doubt on that — you must 
be like a sister to me. You will toll me what you want done 
that I can do, and you will stay with me for the present. You 
know that unfortunately the mother of both our husbands, 
Mrs. Leven, has set her heart against me, and that I never see 
her — and she so loved me once.’ Gabrielle’s own grievance 
began to moisten her eyes. 

‘ Yes, I have heard something of that. It’s bad for you and 
for me, I suppose. I have much more of a claim on her than I 
have on you,’ the candid Paulina observed. 1 You can’t take 
me to see her, then 1 I should like to go with you ever so 
much : you could say things for me better than I could say 
them for myself.’ 

‘ No, Paulina, I can’t take you to her ; I don’t know what 
I can do ; but you will let me think it over, won’t you 1 I am 
sure some good inspiration will guide us in the end to do the 
right thing.* 

‘ J ust so,’ said Paulina, nodding complacently ; 4 when we 
put our heads together we’ll get at the right end of things/ 

‘ And you will stay with me for the present 1 Tills house 
must be your home until you find one that lias a better claim 
on you ; and you must tell mo all your story. Remember, I 
know almost nothing of my husband’s brother; he never 
allowed his mother to know anything about him/ 

* That was because of mo, I daro say. I wasn’t a grand 
person, Gabrielle, as you can easily see ; I had no merit but 
that I loved the poor boy, and I suppose he didn’t like his 
motliey to have a chance of showing that she looked down upon 
his wife. That was his way, you know : he had plenty of 
spirit, poor Phil/ 

Whether it was art or nature that dictated to Paulina this 
way of putting her case, the appeal went straight home to 
the heart of Gabrielle. The thought of the woman who hod 
loved and cared for Philip Vantliorpe, and who had been loved 
by him, being now cast off and despised by any member of 
Philip Yanthorpe’s family, while he who would have protected 
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her was lying in his far grave, was more than Gabrielle’s spirit 
could endure. She felt in a mood to do battle for Paulina 
against a whole armed and bristling world of conventionalities 
and respectabilities ; in a temi>er to wish that she, and she 
alone, had the battle to fight. She kissed Paulina again spon- 
taneously, paint and all, without wincing. She did not heed 
now the look or the taste of the paint. 4 What is paint itself 
but a question of conventionality? Every woman wore it at 
one time/ Gabrielle thought. 4 One’s heart Wt painted.’ 

4 Your husband was right, Paulina/ Gabrielle said earnestly. 
4 He was light in not allowing you to humble yourself even for 
bis mother. But I wish he had written to his brother — or to 
me. I wouldn’t have shown any such feeling — woll, it is too 
late to talk of all that now. We must be sisters, Paulina ; we are 
sisters in our widowhood already. You will tell me all about 
your life * 

4 1 will tell you everything/ Paulina said fervently, and 
highly amused within herself at the idea of her making such a 
revelation. 

4 You will stay here to-night ? ’ 

4 Oh, I shall be ever so happy ! * 

4 But your child?’ Gabrielle said, bethinking her. 4 You 
have a child ? Where is he ? ’ 

4 Oh, the child ! Dear creature, hi css his heart, ho is well 
taken care of. He won’t mind for once/ 

4 Ho will miss his mother, won’t lie ? Can't we send for 
him ? It will be no trouble.* 

4 Thank you, no, it isn’t worth while. He is ever so well 
off. He is almost fonder of his nurse than of me. He would 
miss her more than me ; we’ll see about him to-morrow.* 

Gabrielle was a little surprised, but said nothing more, and 
it was settled that Paulina should abide that night with Gabrielle 
as a merepreliminaiy of sisterhood and in order that Paulina might 
confide to her the whole of her stor y ; and next day they were 
to take more deliberate counsel as to what should further be 
done. Gabrielle felt sadly in lack of some one to advise her. 
She assumed that Paulina must be poor. Paulina hersdf had 
implied all that. It seemed a monstrous thing that Philip 
Vanthorpe’s wife and child should bo in any manner of distress 
while Philip Vanthorpe’s mother was rich ; and yet Gabrielle, 
with all her romance and chivalry, could not picture to herself 
Mrs. Leven doing anything for a woman like Paulina except 
on condition of Paulina’s removing herself far out of Mrs. 
Loven’s range. Gabrielle’s heart was filled with premature 
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anger at the thought of such a compromise being offered to poor 
Paulina. 

The presence of Paulina was not made less perplexing by 
the fact that Miss Elvin was staying with Gabrielle. It was 
necessary to tell the young singer that the odd-looking person 
whose appearance had amused her so much was the widow of 
Gabrielle’s husband’s brother, just come from the Southern 
States of America to seek the family whom she had never seen 
boforc. Miss Elvin received Paulina with hardly disguised 
wonder and scorn, and at once set her down as the very typo 
and model of the Yankee woman ; Yankee being in Miss Elvin’s 
vocabulary every American from Lake Superior to the Gulf of 
Mexico ; . Paulina carrying low London in every movement and 
accent so plainly that the sense ached at it. Paulina made 
elaborate excuses for not appearing at dinner in j r.>per dinner- 
dress, explaining with needless iteration how she had not come 
with the least idea of staying, but only to see what Gabrielle 
was like and whether they could got on together, and how she 
was that independent that if she hadn’t liked Gabrielle, and 
hadn’t thought Gabrielle liked her, she wouldn’t have remained 
a moment in the house. 

‘ Put I do like her. T took to her from the first; I saw she 
was just my style from the moment l looked into her eyes,’ the 
effusive Paulina went on. ‘ Ileal jam, I call her. This young 
lady don’t understand what real jam is, T see. Nor you neither, 
Gabrielle, I dare say % ’ Slie laughed at iho notion of their 
ignorance. 

*1 don’t know what it means,’ Gabrielle said in a dis- 
heartened tone, as of one who had no profound anxiety to learn. 

( Pray do explain,’ Miss Elvin urged. She had already con- 
vinced herself that Gabrielle was dying with shame because of 
this dreadful sister-in-law, and she was anxious to draw Paulina 
out as much as possible in order that Gabrielle’s pride might 
have the fall which she considered providentially due to it. ‘ Jt 
is some American expression, I suppose 1 Is it Mark Twain 1 ' 

‘ Well, now that is funny ! ’ Paulina explained. 4 That I 
should come all this way to teach London slang to you two 
London ladies I Why, that’s a London saying, real jam is. 
It’s the music-halls, I think ; and you a singer too, and you 
didn’t know that ! 9 

4 1 don’t sing at the music-halls,’ Miss Elvin said in a tone 
of infinite scorn. 

4 No ? They get a good screw at the music-halls, I’m toM. 
Some first-class artists came out of the music-halls too. But 
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I’m riot American, you know, I'm English to the back-bone ; 
I'm a regular cockney ; bom within sound of Bow Bells. My 
poor Phil had a notion — one of his odd ideas — that nobody 
ever was born in London ; and it is curious, if you ask people, 
how you find almost everyone you ask was born in the pro- 
vinces. But I always told him his notion wouldn't wash ; for 
I was born within the sound of Bow Bells themselves.' 

Paulina's apologies for her lack of proper dinner-dress were 
not only superfluous, but had the inconvenient effect of drawing 
attention to the fact that her get-up, such as it was, displayed 
a good deal of gorgeousnes*, and contrasted with the pre- 
Raphaelito dead colouring and scant ornament of Miss Elvin's 
attire, and the extreme simplicity of Gabrielle’s dress. Further, 
Paulina had contrived to extemporise a sort of imitation dinner- 
toilette, according to her idea of its requirements, by turning in 
a considerable portion of tho neck and front of her dress, and so 
managing to make a very respectable display of bust crossed 
and recrosscd with massy chains of gold. Paulina drank a 
great deal of wine at dinner ; and for Gabrielle and Miss Elvin 
wine was rather an ornamental accessory of the dinner-table 
than a part of the meal. She also asked for soda-water, and for 
a little brandy to compound with it. She had a very vigorous, 
healthy appetite ; and her capacity for the consumption of sweets 
proved to be something remarkable. When Gabriolle’s maid 
was a littlo slow about the opening pf the soda-water, Paulina 
good-naturedly said, ‘Hand it over, my dear ; I fancy I can do 
that better than you can,* and made her boast good by proving 
that she could do it a great deal better. 

* I can open a bottle of soda or a bottle of fizz/ Paulina said 
with well-founded pride, ( and never as much as wink.* 

It was a trying evening for all three. But it would surely 
have surprised Gabrielle if she could have known that it was 
most of all trying to Paulina, who ate and drank with such an 
appearance of content and relish. Paulina had a hard struggle 
many a time to keep down her temper, and not to have what 
she would have called a flare-out. She saw in a moment that 
the little sallow-gifl, as she called Miss Elvin, was giving her* 
self airs and looking down on her. And she thought, with a 
* fierce longing for the chance, how short a time it would take her 
to knock the conceit out of the girl. Then even Gabriel le’s 
sweet and kindly ways sometimes aroused in her a spirit of 
antagonism. * Why is she any better than me, I want to know % 9 
she mentally asked herself. * I haven’t had any bringing up ; 
if I had, I dare say I should be just as good and just as much 
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of a lady as her.* But Paulina was for the present playing a 
part ; and she was determined to play it out. As she boasted 
to fielding, she was quite clever enough to take On any part 
that might best commend her to the people she sought to 
please; and she thought she had hit upon the best way to 
4 fetch 9 Gabrielle, as she would herself have put it. Bhe knew 
that the one part she could not sustain was that of a lady. 
The moment she spoke to Gabrielle she saw that it would be of 
no use attempting any imitation of the part with her. She had 
thought for a moment of doing the high tragedy ; .but ste 
fancied she saw something in Gabrielle’s manner that would 
have made that attempt unpromising. In another moment or 
two her genuine natural cleverness enabled her to get at the 
reality of Gabrielle’s character. She saw its simplicity, its 
generosity, its chivalry, if we may apply such a word to a 
woman’s nature, its Quixotry. ‘ At the age of two/ she said 
to herself, ‘ I wasn’t as innocent as that. Lord, how could I 
be '{ 9 She made up her mind at once. The part of a kind- 
hearted, unaffected, untaught woman was the thing for Gabrielle, 
she felt certain. Not goody- goody, hut honest and good-natured. 
A frank confession of humble bringing- up and lack of education, 
and an appeal to the generosity of Gabrielle not to bo ashamed of 
her because she hadn’t had a bringing-up — that, she thought* 
was the card to play. She played it accordingly ; and she saw 
that things were going on very well. But there were moments 
when the performance came a little hard upon her. She re- 
membered a night when she flung a woman on the floor in 
New Orleans and trampled on her. Jf Miss Gertrude El via 
could have known how often this pleasant recollection was 
passing through the mind of her companion at Gabriclle’s table, 
and how the past triumph was re-enacted in imagination with 
her for its victim, she would have found the little banquet far 
less agreeable even than it actually was. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

PAULINA STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

The day after the arrival of the unexpected guest at Gabrielle’*, # 
Fielding — perhaps we may still describe him simply as re 
have always hitherto known him — was on his way to pay a 
visit to Paulina’s hostess. One result of Gabrielle’s good offices 
ljctween tho brothers naturally was to place Fielding in the 
j position of a recognised friend. The new phase of Fielding’s 
existence was very delightful to him. He would in any case 
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. probably Lave onjoyed the novelty of it as he did most novel- 
ties ; and would have liked the West-end London life if only 
as a change after the Southern States and Bolingbroke Place. 
But ho had now one or two particular reasons for liking the 
change. 

He was greatly touched by his brother’s way of receiving 
him, and of renewing their affection, or rather making way 
for an affection which before had had no chance of existence. 
Nothing could liave been less like what Fielding might have 
exacted than the ways of his brother towards him. If Wil- 
berforce had discovered some entirely new and incomparable 
way of lighting his house, ho could not have been more pleased 
than he was with the novelty of having a brother. He was 
never done talking to all the people he knew about ‘my 
brother, don’t you know ? — my brother Clarkson ; just come 
hack from somewhere ; splendid fellow : you positively must 
know him.’ He took Clarkson all over his town house from 
garret to basement, to show him all the recent improvements. 
He proposed to take him down to his country place presently, 
where there were still greater wonders to be exhibited, for the 
genius of practical science had to do there with gardens, grounds, 
and game, horses and stables, dogs and kennels, as well as with 
fireplaces and windows. Meantime, he hurried him down to 
Sydenham to show him a little place lie had there quite near 
the Crystal Palace, and where he was trying plans for the accli- 
matisation of various foreign shrubs and flowers. lie was 
always telling Clarkson they must have a long talk over old 
times together ; but the long talk never seemed likely to come 
off, for whenever they wore alone Wilberforce had always some 
new device in the way of industrial science on which to consult 
his brother. He persisted in the assumption that a man who 
had boon in so many foreign countries as Clarkson must be an 
authority on all subjects connected with the building, furnish- 
ing, lighting, and ventilating of houses. 

Fielding fell into all this in his usual companionable way. 
lie declared that he was getting already softened and spoiled 
by civilisation ; and he persisted in retaining his old lodging in 
Bolingbroke Place, and in going there to pass a night when he 
felt inclined. But for the present at least he was in a manner 
taken captive by his brother’s kindness and good-fellowship, 
and he liked the new life remarkably well. He was always 
saying to liimself that such a life would never suit him, that he 
was made for a gipsy or a tramp ; and he was always making 
up his mind that he must go somewhere and do something to- 
ff 
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morrow. But meantime he was like that son of Cato the 
younger, of whom the epigram set forth that he had passed wo 
know not how many days in going to-morrow. 

One other novelty in which Sir Wilbcrforce took a manifest 
and undisguised delight was the society of Gabrielle, He 
made up his mind to go to Lady Honeybell’s whenever there 
was a chance of her being there; and he called to see her 
sometimes at her own house, and talked a great deal with her 
whenever he had the opportunity. Fielding was generally 
with him on those occasions, and therefore grow to be quite an 
established friend of Gabrielle’s. It sometimes seemed to her 
as if she surely must have known him for yearB instead of a few 
weeks. 

This particular day, howover, Fielding set out to call on 
Gabrielle without his brother. He was anxious to speak to 
her aboqt the Yanthorpo affair. He had heard or come at the 
knowledge of something which made him more than over sus- 
picious of Paulina’s movements and purposes, he thought it 
would be of great importance to put Gabrielle on her guard. 
He little suspected that at the very time when he was making 
his way to Gabrielle’s with this object, his name was on the 
lips of her and of the woman from whom he would if possiblo 
have kept her wide as the poles apart. 

If Gabrielle Yantliorpo had been dealing in unholy arts, 
and had conjured up, to scare her friends, some abhorrent 
phantom she could not now exorcise and banish, she could 
hardly have felt more painfully responsible and self-reproachful. 
She thought with sickening misgivings of the part she had 
taken, slight as it was, in bringing up the spectre of, Paulina to 
vex the future life of Mrs. Levon. Why did she meddle or 
make in the matter 1 she kept asking herself. True, it was at 
no call of hers, and by no quest of hers, that the extraordinary 
Paulina presented herself. But Gabrielle had long been wish- 
ing to find some trace of Philip Yanthorpe, and had thought, 
not surely in any ignoble way, to find her own account in it by 
commending herself to his. mother; and now she seemed like 
some unlucky creature who, by a single unhallowed wish, has 
summoned an unwelcome apparition that will never ceuso to 
haunt. Every hour she spent in Paulina’s company more and 
more convinced her that it would be absolutely impossible to 
induce Mrs. Leven to endure such a daughter-in-law. If she 
could only believe Paulina to be an impostor — but thero was 
no use in thinking of such a thing. Paulina had referred to * 
Fielding as a witness to the truth of her story Indeed, it , 
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would I)o impossible to doubt it. She had told Gab riel! e a 
hundred things about Philip Vnnthorpe’s younger days and his 
quarrels with his mother, of which Gabrielle remembered to 
have heard in a vague half-hushed sort of way before, and 
which certainly Paulina could only have heard from Yanthorpe 
himself. 

There was something uncomfortable, uncanny about tho 
woman which made her companionship more oppressive to 
Gabrielle than any mere lack of education or good manners 
could have done. There was. something sinister about her 
when the surface of good-heartedness was raffled for a moment 
by any bint of contradiction. Gabrielle had seen her eyebrows 
contract and a light flash from her eyes onco or twice as she 
looked nt Miss Elvin, which had alarming suggestions about it 
-as of the cage of a wild animal or a maniac’s cell. Then, 
where was the child 1 It was now well on in the afternoon of 
the day after her arrival, and Paulina did not appear particularly 
anxious about the child. The whole world seemed to have 
grown perplexed for Gabrielle since this ill-omened visitor came 
inside her threshold. Yet to her Paulina was only exuberant 
good-nature and gratitude. 

*1 must do something, I must send for some one — take 
some one’s advice,’ the troubled Gabrielle thought. 4 Major 
Leven ? — Mr. Fielding, surely, would be better.’ 

‘Had I not better write a line* to Mr. Fielding, and ask 
him to come and see you, Paulina?* Galuielle asked. They 
two were alone. ‘ lie will wish to see you, and you will like 
to see him.’ 

4 Law, Gabrielle, send for him as soon as you like, if it’s 
any ease* to your mind, my dear; if you don’t feel quite sure 
about yours truly, Fielding will soon give you satisfaction on 
that point. He can’t deny that I am myself, anyhow; ho 
can’t say that this girl isn’t tho wife of Philip Yanthorpe. But 
don’t send for him on my account, I beg of you, nor on his, my 
dear. We don’t particularly want to sec each other, I can 
tell you.’ • 

4 But he was such a friend of your husband ? ’ 

4 Just so ; but the friend of the husband isn't always the 
friend of the wifo, dear ; especially if the wife should happen to 
be too fond of the husband. Any how, Master Fielding don’t, 
like me now ; I dare say he won’t have, a good woi'd for me; 
hut send for him as soon ns ever you like, Gabrielle ; 1 see it 
would be something of a satisfaction to you, and 1 don’t blame 
you. Why should you take my word? although I know I 
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could take your word for anythin", once I looked into your 
eyes. Send for Fielding, dear, right away. It don’t matter to 
me at all. We are not very good friends; but we shan’t come 
to words in your presence, I dare say/ 

Gabriel le found this sort of talk unendurable. 

4 Perhaps if I were to consult Major Leven ’ 

4 That’s tho husband of the old lady 1 * 

4 Please, Paulina, don’t call Mrs. Leven the old lady. I 
don’t like it ; she is not old.’ 

4 That’s only my way, Gabrielle dear. You’ll not mind mo 
when you have known me a longer time.’ 

GabrielJe’s heart sank at the suggestion. 

<Mrs. Leven is a lady many people find it difficult to deal 
with,’ Gabrielle explained. 4 She is a noble woman at heart, 
but she has strong prodilections — strong likings and dislikings, 
1 mean.’ 

4 I’ll bring her to reason, depend upon it. Ain’t I her 
eldest son’s wife % ’ 

4 Yes, but then you must remember, Paulina, that her son 
left her very early, and she may not admit any claim on her ; 
and she is married again — and I think we had better make our 
appeal to her feelings and her heart.’ 

‘You leave it to me, my dear: I’ll bring her to reason 
soon enough,’ the complacent Paulina said. 4 The sooner she 
falls in with my views and the quieter she. keeps me, the less 
talk and exposure there will be, don’t you see ? Folks like her 
don’t like family affairs talked of.’ 

‘I don’t think that would" have much effect on Mis. Leven, 
Paulina; it would not have any on me,’ Gabrielle said firmly. 

Paulina was afraid she had been going too far. 

4 Oh, for that matter,’ she said softly, 4 1 am well aware I 
haven’t any sorb of claim on you, Gabrielle, only what your 
kind heart and your ’nature give. You are very good to take 
me on my own word even. You have been only too good 
already. The moment you say 44 go,” I’ll go, Gabrielle ; and I 
shall still owe you good will for some happy, happy hours of 
shelter and kindness.* 

At v this moment it was announced to Gabrielle that Mr. 
Fielding had called. > She hailed his coming with delight. 

4 Here is Mr. Fieldiug, Paulina ; we will see him at om*,. 
I am so glad ! ’ 

4 Now for a nice piece of acting/ thought Paulina. 

Gabrielle wont forward to we 1 come Fielding with special 
cordiality. The room was somewhat darkened, for tho summor 
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was growing on, and Paulina., for all her Southern experiences, 
declared that she could not bear the sun. Fielding did not at 
once see who was with Gabrielle, although her manner made him 
sure that she had something out of the common to say to him. 

4 You have come at the very time when we wanted you, 
Mr. Fielding/ the almost breathless Gabrielle said. 4 You see 
I have an old friend of yours with mo. You have not for- 
gotten this lady % 9 

4 If you have forgotten me I shall take it unkind of you, 
Fielding/ the lady said for herself, half rising from her chair in 
a languid way. And Fielding saw that tljo woman whom it 
was his special effoit to keep from touching Gabrielle with even 
tho slightest contact was under her roof and seated in closest 
companionship with her. His mind went back in a moment 
to some of the scenes of Philip Vanthorpe’s later life ; to the 
fierce quarrels he had himself witnessed ; to w r hnt he had seen 
with his own eyes of Paulina’s savage temper, animal love 
of food and drink, revolting coquetry, and almost brutal vul- 
garity; and as he now saw her by Gabriel le’s side, his first 
wild feeling was regret that she was not a man whom he could 
thrust by force from that sweet and gracious home. 

He did not even speak to Gabrielle at first. 

4 How did you come here 4 ’ he asked sternly of the un- 
abashed Paulina. 

4 1 came to see my sister-in-law,, Mrs. Albert Yanthorpe — 
■why shouldn’t I come to see her ? She is not ashamed of me 
because I wasn't tv ell brought up and wasn't bom a lady. 
And why 1 ^Because she’s a lady herself.’ 

4 How on earth did you find her out 1 9 he asked, turning to 

Gabriolle. 4 1 thought you gave me your promise ’ 

4 1 have not broken any promise/ Gabrielle said, rather 
coldly. *IIis manner was a little too sharp, she thought. It 
was hardly the manner he ought to assume to any woman. 
4 My sistor-in-law is hero of her own wish. She came to see 
me ; and I have welcomed her.’ 

4 "Who told you*her name ? ’ he now addressed himself once 
more to Paulina. 4 How did you get to know it ? ’ 

4 1 don’t suppose my whereabouts was very hard to find out, 
Mr. Fielding/ Gabrielle said, still cold in her manner towards 
him. 4 There is a London directory ; and the hame of Yan- 
thorpe is not quite so common as that of Smith/ 

4 But she never knew your name/ 

4 My name is her name*, Mr. Fielding/ 

• Yes, yes, it is now ; of course it is her name by right — but 
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she never knew it. She never heard the name of Vanthorpe ; 
she was always called Clarkson ; it was a whim of poor Philip's 
to suppress his own name— a whim at first, hut after his mai'- 
riage a very serious purpose. When 1 saw her the other day 
I told her that no one hut myself knew anything about the 
whole story, and that I would not toll her your name unless 
on conditions — that she knows. 1 

* That’s all true enough, Gabriclle/ Paulina said meekly. 

* My poor husband did go by the name of Clarkson out in the 
States ; but I don’t see what’s the odds of that now. I was 
Philip Vanthorpe’s wife, Mr. Fielding, his lawful wife; you 
won’t deny that V * 

‘ You were his wife ; that’s only too true.’ 

i Well/ said Gabriel le*, interposing, ‘ I think that is all I 
want to know, Mr. Fielding. Sho was the lawful wife of my 
husband’s brother : she loved him, and he loved her, and he is 
dead ; and she comes to me. Let others do as they like, I’ll 
not refuse to own her, and she shall always be welcome here.’ 

Paulina seized Gabrieli e’s hand and covered it with kisses, 
and then pressed it to her breast. Fielding made a movement 
as if he would pluck the hand away. But lie stopped. 

f Stuff! play-acting !’ were his genial words. 

*1 told you, Gabriclle/ Paulina said; ‘1 said Mr. Fielding 
didn’t like me. I told you ho would not have a good word for 
me; he was always trying to make my husband distrust me. 
He knows why he don’t like me, and T know it too; but let 
that pass.* 

Fielding was about to break in angrily upon her. Bub he 
checked himself. He was not going to wrangle with such a 
woman in that presence; or to condescend to vindicate, his 
motives or his conduct by a word. 

‘ Let that pass/ Paulina hurried on, seeing with joy that 
she was gaining something of an advantage. * 1 can be generous 
if he can’t. The only thing I told you that he couldn’t do, 
Gabrieli©, was that ho couldn’t deny that I was Philip Vau- 
thorpe’s vrife, and that Phil Yanthorpe loved me. You see 
he don’t deny it, and you see he would deny it if he could.* 

‘ Yes/ said Fielding, who saw that remonstrance was now 
useless, ‘ I would deny it if I could ; 1 only wish I could/ 

* You see ! ’ Paulina exclaimed triumphantly. 

‘Now, Mr. Fielding/ Gabriclle said, returning to composure 
npt without an effort, 1 you sec our minds are made up here, 
find, I am sure you have too much sense to think of arguing 
‘with women when they tell you they have made up their minds. 
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I toped my sister-in-law would Have found a warmer friend in 
you; but I am glad that at least you don't refuse to help her 
to establish her identity. I want your advice about her. I 
am sure you will give me good advice.' 

* Yes ; I will give you good advice ; but will you take it 
when it is given V 

4 I should like first to know what it is ; I don't intend to 
commit myself, Mr. Fielding.' 

4 My advice is this— about your brother’s wife I have only 
one advice to offer ' 

‘Shall I leave the room, -Gabrielle ? ' Paulina asked. ‘I 
don't mind at all. You can tulle about me more freely, perhaps, 
when I'm not in the way.’ 

4 No, no ; you must stay,' Gabrielle said. 

4 1. had rather you heard what I have to say,* Fielding 
added. 4 My advice is this— don’t have this woman staying in 
your house. Buy her off, if you will — I don’t advise it, but if 
you like buy her off, or get Mrs. Levcn to buy her off ; hut 
dou't keep her under your roof. She is not a woman to be a 
companion of yours; I am not talking now about what she 
calls her character. If sho were as good as the goddess Diana 
in that sort of way, she is not a com pinion for you ; and I tell 
you some harm will come of having her near you. Do any- 
thing you will in the way of kindness or charity ; but don't 
allow her to remain in your house/ 

1 What has he to say against me 1 ’ Paulina asked still in 
her meek fashion. 4 Let him say anything he will, Gabrielle; 
1 don't mind ; I'm not afraid. Ask him what he has to say 
against me : it's only fair he should speak out.' 

4 Yes, that seems only fair, Mr. Fielding,’ Gabrielle said. 
4 1 believe men always hold to some principle of not insinuating 
a charge' without giving one a chance of defending himself ; is 
there not some such principle among you 1 Why should I not 
be a friend to one who is so ndhrly connected with mo, and who 
wants my friendship ? Would you act so in such a case ? ' 

4 1 hope I should listen to the sincere advice of one who 
knew more than I could know ' 

4 No, Mr. Fielding ; you would do nothing of the kind. I 
don’t believe you would ; I am sure you would not. You 
would never turn your back on anyone whom you ought to 
care for merely because of some vague hints and objections. 
You would not do it ; neither will I.’ 

4 1 suppose it is useless, 7 Fielding said warmly, 4 to expect a 
woman to listen to reason.’ 
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‘ See the way you treat us 1 ’ Gabrielle said, speaking quickly 
and with an emotion that now and then seemed likely to stop 
her speaking altogether. ‘We are never done healing that 
women have no principles of honour, and fair-play, and all the 
lest of it ; that they listen to stories told behind people's backs, 
and hit people when they are down ; and that only men are open 
and fair, and meet things face to face, and I don't know what 
else ! And when we try to act on your principles of manly 
fair dealing, see what comes of it ! Then you tell us that we 
never can be reasonable, because we don’t simply do as we are 
told, and cast off anyone who has a claim on us without asking 
why or wherefore ; because some man chooses to say she is not 
worthy of your help, hut I won’t tell you why ! You can’t 
have all of us this way, Mr. Fielding ; you must take some of 
us one way or the oilier. I choose to act on your own prin- 
ciples ; and I will stand by a friend like a man.' 

Gabrielle looked exceedingly unlike a man at tills moment. 
Her eyes were sparkling with tears, and her voice was all 
tremulous; and she looked strikingly handsome and intern civ 
feminine. She took Paulina's hand the while and turned to- 
wards Fielding with a look of something like defiance. 

‘I should like you to stand by your Mend,* he said, ‘if 
that was all ; I am not a man to thru my back on a friend or 
advise anyone else to do such a thing. But is she your friend % 
You soe her for the first time; you know r nothing about her — 
I do ! She broke poor Philip Yanthorpe’s heart.’ 

‘ It's not true,' Paulina protested in tones of injured and 
melancholy innocence. ‘ He died in my arms. If he were 
alive you wouldn't talk in this way. But I don't want to 
make any quarrels, Gabrielle, between you ancl your respectable 
friends. I ain’t a respectable person, 1 know, in that sense ; 1 
am only a poor woman whom Philip Yanthorpe loved and 
made his wife.' 

‘ Stuff ! ' interjected the ungracious Fielding. 

‘ I'll go aw T ay, Gabrielle ; I’ll go aw T ay. God bless you 
always, anyhow ; for you believed me and \yerc kind to me.* 

‘ You shall not go,’ Gabrielle said ; ‘ you shall slay w T ith mo ; 
you arc my sister-in-law, and you shall have a homo here as 
long as you want one,* 

‘Look here,' Fielding said, turning suddenly on the now 
flushed Paulina, ‘ what will you take to go away f what is your 
sum? It will come to that in time — v r hy not give us the 
figure at once ? ’ 

' ‘ You don’t understand me, Mr. Fielding/ Paulina replied 
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in a tone of noble scorn. 4 You never did. You mistook mo 
in more ways than one. What is my price to go away 1 1*11 
tell you. One word from the lady of this house. Let this 
lady say the word “ go/' and I’m gone. Now you have your 
answer. These are my terms.* 

4 1 say stay/ Gabriolle declared ; 4 1 say you shall not go. 
And now surely we need not say any more about all this 1 I 
am sorry if you are offended, Mr. Fielding, or if I seemed 
angry. I am sure you meant well and kindly ; but you don*t 
understand women.* 

4 That he don’t/ interjected Paulina. 

* We have some principles of fair-play, and we have our 
code of chivalry. I heard you talk once of somebody with 
whom it would not be safe to go tiger-hunting. He would 
back out, I suppose, in the moment of danger, and leave his 
friend in the lurch. Well, I think there are women you might 
go tiger-hunting with ; I am one.** 

Fielding remembered the illustration to which she was 
referring in her emotional way. It was, indeed, rather a 
favourite illustration of his own. It was meant to picture the 
kind of man who, good and worthy enough in other ways, 
could not ho trusted to stay by liis friend to the last out of pure 
companionship and loyally. It touched him now to hear her 
cite his own words even in objection to himself. 

4 One thing will you do ? 1 he asked. 4 Will you put her a 
plain question — where is Philip Vantliorpe’s child 1 * 

* I do not mean to ask her any question now/ Gabriel] c re- 
plied. * She will tell me all that 1 w ant to know, I am sure, time 
enough. I think she has had questioning enough for one day.* 

Gabrielle was now very angry. She could not understand 
Low Fielding could act what seemed to her so unfair a part. 
She could not understand how he could expect her to sanction 
it or join in it. She felt hurt to think that he could have 
known so little of her. A man must despise women in his 
heart, she thought, who could expect them to act like that. If 
any drop of poison »from Paulina’s half-spoken hints about tho 
cause of his recent dislike to herself mingled in any way with 
Gabriello’s feelings then, Gabrielle was not herself conscious of 
its influence. She was grieved and angered that Fielding 
should have misunderstood her, and expected her to play an 
ungenerous part towards the unfortunate Paulina. It came on 
her mind with a flush of pride in the recollection that it was 
only tho other day she had heard insinuations made against 
himself and had refused to believe them. 
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1 Well/ Fielding said, 4 I suppose there is no use in out 
talking of this any more, Mrs. Yanthorpe 1 Yon asked me for 
my advice and I gave it to you honestly. You won't take it, 
and there’s an end.’ 

* I know what you would think of me/ she answered, 4 if I 
were to take such advice in any other affair. We should hear 
something about the high principles of women then ! ' , 

He presently left her. Each was angry with the ether. 
Paulina was doubly, trebly delighted. She had made her 
game, as she would have put it, to hor own entire satisfaction. 
If she might have ventured on such a performance, it would 
have greatly delighted her to execute a wild dance of triumph 
in the very face of the discomfited Fielding. As it was, she 
could not refrain from flinging at him one saucy look of exulta- 
tion as he passed out of the room. He saw it, and she meant 
that lie should see it. She would have lost half the joy of her 
cleverly won success if she could not have thus taken Fielding 
into her confidence and let him know distinctly that she had 
been only playing a part and that she considered herself to 
have won, and therefore was free to mock at his confusion. 

That night Robert Charlton and his wife were sitting in 
their room in Bolingbroke Place rather late. Robert was 
seized with a fit of hard work, and was toiling away assiduously, 
and in silence, his head down. Janet was engaged in some 
sowing. She was very much depressed and out of spirits. She 
had not seen any tiling of Mrs. Yanthorpe for many days. Mrs. 
Bramble, her aunt, had come to see Janet once or twice, and 
had brought her some scraps of gossip, but they were not, 
somehow, of a nature to gladden Janet. 

Suddenly a knock was heard at the door. Charlton started 
from his work and stood up like a man who fancies he sees a 
ghost. His wife started merely on seeing him start. 

‘Was that a knock, Janet i ' 

4 I think so, dear. It's late ; I wonder who it can be.' 

4 Don't you go/ he said, motioning her back. 4 Don't you go.' 

lie was moving towards the door. The knock was heard 
once more, and there was a certain impatience in it. 

1 Do you think it is some woman 1 ' Robert asked. 

Why he did not open the door at once or let her open it, 
his wife could not guess. A voice was heard outside. 

‘I do declare it's Mr. Fielding!' Janet exclaimed. Her 
husband drew back. 

4 Fielding ? ' he said. 4 So it is — you open the door, Janet/ 
■ Janet promptly ojxmcd the door. 
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4 Why, Mr. Fielding, I said it was you ! 9 
4 Well, Janet, are you glad to see me i 9 
4 Indeed I am/ 

For a moment or two Robert kept far back in the room, 
almost like one who expects to have to stand suddenly on his 
defence. , Then, seeming to take 1 a more satisfactory view of 
the visit, he came forward to meet Fielding. 

‘ Well, Charlton, here you are as usual working away/ 

4 We didn't expect to see you, Mr. Fielding/ 

4 Didn't you really, Mr. Charlton ? Why not now, might 
one ask 1 A man may occasionally visit his rooms, mayn't be 1 ' 
‘ Yes ; but when one lias become a grand swell, you know, 
and lives with one's friends in a *great West-end square, one 
isn't expected to come back very often to a den like this/ 

1 Piil-pafF! I have been back to the den several times lately, 
only you didn't know anything about it. I come and go, follow 
my own whim as usual, Charlton. Don't you remember the 
talk we had one night about the rolling-stone and the mill- 
stone; I like the den ; perhaps it suits me best/ 

‘ We are glad to see you again, Mr. Fielding, at all events,* 
the meek Janet ventured to say. 

‘Thank you, Janet, I do, believe you are. I don’t quite 
know about your husband ; but he is such a surly old bear, 
one never expects much gladness from him. I say, Charlton, 
are you well acquainted with the history of Ireland uuder the 
reign of Oueen Elizabeth l ' 

‘ No, 1 can't say that I am/ 

‘ Because if you were you would know that there was a 
distinguished Irish chieftain of that timo who went by the 
name of Surly-boy. I should think you must be a descendant 
of his/ 

4 Well, there's nothing to make a man particularly lively 
here. You have more the luck of it, Mr. Fielding/ 

‘To be sure; yes, your only jig-maker! Well, I have 
come now to hale you and Janet — Mrs, Robert Charlton, of 
courso I mean — by tforce of arms, if needs be, down to supper 
in my little den, just as we had it once before, don’t you re- 
member, Janet ? * 

Yes, Janet remembered very well. That was indeed a 
pleasant night. The young man’s voice sounded sweet and 
cheery in her ears that had heard scarcely any but repining and 
melancholy tones for a long time, and Janet bad always greatly 
liked Fielding and bis kindly, companionable ways. To-night, 
however, she looked at him with something of a doubtful 
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expression. His gaiety of manner did not seem quite like tlio 
old thing, somehow ; it appeared to her to be forced and un- 
natural. Perhaps, she conjectured, he is only doing this to 
show that he doesn't think any the less of his old friends 
Ijecause he has gone back to his grand family. It was kind of 
him all the same, she thought. 

Robert accepted the invitation, much to his wife's surprise. 

* Come, Janet, be quick/ he said ; * don't keep Mr. Fielding 
waiting.' 

4 Keep Mr. Fiddlestick ! ' said Fielding. 4 We need not be 
so high and mighty in our politeness, need we, Charlton ? ' 

4 We have been hearing such wonderful things about yon, 
Mr. Fielding/ Janet said in her delight, as she was preparing 
to go downstairs. 

‘Truly, Janet? Anything good? That would be odd 
news, indeed, wouldn't it ? ' 

4 Oh, yes, delightful news; all about you and your brother, 
and how fond he is of you, and how you arc always going to 
live with him, and be always a gentleman ; oh, I beg pardon, I 
don’t mean that/ and Janet blushed. 

4 Don't mean what, Janet? Don’t mean that I am going to 
be a gentleman? Why, now you are hard upon me.' 

4 Oh, no, no ! I only meant that of course you were always a 
gentleman ; there’s nothing new in that ; money can’t alto that/ 

4 Janet, you chatter too much/ her husband said. 

4 Not too much for me/ Fielding said. 4 It gives mo 
pleasure to hear a friendly voice. Co ahead, Janet, chatter 
away, if your husband will call it chattering/ 

No modest little woman ever yet found her fluency of 
speech increased on being told by one of two listeners that she 
chattered too much, and enjoined by the other to chatter away. 
Janet became silent all at once. 

‘You’ve stopped her up/ said Fielding; ‘see what an 
unlucky fellow you are, Charlton/ 

4 It was you stopped me up more than Robert, Mr. Fielding/ 
Janet said in great good humour, ‘for you told me to chatter 
away/ 

4 Very well ; and why don’t you chatter away ?' 

* Oh, because I seemed to be only making a fool of myself, 
and one does not like that.’ 

* I wish I could make a fool of my sell’/ 

4 Why so, Mr. Fielding ? ’ 

, , * Because that would prove that the thing had not yet been 
. d one, Janet; there would be some comfort in that.' 
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* Talking of people making fools of themselves/ Robert inter* 
rnpted, ‘is it true what we hear about Mrs. Vanthorpe ? ’ 

4 What do you hear about her ? ' 

4 They say she is going to be married . 1 9 

‘Oh, I don't believe a word of it,' said Janet. ‘It's only 
some nonsense my aunt has got into her head; I wouldn't 
repeat such things, Robert. 

‘Why not? Whore's the harm? Mr. Fielding is sure to 
know whether it is true or isn't.' 

4 Why should I be sure to know ? 9 Fielding .asked. 

4 Well, because the story goes that she is to be Lady Field- 
ing — that she is going to marry your brother.' 

1 Oh, Robert ! ' Janet protested. 

4 1 know nothing about it,’ Fielding said carelessly. 4 1 ara 
not by any means my brother’s keeper ; and Mrs. Yanthorpe 
isn’t likely to consult me. Come along ; let us have supper, 
and let who will marry or talk of marriages.' 

lie drew Janet’s arm within his own and swept her down 
the stairs, leaving Robert to follow at such pace as suited him. 
Janet looked timorously into his face as they went down. She 
wished her husband had not talked in such a way; she could 
nor understand why lie had done so — it was so unlike Robert 
to repeat what ho was fond of calling women's silly gossip, and 
lie generally professed the poorest opinion of anything said by 
Janet’s aunt, even when it happened to be good sense. But 
Mr. Fielding did not seem to Save paid much attention to 
Robert's words; at least, he talked and rattled all the way 
down as if lie were in the highest spirits. 


CHAPTER XIX, 

TI1J3 SUNSTROKE. 

A traveller in a tropical country goes about for days, or 
months, and braves the sun and the climate, and suffers nothing ; 
perhaps, if lie bo of a specially hardy mould, scarcely thinks 
about such a thing as danger. Suddenly one day ho is cleft 
down by a sunstroke. Why that day more than another? The 
conditions were the same to all appearance for him all the days 
before. So many days that could be counted, so many sun-rays 
that could not be counted, had shone on his unharmed head ; 
and why on this one particular day does this one particular ray 
cleave him clown ? Was that sunbeam charged from all eternity 



100 DOMNA QUIXOTE. 

before to,, do the work, as Madame de Scvign6 declares the 
cannon-ball to have been that struck down the great Turennc 1 

The question is asked new d propos only of so unhistoric and 
unimportant a person as Clarkson Fielding. He had been out 
and about the world for many years, young as he still was ; he 
had been his own master almost since he was a boy ; he had 
seen many countries; he was foncf of making acquaintances 
everywhere; he must have met and known, on a moderate 
computation, some hundreds of pretty women, and he had 
never until now felt one real tludll or pang of love. It is un- 
reasonable to suppose that many of these women were not 
handsomer and cleverer than Gabrielle Yanthorpe; and yet it 
was the ray from Gabrielle’s kindly eyes that gave him his 
sunstroke. The thing might not have been surprising if he were 
one who disliked women and kept aloof from them, and was at 
Inst drawn, or dragged, into companionship with a woman, and 
so fell the easier victim. It would not have been surprising if 
he were one who had a low opinion of women generally, and 
was at length suddenly forced to seo that there was one woman 
at least deserving of a hotter judgment. But Fielding had 
always liked the society of women, so long as they were easy 
and agreeable, lie liked to be on pleasant terms of camaraderie 
with an intelligent woman of any class ; and oven if she were 
not particularly intelligent, as in the case of Janet Charlton, 
he liked her if she were genial and friendly. Ho was never 
conscious of having been shy or constrained in the society of 
women : there never was a time when he could not have 
looked a girl straight in the face ; there never was, until now, 
a time when liis pulse would have quickened by one beat at 
meeting or parting with a woman, except as it might liavo 
quickened at meeting or parting with some man, his friend. 
Not that he had not had flirtations and what are called love 
affairs. He was far too curious a student of human nature not 
to put himself in the way of such experiences ; but he had never 
found his rest much disturbed by them. The moment ho saw 
Gabrielle Yanthorpe he fell ill love with her. It did not even 
talas him long to be conscious to "the full of what had happened. 

Ho did not by any means like the new sensation. It dis- 
turbed him ; it was opposed to all his ways ; it marred his oasy 
enjoyment of life ; it was a new and strange element disarranging 
the established economy of his irresponsible existence. He had 
known himself, or had fancied he knew liimsolf, for some time, 
ami had never supposed he could turn into a fond Iovqt. 
: 3Sbaides, when the new sensation came, it seemed utterly out of 
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the question to suppose it could lead to anything more than 
simple disturbance to himself. He did not even stop for one 
moment to contemplate the possibility of (Jabrielle Vanthorpe 
falling iff love with him, and marrying him. It may as well, 
indeed, he said that if the possibility had occurred to his mind 
at the earlier stages of their acquaintance, it * would have brought 
him little comfort. He did not want to he married ; lie did 
not think he was by auy means the sort of person to undertake 
the resjxmsibility of a married life. It seemed to him as much 
out of keeping with all his schemes and ideas of existence, as to 
be governor of the Bank of England, or Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. How was a man to know, he had sometimes 
thought in other days, whether he would like to be married or 
not 1 A woman might bo very good company for an hour or 
two — but every day and for over? Ho rather sympathised 
with the American lady who declined to get married on the 
ground that she couldn't have a man always dangling at her 
heels, ne did not feel the least anxiety to have a woman 
always dangling at his heels. It would be intolerable when 
the thing was done to know that it could not bo undone, and 
had to be tolerated. 

Therefore, when Fielding became conscious of the new sen- 
sation, he chafed against it vehemently. He tried hard to 
shake himself loose of it ; perhaps we may say to laugh him- 
self out of it. lie tried not to believe in it. For a while 
he really did not, or would not, believe in it Death is a thing 
for others, not for us — that we all Icnow. The strange new 
pain that would seem to us significant beyond misapprehen- 
sion for another, cannot ho death for us — oh, no, it is impos- 
sible ; it is this, it is that, it cannot he death. So it was at 
first with Fielding and his new sensation. It could not ho 
love : absurd, impossible. But after a little there was no mis- 
taking the thing ; and Fielding looked tho reality fairly in the 
face, and" saw that his time too had come, and that the whole 
conditions of his life had changed. Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
could over steep hjs senses in such forgetfulness that the time 
to come should be as tho time that was how gone for ever. 

Perhaps the worst of it was that the past life seemed now 
as barren in his eyes as the future. It seemed far worse : it 
seemed odious as well as barren. He hated the recollection of 
the experiences he had gone through ; the pitiful amusements, 
the ignoble companionships, the worthless enterprises, tho vapid 
love of change, the selfish pursuit of pleasures and whims— and 
oh, such tasteless pleasures, such paltry whims 1 His brother 
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now seemed to him a thousand times superior, for all his oddities 
and his nonsense. Wilberforce had some purposes of practical 
good, at least. He bustledand fussed and busied himself about 
schemes which, if they came to anything, would do good to 
somebody. Nobody on earth would bo the better for liis, Clark- 
son Fielding’s, havinglived ; or need care twopence if he were dead. 

It is perhaps needless to say 1 that some, at least, of Fielding’s 
aspect for the schemes of Sir Wilberforce came from his obser- 
vation of the respect with which Gabrielle Vanthorpo listened 
to them. Gabrielle, as we know, held nothing alien from her 
which in the slightest degree concerned the good, or even the 
comfort, of a man and a brother ; and she had always listened 
with an interest, the more flattering because it was genuine, to 
Sir Wilberforcc’s expositions of the good he was about to con- 
fer on civilised mankind, by his various applications of practical 
science to thcr improvement of the conditions of every-day life. 
Fielding began to grow more and more full of regard for Wil- 
berforce. In proportion to the strength of his old reluctance to 
come near his brother was now the revulsion of feeling towards 
him. Through half his life Fielding had made up his mind 
that his elder brother disliked him, and was glad to be rid of 
him, and would he Sony to see him again ; and now that he 
found Wilberforce so simple, so straightforward, so affectionate 
in his peculiar way, the hear t of the younger man went out 
towards him with a remorseful tenderness. No one could have 
obliged Fielding more than by trying to injure Sir Wilberforce, 
and giving him, Fielding, a chance of getting at the wrong-doer, 
lie felt as if he ought to be taking care ol‘ Wilberforce, who was 
so much his senior ; for there was something unspeakably boy- 
ish, not to say childlike, in Wilberforcc’s oddities and fads, and 
unnecessary unresting activity. 

4 Tell you what, Clarkson,* the elder said one day as they were 
leaving Gabrielle Y anthorpe, 4 that’s one of the nicest women I 
know. You don’t think so, no ? why not, Clarkson ] why not ? 1 

4 1 didn’t say she wasn’t one of the nicest women 1 knew/ 
Fielding said ; 4 1 think she is the best woman I ever saw, and 
the most beautiful too, and the cieverest, and the sweetest, and 
the dearest— and anything else you like, Wilberforce. I’m 
open to a competition to see who can say the most in her praise, 
like two of the shepherds in Yirgil singing the praises of some 
idyllic girl.’ 

4 No, I don’t think I’ll venture to compete, Clarkson — you 
had always more of the literary turn than I, my boy ; and I 
n.ever could care anything about these things of Yirgil ; stupidest 
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things in the world they seem to me : I suppose you do really 
like them, sinde you say you do ; but I give you my word, I 
never could see anything in them "but silly stuff, don’t you 
know. ? ' 

* What do they prove, after all % ' Clarkson asked ironically, 
thinking of Newton and * Paradise Lost,* 

‘ Exactly/ Wilberforce said very contentedly ; i there it is ; 
what do they prove 1 why, look here, Clarkson, these Romans, 
do you know, with their poets, and their Tifcyruses, and Amaryl- 
lises, and all that lot, they hadn't a chimney to their houses. 
Call that greatness 1 I don’t.' * 

4 Well, if I don't agree with you in all that, I do agree with 
you about Mrs. Vanthorpe, Wilberforce ; I think her a charming 
woman, and a woman with a character and a heart/ 

1 Glad to hear you say so, Clarkson ; you have seen the 
world and cities and all that, like who is it — Ulysses or sonfe- 
body — and you ought to be a judge of character. A man might 
do worse than marry Mrs. Yanthorpe ; eh, Clarkson, don’t you- 
think so 1 7 

Fielding was surprised at this remark, and looked into kis 
brother’s face. Wilberforce was quite unmoved, 

‘ Tell you what, Clarkson, I wish she would marry me ; I 
do indoed. I am not much of a marrying man ; but I suppose 
a man will be expected to many some time or other. It's a 
sort of social duty one owes, I take it ; people will look for it ; 
and I think it is about time for me to be making up my mind. 
I am not like you with all the world before me ; I'm getting 
on, you know. I have been thinking of this a good deal lately ; 
ever since I came to know her/ 

Fielding murmured out something about its being very 
natural and very proper, and doing equal honour to the head 
and heart of somebody ; he did not exactly explain whom he 
meant. He was indeed much bewildered. 

* She’s the nicest woman I ever knew/ Sir Wilberforce went 
on ; 4 much the nicest. She has no stuff and nonsense about 
her ; and she takea an interest in things ; I never knew so 
young a woman take such an interest in things. She would 
make a capital wife. A deuced deal younger than I am, of 
course ; but I don't think that is a matter of any consequence ; 
and then, having been left a widow all at once, you know, 
there's a kind of gravity about her, so that one doesn’t think of 
her exactly as if she were a mere girl, you know ; and there 
■wouldn’t appear all the discrepancy that there is/ 

Fielding had indeed often noticed that the peculiar conditions 

O 
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of her life had given a sort of sweet gravity to Gabrielle’s man- 
ner that made her seem less young, less like a girl, than she 
really was. Still, the idea of a marriage between her and Sir 
Wilberforce seemed to him something preposterous. 

* Of course, this is all between ourselves, Clarkson ; I have 
only been thinking of it in a vague sort of way, you know ; I 
wouldn't mention it to anyone but you for all the world. I 
don't know, of course, whether she would have mo. I am not 
the sort of fellow a handsome young woman would be likely to 
fall in love with ; I know that pretty well, not being quite a 
fool, Clarkson. But then I could offer her a good position, you 
know, and money enough ; and I fancy I shouldn’t make half 
a bad husband; and a woman might do worse, mightn’t she, 
Clarkson ? eh, eh ? don’t you think so ? * 

# Clarkson really did think so. He thought a woman might 
do a great deal worse than marry his honest, kindl} r , fussy 
brother ; and he said as much with emphasis. 

‘ Thank you, Clarkson ; thank you very much ; I know 
you mean what yon say. — Well, we’ll think it over. You know, 
when one has gone to all this trouble, and has had all these 
houses arranged as perfectly as the practical science of the day 
can make thorn, one is bound, I suppose, to put a woman over 
them, isn’t ho? people will expect it; people will expect it. 
Don’t you think so 1 ’ 

The conversation threw Fielding into a contemplative mood. 
That was one of the nights when lie first went back to bis old 
lodgings in Bolingbroke Place. Ho found bis way into bis den 
unseen and unnoticed by the Charltons, or anyone, and ho began, 
almost without thinking of it, to put a few things together, as 
a man does who is preparing for a journey. Would she marry 
Wilberforce? he kept asking himself. Why not? There could 
hardly be a better fellow ; and it would be absurd to supp jso 
that any woman in G-abrielle’s position could be wholly indiih-r- 
«nt to the attractions of a title and great wealth. And what 
if she did marry Wilberforce ? why should he, Fielding, fool 
in any way astonished, or shocked, or grieved ? lie had not 
thought of the possibility of her marrying anyono, but was it at 
all likely she would remain, or be allowed to remain, in mere 
unmeaning widowhood all her life ? She was only a girl yet ; 
why should she not marry ? 

b Exactly; why should she not? Yet the thought of such a 
thing seemed to mako Fielding weary of the sun ; seemed to 
make the stars lose tlicir fire. ITis impulse was to go away; 
go away at once, and never come back. With all his joyous 
temperament, his general good spirits, and his indomitable ease 
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arid familiarity of manner to all comers, lie had a great deal of 
nervousness and sensitiveness in his composition, and was liable to 
intervals of profound depression, There is a preposterous English- 
man in a once famous French novel, of whom it is told that his 
mother always called him 4 poor sensitive ; ' such was the tender 
ami delicate melancholy of his insular nature ; he was, if we are 
notonistaken, a Lancasliireman. Now, Fielding’s young mother, 
while greatly amused at this French idea of a typical Lancashire- 
man — a class of person towards whom she felt but slight attraction 
— was yet pleased to discern in her boy, even at his thought- 
less years, something of that sensitive nature, so rare among 
Englishmen, and she loved to call him 4 poor sensitive/ Some 
of her friends laughed at her, seoing how healthy, strong, and 
fearless the boy was growing up, seeing that there never was a 
dog, however uncouth or savage, that he could not play with at 
first sight ; not a colt he could not ride ; no man or woman he 
could not question and get into talk with. But the mother 
knew something about the true nature of her boy, for all that. 
She had had tho benefit of all his little confidences ; she had 
known how he would creep into her arms and cry because of 
supposed slights that no one but she ever thought lie had felt; 
because of pathetic scenes or suggestions that no one but she 
could evor have fancied likely to touch him. She hod known how 
some music affected him ; and some lines of poetry. She had 
known him to be so much affected by a little poem he once 
found in a country newspaper that she had to steal it away from 
him, to keep him from reading it again and again, and always 
with tears, although the poem did not contain a single allusion 
to the stock subjects of the pathetic by which children are com- 
monly affected. * The lines were from some collection of poems 
with which she was not acquainted, and no name was attached 
to them in the newspaper ; but Fielding found out years and 
years after that they were by William Biake. His mother was 
not so far wrong when she called him 4 poor sensitive/ half in 
jest, half in earnest, after the man in the 4 J uif Errant/ It 
was this very sensitiveness which nobody but his mother saw 
in him that drove him away from his father’s house in resent- 
ment of fancied slights, in anticipation of injustice that he now 
saw would never have been dono. 

Yet he rallied again after the talk with Wilbeiforce, and 
schooled himself into a saner mood, and he went back to his bro- 
ther’s house, and visited Gabriolle again, as we have seen, and re- 
solved to think no more of the matter. But he was greatly hurt 
at first by Gabrielle’s manner to him the morning when she bade 
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him defiance in defence of the beauteous Paulina; and lid wetit 
hack to his den that night, and tried a joyous supper with the 
Charltons, and made up his mind that he must leave England 
at once. It was not any batter with him when, thinking over 
all that had passed, he began to see that Qabrielle had been 
very much in the right, and had shown, even in her unwisdom 
and her quixotry, just that chivalrous spirit which he so njpcli 
admired in her, The more foolish her conduct appeared in a 
worldly sense, the more generous, the more truly like herself it 
showed to him. He began to think how very like she was to 
the kind of ideal character which, in his days of fanciful boy- 
hood, he used to set out as the model on which to mould him- 
self. He began to be sentimental and egotistic then and there, 
and to declare that she was like his better self — that Providence 
had sent her to be a better self to him ; and that only perverse 
chance, and the world, and the devil, could have come between 
him and her. But this highflown mood soon sank, fell into the 
marsh of reality. 4 She doesn't care for me ; not one straw/ he 
told himself; ‘I know that well enough: why should she? 
how could she? I have never done anything such * a worn m 
could care about. Wilberforce is a thousand times a better 
fellow in every sense. I wish she had never brought us together 
— such a good fellow as he is ; and now the moment I have 
found him, I must lose him again. I wish I had never seen 
her. I was happy before I saw her — oh, no, I was not. I can 
only be happy by remembering her. What an ass I am ! ' 

This was the only conclusion at all satisfactory at which ho 
could arrive. There are two famous mortals whom sportive 
sorcery translates into the likeness of the ass. One is Bully 
Bottom'; the other, and much older, is the hero of Apuleius. 
Bottom did not know of his ass's head ; his elder brother in 
misfortune was only too conscious of the change that had beeh 
wrought in him*. Some thought of this was whimsically pass- 
ing through the brain of Fielding. 4 At least/ he said, 4 1 am 
like the fellow in Apuleius ; if I am an ass, I know it/ 


CHAPTER XX. 

8IR WILBERFOKCE's INTERVENTION. 

When the excitement of her discussion with Fielding was over, 
and she had formally proclaimed herself the protectress of 
Paulina against the world, Gabrielle began to feel a little dis- 
pirited and blank. She was convinced that she had been in 
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the right, and that she could not have acted otherwise; but she 
was sorry to have had to act in any way that might offend 
Fielding. She became more and more sorry for it as, during 
the. course of the next day or two, Paulina kept insinuating 
explanations of Fielding’s dislike of her in a manner which was 
not dear enough to challenge any comment, and which Gabrielle 
feltjfoe bad better decline to encourage by any manner of notice. 
She felt herself more inclined every hour to shrink from close 
contact with Paulina. The house seemed to have been made 
unwholesome by the strange woman’s presence. Gabrielle lay 
awake at nights thinking with a strong sense of repugnance 
that Paulina was sleeping not very far off. 

Fielding she did not expect to see soon again. She could 
not even desire to see him as long as Paulina remained in the 
house. It was a great sacrifice, she thought, to have displeased 
him for the sake of Paulina. Yet she could not bring herself 
to believe that it was any part of her duty to accept unproved 
accusations against this poor outcast of respectability, or to turn 
Paulina out of doors as a sacrifice to the proprieties and the 
conventionalities of the world. But like all women, even the 
strongest and bravest, she felt it a terrible trial to have to stand 
up alone against the opinions of ber little world. She could 
not but remember too that, of all men she had ever met, Fielding 
seemed the least likely to be governed by any servile regard for 
the mere conventionalities of society. 

It was a great relief to her when one morning she saw Sir 
AVilberforce ride up to her gate. He looked so stout and strong, 
so healthy and rosy, as he checked his horse and was preparing 
to dismount, that his veiy presence seemed an antidote against 
morbid thoughts and fearsome misgivings. She remembered 
at that moment a saying of Lady IJoneybelTs — ‘ Eh, my dear, 
yCur woman’s-rights theory and your woman’s independence 
are all very well for fair weather ; but when anything is going 
wrong, it’s a great comfort to have a man in the house to advise 
with.* Sir Wilberforce seemed to be just the sort of man a 
woman would like to have in the house under any untoward 
circumstances requiring firm counsel. Gabrielle found herself 
almost admiring him as she saw him get off his horse ; and she 
went promptly to ber drawing-room to welcome him. If he 
had been at all a vain man, he might, with such purposes as he 
had communicated to his brother, have drawn cheering auguries 
from the evident pleasure with which Gabrielle received him. 

‘ Mrs. Vanthorpe, can you tell me what has become of my 
brothei Clarkson 1 he hasn’t turned up now for two days.* 
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that sort of thing ; I’ve been a magistrate since before you were 
born, I dare say. Where is she ? I’ll go to her/ 

‘ 1 will ask her to come, if you wish * 

‘No, no, my dear lady; you mustn’t be present, if you 
please. I should much rather talk to her myself. Tell your 
.servant to show me to where she is. I’ll soon get to know all 
about the whole affair/ 

Sir Wilberforce was evidently about to enter on a formal 
examination of Paulina, after the regular fashion of a county 
justice of the peace interrogating some new tramp or alien 
beggar who has ventured within his jurisdiction. 

Ga bridle could not repress a smile. 

‘ Hut I don't think she would like to be taken in that way, 
Sir Wilberforce. It is very kind of you to try to relieve me of 
some trouble ; but would it be fair to my brother’s widow to 
treat her as if she were a person of j suspicious character! She 
is here as a guest and not as a prisoner/ 

Sir Wilberforce shook his head and sat down again. 

‘Where do you keep your property?’ he asked-r-‘ jewels 
and things — plate and things ? plate at the bank ? * 

‘ Everything of that kind that I have is in this house— ;not 
much, Sir Wilberforce,’ said Gabrielle, smiling and likewise 
blushing. His good-humoured, hrusqn<\ dictatorial way wffs 
not to be resisted, even although Gabrielle began to think that 
he was looking on her as a fool. 

‘Never do, never do,’ Sir Wilberforce went on. ‘Ridicu^ 
lous to have a place like this with only women. Coach mam 
even — does he. sleep on the premises? ’ 

‘Mr. Bramble does; he is in y housekeeper’s husband, Sir 
? Wil be i force/ 

‘ That old man I saw the other clay ? Well, lie would not 
be much good, I fancy/ # 

‘But, Sir Wilberforce, really it isn’t a case of’ standing 
.siege,’ -The house isn’t going to be attacked by the forty 
thieves — and even if it were, I don’t see how poor Paulina’s 
being here would bo likely to make things any the worse. She’s 
not in league with the yn plain of the band. * This house is not 
r grange/ 

‘Not, a what?’ Sir Wilberforce* asked. He was not streng 
on Shakespeare. 

^Well, I mean it isn’t like a lonely country house. Bemdcs, 
this pc or Paulina — what on earth is thereabout her that makes 
ycu all go v ild with gti^picion ? you are as bad as your brother/ 

* ‘You don’t kpow much alout this sort of people; gad you 
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are so awfully good-natured, you know. Well, do you think I 
mayn't see this person and talk with her a little f ’ 

‘ I shouldn’t like to have her shown off like a wild animal, 
Sir Wilherforce; or to have her treated as if she were a prisoner. 
Bo please to understand that she is my sister-in-law, who has 
been guilty of no greater crime, so far as I know, than that of 
coming to ask me to help her in making herself known to her 
husband’s mother.* 

‘ Well, look here*; the best thing you can do is to comply 
with her wish at once. Turn her over on Major Leven and 
his wife; they will understand how to deal with her much 
better than you can. Tell you what, Mrs, Tanthorpe : if you 
will allow mo, I # will call on Major Leven at once. I’ll go 
over there now, and tell him all about the whole affair, and let 
him come and see this woman. It really is his business much 
more than yours, don’t you know % ’ 

Gabrielle could not dispute this fact. Sir Wilberforee’s 
offer relieved her of a difficulty. She was really growing much 
distressed by the presence of Paulina. There was no talk of 
Paulina’s returning to her lodgings, or sending for her child. 
When Gabrielle asked her about the boy she only evaded any 
answer, or laughed and assured her the boy was all right, and 
that lie was to be brought over to her tho very next day, and 
that he should stay there if Gabrielle liked him. But the boy 
did not make his appearance all tjie same, and Gabrielle could 
pot but remembor Pielding’s urgent advice to her to press for 
some information about the child. In other ways too tho 
Companionship of Paulina became distressing. She talked with 
the maids a great deal, and asked them a variety of questions 
and made odd jokes with thorn. She rang her bell incessantly, 
nn<J sometimes apparently for no other purpose thar o have a 
chat with of the servants ; unless, indeed, when she wanted 
a little dry sherry or some soda-water with a dash of brandy. 
She scowled so fiercely at Miss Elvin more than once that that 
young lady declared herself in bodily fear of Paulina, and 
protested that Paulina would certainly murder someone before 
she loft the house. * Gabrielle despised these terrors, and was 
determined that she would not 1x3 frightened out of sheltering 
Paulina as long as nothing worse than lack of polite manners 
could be ascribed to her; but in the mean time hor presence 
seemed to vulgarise the very atmosphere. It was a great relief* 
therefore, to Gabrielle when Sir Wilherforce took on himself 
tho task of calling on Major Leven, and directing his attention 
to Paulipa. Gabrielle liked Sir Wilherforce so milch, and 
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thought him so kind and fatherly, that she did not mind in the 
least making use of his volunteered intervention. Nothing 
could be more remarkable than the manner in which she 
seemed to have struck up a friendship with him. They might 
have been uncle and niece, she thought, so free and friendly and 
trusting they were. She might have been his ward and he her 
guardian. Truly it is to be observed that Gabrielle had rather 
a rapid way of striking up friendships and of making confidants ; 
and perhaps if Sir Wilberforce had known how quickly her 
likings wore formed, he would have felt less gratified by her 
manifest liking for him. The liking was manifest, however, 
and he rode away very cheery and delighted to do her a service, 
lie sang in imagination a sort of 4 Tirra-Lirra,’ like a middle- 
aged Lancelot of the more than middle-aged nineteenth century, 
as h§ went on his way to Major Levon. It must be owned 
that Gabrielle did actually cast a glance from one of her win- 
dows after him as he trotted off, looking firm and healthful and 
magisterial, with his sleek groom behind him — just the very 
model, to all outward seeming, of the man a young woman in 
perplexity would rely on for comfort and aid. 

* Absurd to have her living all alone in that sort of way, 1 
tlic stout ISir Lancelot said to himself as ho rode on. 4 Never 
do, never do.* Then his spirits began to sing 4 Tirra-Lirra ’ 
again. 


CHAPTER XXL 

EXORCISED. 

Why had Clarkson Fielding been so unwise as to argue and 
endeavour to convince Gabrielle? He should not have dis- 
cussed the question of Paulina’s treatment : ho should have done 
something forthwith, and confronted Gabriello with accom- 
plished realities. For all that experience of men and cities on 
which Sir Wilberforce had complimented him, he had not any- 
thing like the knowledge of how to deal fc with women which 
came instinctively to his liome-keeping brother’s homely wits. 
Sir Wilberforce made up his mind, at once that it would 4 never 
do ’ to have Paulina saddled on Gabrielle ; that when Clarkson 
spoke against the woman there must bo matter in it; and lio 
decided that slio must be got out of the house directly. 

The end proved to be very easily brought about. Paulina’s 
littlo plot was soon explodod. As she would probably have put 
it herself, 4 the game was up ’ in a moment. A very brief in- 
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vestigation conducted by Major Leven, at the instigation and 
with the companionship of Sir Wilberforce, and with the help 
of Scotland Yard, turned far too much light on the immediato 
plans of Philip Yanihorpe’s widow. To begin with, hor one 
child had died before she came to Europe, and she had been in 
active negotiation, with the help of the woman in whose house 
she lodged on the Surrey side, to supply his place with a hired 
darling, in order to establish an irresistible claim on Mrs. Leven 
and the family generally. That was enough. Into her past 
life there was no need to enquire closely. Sir Wilberforce pru- 
dently suggested that the less anyone now knew about it tho 
better. It was arranged, however, that she should be offered a 
small yearly sum, provided she took herself away from London 
and did not notoriously misconduct herself. But to this pro- 
posal the high-souled Paulina replied by snapping her fingers 
in the faeo of Major Leven who made it, and informing him 
that she was not to be kept quiet on such terms as that. Sho 
now boldly assumed the responsibility of her little plot : to 
adopt her own expression, she ‘ faced the music.’ She avowed 
that, as her child was dead, sho meant to have hired another 
one, Ho gammon the old lady,' and she laughed boisterously at 
the severe language which Major Loven began to use in repro- 
bation of hor conduct. 

‘ Keep your twopenny-halfpenny allowance ’ — such were her 
irreverent words — 4 I’ll have the pleasure of making your lives 
miserable for it. Look out for me, Major ; tell the old lady 
bins’ll hear from me once or twice before all’s done. Tell her 
she hasn’t heard the la.H of Paulina Vanthorpc, not by a long 
way.’ 

4 There are laws in this land, Madame/ Major Leven said 
with dignity. 

‘ So there are, old boy, and mother-in-laws too,’ the un- 
daunted Paulina replied, £ and I mean to go for one of them one 
of these days.’ 

4 I presume I need not say that you are to leave Mrs. Yan- 
thorpe’s house ? ’ Major Leven said. 

4 Mrs. Yantliorpe hasn’t a house to leave.’ 

4 This house/ Major Loven said with emphasis. 

4 This house ain’t Mrs. Vanthorpe’s ; Mrs. Yanthorpc’s rich 
relations are turning her out of house and homo ; she may go 
and lie in the streets for all they care ; lam Mrs. Yantliorpe.’ 

Major Leven winced, but he could not dispute the accuracy 
of her statement. 

4 1 mean Mrs, Albert Yantliorpe/ he said. 
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‘ You ought to say what you mean/ was Paulina’s com- 
meat, 

‘You will leave this house, of course 1 f 

1 I’ll settle all that with my sister-in-law Gabrielle,* Paulina 
replied grandly. c She’s the only Christian in the lot.’ 

Even Major Leven was displeased with Gabrielle. He 
could not but think that she had in some way brought this 
dreadful woman on them all, and made them ridiculous and 
exposed them to an almost unlimited possibility of shame and 
scandal. Gabrielle did not venture to ask him what Mrs. 
Leven said about the whole affair. In truth, Mrs. Leven had 
not said much. She resolutely declined from first to last to see 
Paulina, or to have anything whatever to do with her, beyond 
making the offer of the annual grant which Paulina had so 
contemptuously spurned. * Her words about Gabrielle were few 
and harsh. ‘ Will you ask that mad girl/ she said to Major 
Leven, ‘ to cea*e once for all from trying to bring further dis- 
grace on the family of her dead husband T Major Leven did 
not bear this message to Gabrielle. He did not say that, when- 
ever his wife spoke of her now, she only called her ‘that 
mad girl.’ But he did remonstrate with Gabrielle firmly and 
somewhat sadly on her impulsiveness ; and she felt his words 
keenly. Major Leven saw dreadful things looming in the future. 
He wished very much Paulina had taken tSc money : he wished 
they had offered her more at first. He felt sure she would be 
as good as her word, and would try to inflict all manner of 
annoyance upon them. He even feared she would not leave 
Gabrielle’s house. He spoke of his fear to Gabrielle. 

‘ Hadn’t I better do something, Gabrielle 1 She can -be got 
out of the house, you know, if she won’t go quietly. But I 
don’t see how you are to manage with her. You aro far too 
soft. She will easily talk you over. Hadn’t iJbctter take 
some steps % ’ 

4 Thankyou, no/ Gabrielle said quietly. * If I have brought 
this on myself, I can get out of it myself. I don’t believe the 
poor creature is so bad as you all appear to think, I am not 
in the least afraid of her. I have more faith in human nature 
than even you, Major Leven, although you used to teach me 
once that above all things one must not lose faith in the better 
part of human nature.* 

‘ Yes, my dear, yes/ Major Leven said, a little softened ; 
‘ but that was in dealing with untutored aboriginal races, you 
know, and not in the case of creatures spoiled by the neglect of 
society — having all the viciousness of our effete civilisation 
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lifted on to the wild passions of the savage.* Major Leven was 
gliding insensibly into the eloquence of St. James’s Hall. 

* Well, you must leave me to deal with my aboriginals in my 
own way, Major Leven. You need not be alarmed for me. I 
shall go into the lioness’s cage, without any fear, and come out 
all right. I believe I could have dealt with this poor woman 
ljetter than any of you— at all events for what remains I mean 
to try.' 

There was no coping with the mad girl in one of these 
humours. Major Leven left her, not without pity and regret. 

1 At all events old Bramble is in the house,* he said to himself, 

1 a hale old fellow, and tliero are several women ; I don’t see 
how any harm can come to the girl.* He remained more than 
an hour near the house, however, and when he was going away 
lie took a policeman into his confidence, and bound him to keep 
a special look-out over Gabrielle’s little demesne. 

Meanwhile Gabriolle had entered the cage of the lioness 
She went to Paulina's room at once. She did not knock at 
the door, fearing that Paulina might lock herself in and refuse 
to see her, but boldly opened the door and went in. At first 
she was a little startled. Paulina lay upon the hearth, her face 
downward, writhing like one in passion or in pain, and beating 
the floor with her liands. Gabrielle never wanted more than a 
second of thought to^regain her courage. She stooped down 
and touched the woman’s shoulder. * Paulina leaped to her feet 
with a spring which might indeed have almost reminded one of 
the leap of the lioness. She confronted Gabrielle with glaring 
eyes and passion- distorted features. Her half-bare arms ap- 
peared to nave the muscles and strength of an amazon. At 
the sight of Gabrielle, however, her expression became less fierce, 
and she muttered something about having beep sleeping, and 
tried to pull herself into more seemly condition. 

( Paulina,* Gabrielle said in her quiet, sweet tone, 1 1 am 
sorry for all this, very sorry. You ought not to have deceived 
me about the child. I was your friend.* 

‘ There, there ! *• Paulina said vehemently ; * don’t say any 

more about it. I know I did wrong. I don't caro a I 

mean, I don’t care a button about them ; but I do care about 
you. If I had known you longer, I'd have let you into the 
secret; I’d never have tried to deceive you.* 

It waai not clear whether Paulina meant that, if she had 
known Gabrielle better, she would have shown her appreciation 
of Gabrielle’s sense of honour by taking her into the plot about 
the .child.) It is possible this may have been her meaning. 
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Paulina only answered by a half-impatient gesture,; as of 
one who would ask, i What is the good of going oyer all that 
now 1 9 Gabrielle felt that there was indeed no good in going 
over it. Paulina was not in the slightest degree penitent for 
what she had done, except alone for not having ‘ played the 
square game/ as she would have called it, with so good a crea- 
ture as Mrs. Albert Tanthorp^. 

Gabrielle left her. A few moments after, it happened tliat 
Miss Elvin was passing along one of the corridors and she met 
Paulina. Perhaps the singer expressed some pity or scorn in 
her eyes, or drew her skirts a little too ostentatiously around 
her to let the outcast of respectability go by. Anyhow, Paulina 
suddenly stopped and seized Miss Elvin by her two thin sallow 
wrists, and shook her until Paulina’s own bangles rattled like 
cymbals in the affrighted captive’s ears. 

‘ Do you know that I could lift you up in one hand, and 
chuck you over these balusters 1 ’ Paulina asked, and she fixed 
her fierce eyes on Miss El v in’s feeble struggles and shivers. 
* Do you know that I could strangle you, or snap you in two 
across my knee ? There, get away with you, and put on a civil 
face when next you meet me.’ 

Poor Miss Elvin vanished in mere hysterics. 

That night Gabrielle sat in her room a 1 one. She had sent 
her maid to bed, but she had as yet no notion of going to bed 
herself. Her window was open to the skies, like that of Irene 
with her destinies of whom Edgar Poe sings. The soft night 
air came with benign coolness and freshness across the trees of 
the park. The murmur of London was subdued to a low rush - 
ing sound, as that of some far-distant waterfall. There was no 
moon, but the stars were very bright, and appeared to be in 
movement of unwonted energy through the still heaven. Ga- 
brielle seemed as if by looking up to the sky, and abstracting 
herself from the sight of the trees and tbe walls, she could 
actually feel the motion of £he earth through space. She had 
some need to abstract herself from realities and to indulge in 
fancies ; for there had of latejbeen many disagreeable influences 
affecting her life, and the conditions of her existence had been 
disturbed by more than one unwelcome and uncongenial intru- 
sion She was glad in one sense that Paulina was to go ; and 
yet she felt some pity still for the woman, and she was sorry 
that it was from her house Paulina had to be, as it were, 
thrust forth. She was beginning to have a disheartening and 
^tormenting doubt as to the virtue of acting always on generous 
impulses. She was having it forced upon her that the efforts 
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she loved to make for peopled good were for the most part end- 
ing in miserable failure. She had not brought happiness, it 
would seem, but misery to the Charltons. She had done no 
good for poor Paulina ; she had embittered MrsI Leven against 
herself more than ever. She seemed to have offended and 
estranged Clarkson Fielding : she was beginning to have grave 
doubts concerning the gratitude and the truthfulness of Ger- 
trude Elvin. She feared that she had been too friendly with 
Walter Taxal ; she began to find out that he was not a man to be 
treatod as if he were of like age with Sir Wilberforce Fielding. 
In short, her mind was a good deal perturbed with doubts of 
herself, and of the success of the good purposes to whicka little 
while ago she fondly believed she was devoting her existence, 
and thereby rendering it justifiable. 

Suddenly she heard a rapid succession of little knocks at 
her door, and before she could rise the handle was turned from 
the outside, and Miss Elvin came in with all the manner of one 
who had been considerably scared. 

‘ Oh, I am so glad you are not in bed/ the child of song 
exclaimed, her eyes almost starting from her head; ‘I thought 
I would come and see you, if you were up. I am so frightened.* 

She did look scared certainly, but she had not forgotten to 
make herself as picturesque as possible even in her alarm. She 
was only half-dressed ; but was in a very artistic condition of 
undress, with her hair all floating oil her back and shoulders — 
just such deshabille as the most prudent heroine of romance 
might not object to be found in if the flames were breaking ont 
and the lover were expected every moment to burst into the 
imperilled damsel’s chamber and bear her away to safety. 

‘ What is tho matter, Gertrude 1 ’ Gabrieile took the girl’s 
hand and led her gently into the room. Gabriele was not 
easily put in personal fear, and she assumed that this would be 
only a question of robbers, or o£ a mouse, or perhaps even a 
blackbeetle. She knew that Miss Elvin was of the highly 
wrought temperament that lives in exaggeration. 

‘ That woman, that dreadful woman ! I am so much afraid 
of her. I am sure she means to kill me ! ’ 

* Do you mean poor Paulina 1 1 Gabrieile asked, not alto- 
gether without a tone of contempt in her voice. 

* I do, I do ; she hates me ; there is something deadly about 
her ; she will try to kill me, I know. Oh, how I wish I had 
gone to Lady Honeybell’s yesterday ! * 

< Sit down, Gertrude, and tell me what you ore afraid of/ 

‘ Mayn't I lock the door first 1 9 

P 
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1 No, that would be rather ridiculous, wouldn’t it? as if we 
were two frightened children.’ 

* But I am so frightened — oh ! ’ The girl looked over her 
shoulder towards the doorway as if she expected some grisly 
apparition to cross the threshold. 

Gabrielle went to the door, opened it, and looked out along 
the corridor. There was no one there. All seemed quiet. 
She cam# back and sat down by the singer. 

* Gome, Gertrude, tell me all about it.’ 

‘That woman hates me,’ Miss Elvin began; ‘that you 
know — you must have seen it, and she is a dreadful woman.’ 

‘ Well, but to-night ? ’ 

* I was in my room, not very long ago, and I was undress- 
ing, and I had made the lamp very low ; I don’t like light ; 
and it was very low, like twilight. And suddenly I heard the 
door open softly, softly, behind me, and that woman crept into 
the room.’ 

‘ Paulina — came into your room ? * 

‘She did; I saw her. She came in and looked round, and 
her face was all black with rage and hate, and her eyes were 
like the eyes of a tiger, or a devil, or something, and she made 
towards the bed, and I know if I had been asleep she would 
have killed me I Oh, yes, Mrs. Vanthorpe, you may wonder, 
but I know she would. And then she saw me — Oh ! * 

‘ Sbe saw you ? Did she say anything ? * 

‘ Not a word ; but she glared at me with the expression of 
a demon, and I didn’t dare to stir ; I thought she was going to 
kill me. I couldn’t move, dear Mrs. Vanthorpe; no, not to 
save my life. I seemed to be paralysed, as one is in a night- 
mare, you know. I seemed to be in some horriblo dream.’ 

‘ I think you must have been in a dream, Gertrude ; the 
light was low, and it was late, and you foil asleep and dreamed 
this.’ 

‘Oh, no, Mrs. Vanthorpe. Oh, how could that be! I had 
my hair down, I was brushing my hair, the brush never fell 
from my hand. Oh, I hadn’t a thought of sleep. If I had 
been asleep sbe would have killed me.’ 

‘ But why should she want to kill you ? Did she say any- 
thing ? What did she do when you looked up ? Did she see 
you? ’ 

‘ Oh yes, her eyes met mine. She glared into my eyes.* 

‘And said nothing all this time? ’ 

‘ Not a word. It wasn’t a long time, though it seemed to 
toe as if ages must have rolled by in that moment — ages.’ 
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*Yes, yos, of course; we know all that,* Gabrielle said a 
little impatiently ; 4 but did nothing come of this ] Did she 
stand looking at you, and you sit looking at her, and neither 
speak one word to the other ? * 

* I didn't dare to speak a word to her, I didn't dare to say a 

word, I hadn't the power. When she saw that I was up and 
dressed, and that she couldn't kill me in my sleep, she gave a 
laugh — Oh, dear Mrs. Vanthorpe, such a laugh ! Ifypu ever 
heard a devil laugh ' ' 

4 But I never did, Gertrude ; so the comparison isn't of any 
use to me. Anyhow, she laughed ? ' 

4 She did — such a laugh ! I know it was like a devil's 
laugh. A low fiendish chuckle— oh, I shall never have it out 
of my ears or out of my mind.' 

* Oh, yes,* said Gabrielle quietly, 4 I have no doubt you will ; 
but I dare say it was a disagreeable laugh. I should not like 
a woman*coming into my bedroom late at night to perform a 
laugh there. What happened then 1 ' 

4 Then — oh, then she went out of the room and closed the 
door behind her.* 

4 Then, is that all ? * ^ 

4 All ! dear Mrs. Vanthcrap, is not that enough 1 I know 
you are ever so brave, and Sam not ; but still, if that woman 
had suddenly come into your room late at night and glared on 
you in that way, you would have been frightened too.’ 

4 Well, I dare say I should have thought it very odd con- 
duct. But then she is an odd person. She has not been long 
in the house, and she may have mistaken your room for hers.* 

Miss Elvin shook her head. 

4 Her room is at the other side of the house.' 

4 Yes, but the house isn’t very large, and she might easily 
have made a mistake. Perhaps she wanted to ask you for some- 
thing.' 

4 But why did she come creeping in that way towards the 
bed 1 Why didn't she speak when Bhe saw me] ' 

4 Perhaps she saw by your manner that you were alarmed 
and she thought she had better go away as fast as possible. 
Just tell me, Gertrude — I think she must have merely mistaken 
the room — was she dressed ? ’ 

* Oh yes, she was dressed for the street, dressed for walking ; 
she had her hat on.' 

4 Come now, Gertrude, I really think you must have fallen 
asleep and dreamed this. Why should the poor woman be 
dressed for walking out at midnight 1 ' 

P 2 
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4 1 don’t know what she was dressed for, or why Bhe was 
there \ hut I know she was dressed. I saw her beastly eyes 
glaring at me under her beastly hat.’ 

Gabrielle thought the whole thing very unpleasant. No 
one could well say what odd prank Paulina might have 1 taken 
it into her head to play off for the purpose of annoying Miss 
Elvin, or anybody else ; and Gabrielle had certainly more than 
once seen her cast glances of dislike and disgust at Miss Elvin. 
She was perhaps the sort of malign creature who would take a 
pleasure in terrifying anyone who showed a capacity for being 
frightened. 

* I think I had better go aqd speak to her, Gertrude.’ 

1 Go near that dreadful woman, dear Mrs. Vanthorpe 1 — oh, 
no, pray don’t do that.* 

* I am not afraid/ said Gabrielle quietly. 

i Won’t you call any of the servants ? ’ 

* No, I don’t want to make any alarm or to haife things 
talked about/ 

‘ Then I must go with you ) I dare not stay by myself while 
you are away/ 

‘ I Bhould rather go alone, Gertrude ; I can deal with her 
much better by myself. There can bo no danger to you while 
you stay here \ I shall intercept the danger, you know, what- 
ever it is.* 

Gabrielle took a lamp and went to Paulina's room, not per- 
haps without a little heart-beating at the prospect of a scene 
rather than of any danger. But there was no scene. Paulina 
was not in her room, nor in any room. One of the sitting- 
rooms had windows that were almost level to the little lawn ; 
and Paulina had evidently contrived to open one of these, had 
gone out, and closed it behind her. The little outer gate pre- 
sented no obstacle to the elastic limbs of the resolute Paulina. 
She was gone. Why she had looked into Miss Elvin’s room — 
whether by mere mistake, or with some sudden purpose to do 
the girl mischief, or out of a freak to frighten her, or whether 
she took it for Gabrielle’s ' room and meant to have a last look 
at her patroness, could not now be known. The certain thing 
was that she had gone and had left no word of message behind 
her, A sort of message she had left, however. On the table 
in the room Paulina had occupied, Gabrielle found conspicuously 
set out the money she had put in the purse which she offered 
to the outcast. Gabrielle had put a certain sum into it ; and 
there it was now untouched, every sovereign. But the purse 
was taken —an old thing that had cost a few shillings when it 
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was new. Paulina had left the place no richer than she entered 
it, except for the value of an empty purse that had belonged to 
Gabrielle. Gabrielle understood what was meant by the money 
left behind and the purse taken. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

GABRIELLE FLIES TO SANCTUARY. 

Wild indeed were the rumours that went about among those 
who knew Gabrielle when the "story of Paulina's vMt and her 
sudden mysterious disappearance became known. The tale 
swelled in gi*owing until, with some people, it became magnified 
into a terrible narrative about an attempt on the life of Gabrielle, 
or of Miss Elvin, or of both together, by a furious assailant who 
was represented by some as an escaped madwoman, and by 
others as a professional murderess ; a sort of demoniac < Roaring 
Girl 9 without any quality of goodness. The news reached the 
Charltons soon, but reached them free of all the more extrava- 
gant additions. They learned at least that Gabrielle was alive 
and well, and that nobody had even offered to do her harm. 
But Robert turned pale, and could not hide, even from the un- 
suspicious* eyes of his wife, the alarm which he felt when he was 
told that the terrible Paulina had disappeared and was at large, 
lie had but a very vague idea of how her schemes had come to 
failure, but he had a ghastly suspicion that she would blame 
him somehow, and that he had not. heard the last of her. The 
late Emperor Napoleon was haunted, people used to say, by a 
hideous conviction that all the Orsini bonihs were not fired away 
in the attempt of the rue Lepelletier, but that some were saving 
up in unknown and desperate hands for a new conspiracy. 
Something of the same sort of alarm was felt by humble Hubert 
Charlton when he found that Paulina Intel mi^td h*r mm m.iuI 
was at large. lie had been forced to go and see her in the 
Surrey house more than once, unknown to his wife, while the 
plot was maturing ; he did not know whether she might not 
seek to make him now responsible for its failure. Janet saw 
that he was distressed by something, but did not dare to ask 
him for an explanation. She resolved that she would take 
the first opportunity of appealing to Gabrielle for adviee and 
comfort. 

The news of Paulina’s escape reached Walter Taxal among 
all the rest. It was told to him at Major Leven’s. It was set 
off by many bitter comments from Mrs. fceven on t^e general 
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misdoings of tlie mad girl. Walter Taxal listened with nncom 
fortable sensations, then undertook a defence of Gabrielie, who 
seemed to him to have simply acted for the best in the whole 
affair ; and then he stammered in the defence and became em- 
barrassed and broke down, and lot Mrs. Leven have it all her 
own way as long as he remained. But he did not remain long. 
The thought of Gabrielie living alone, and subject to all manner 
of annoyance and misconstruction because of her very generosity, 
filled him with courage to make an attempt for which he had 
long been trying to nerve himself. 

4 1 think you spoke too strongly about Gabrielie, Constance/ 
Major Leven said when Taxal was gone. 4 She is very foolish, 
but she means everything for the best; and do you know I 
think Taxal likes her ? I have thought so this some time/ 

4 Yes ; I am sure he likes her/ Mrs. Leven said composedly ; 
1 and that is the very reason why I feel it my duty to warn him 
against her mad ways. She is very likely thinking of marrying 
the young man. I have a great regard for Walter Taxal, and 
he shall not be drawn into such a thing if I can help it. At 
least he shall have his eyes open/ 

4 1 don't believe Gabrielie would marry him or anyone else/ 
Major Leven said. 

4 1 could believe anything of her now. I am glad I have 
not a third son. I owe the death of one son to her : and but 
for her I might never have come to know of the degradation 
and the miserable end of the other/ 

Major Leven winced and turned in his chair. It was fear- 
ful for one accustomed to public discussion to hear such utterly 
unreasonable expressions of opinion, and not to point out their 
lack of reason. But he knew from experience that argument 
in tliat case would only confirm the error it fondly tried to 
assail. 

Gabrielie was not particularly delighted just then to receive 
a visit from Walter Taxal. She liked the young man very 
much ; she had, indeed, something almost amounting to affec- 
tion for him. He was not very glever, or brilliant, or original ; 
and she liked men to be in some way clever, or brilliant, or 
original. But he was thoroughly manly, brave, and generous ; 
she liked him, and liked him all the better because she knew 
that he liked her. She was almost as free with him as if he 
were a brother, or a cousin at least. She would, send to him^ 
or write to him at any time if she wanted anything done. She 
felt inclined sometimes to adopt Lady Honeybell's words, and 
say that Walter Taxal was her right-hand man. It had not 
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occurred to her, until lately, that a young man might very 
satisfactorily occupy that place for Lady Honeybell, who could 
not safely be allowed to hold the same position with regard to 
Gabriolle Vanthorpe. Gabrielle had very little personal self- 
conceit. It would have been much better for herself and for 
others if she had had a great deal more. Perhaps her tempera- 
ment was too impetuous and eager to leave her much time for 
mere thinking about herself. The wrongs of somebody or other 
were always appealing to her for redress, and they occupied her 
to the exclusion of her own personal considerations. Besides, 
it never occurred to her to suppose that anyone could associate 
the name of Albert Vanthorpe’s widow with any thought of 
marriage. She liked Walter Taxal; why should he not like 
Iter f She had not the faintest idea of falling in love with him ; 
why should he fall in love with her ? 

Of late, however, as we have said already, Gabrielle did 
begin to have some misgivings that she had been too friendly 
with Walter Taxal. Gabrielle certainly was not a dull young 
woman ; and she could not help seeing that Taxal had been 
trying to devote liimself to her lately in a manner that sug- 
gested a claim for more than mere friendship. This troubled 
her, among other things. It did more than vaguely trouble 
her. It set her doubting much as to the wisdom of trusting to 
the light of her unguided impulses. It set her thinking — 
‘Ami only doing harm, and not good, to those whom I like 
and would gladly serve 1 9 

She received Walter Taxal this day, therefore, with decided 
mistrust and an uncomfortable apprehension that a trying scene 
was before her. At first the talk was only about Paulina and 
her disappearance. Gabrielle spoke up for unfortunate Paulina 
as well as slie could. 

‘ Where did you hear of all this, Mr. Taxal 1 9 she asked, de- 
lighted that the conversation was gliding as smoothly along on 
such harmless ground. 

‘ I heard it at Leven’s ; Mrs. Leven told me all about it/ 
lie was growing elnbarrassed. Gabrielle forgot him for the 
moment on hearing Mrs. Leven’s name. 

‘ She blames me very much, I suppose ? * Gabrielle said. 
* It is strange ; I was only trying to do her a kindness ; and 
now it all ends in this way. I try to do things for the best, I 
think I do really, and they turn out for the worst ! I im 
afraid I am an unlucky woman ; everybody will soon have to 
avoid me.' 

This was an unlucky remark. It drew fire at once. It 
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gave an opening for the very appeal Gabrielle did not wish to 
hear, and had been hoping even still to escape. Unluckily, 
too, Gabrielle accompanied it with an appealing look of her 
melancholy eyes, meant less for Walter Taxal than for the 
destinies and the powers generally that rule over humanity. 

i You’ll not get me to avoid you, Mrs. Yanthorpe,* the ex- 
cited young man blurted out, * or to think anything of you but 
that you are ever so much too good for this sort of world *al to- 
gether. Look here, Gabrielle — I’ve been trying to come to 
this a long time; I’ve had the words on my lips again and 
again, and I always broke down somehow and could not get 
them out; but now I will speak. Give me a right to speak 

for you ; let me stand up for you * 

4 Mr. Taxal — don’t, please, talk in that way — no one is con- 
demning me— everyone is too kind to me — almost everyone — 
I don’t want any defenders — I have done no -wrong.’ She 
stopped for breath ; she was stifled by her feelings. 

, 4 1 don’t mean that ; I know you don’t care what people 
say. But you know what I mean; you know I love you; I 
want you to be my wife. Gabrielle, Gabriello ! ’ 

It was all out now. The worst had come. He attempted 
to take her hand, but she drew back, and stood so resolutely 
aloof that he stopped disheartened. He could not fancy that in 
her manner there was any of the winning coyness that only 
waits to be pressed. He saw that he had failed and that there 
was no hope. 

She too began to see her way now. 

4 Will you come this way, Mr. Taxal ? One moment, please ; 
I do not ask you to go far or to stay long.’ 

Her eyes were sparkling now, her lips were trembling, there 
was an animation about her that he had never seen before. It 
almost frightened the poor young man. He remembered having 
heard elderly and cynical men declare as an axiom in natural 
philosophy that every woman has a temper, if you only wait to 
find it out. Could it be that this was the revelation of Gabrielle 
Vanthorpe's temper] Meanwhile Mr. Taxfcl had not the least 
idea as to whither she was leading him, or to what awful rite 
or presence he was about to be introduced. 

Gabrielle crossed a corridor or two and suddenly opened a 
door and invited Taxal to enter with her. He obeyed. The 
room was darkened by the close branches of trees outside the 
windows, and was further gloomed by the sombre colour of the 
walls, the curtains, the furniture, everything. It seemed at 
first to his puzzled fancy like a small museum or cabinet of 
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curiosities. There were certainly various small objects scattered* 
or rather very carefully arranged, on tables and stands and in 
window-seats and on brackets; 

A black curtain hung against one of the walls. Gabrielle 
drew it hastily aside and showed a wliite tablet. 

‘ Look at that, Mr. Taxal,’ she said ; * read that, if you please. ' 
Will you read it aloud, please] * 

'She astonished Taxal was rather short-sighted. He had to 
vpoil a good deal of dramatic effect by searching for, adjusting, 
dropping, and adjusting again his eyeglass. Gabrielle waited 
meantime with what might be called monumental composure. 
Then he read the words, ‘ This room is devoted to the memory 
of Albert Vanthorpc, who died in Genoa— — ’ and then followed 
the date of his death and the name of the English cemetery in 
which he lay buried. 

Now Walter Taxal began to understand why he had been 
brought into this room. Gabrielle silently pointed to the pho- 
tograph of Albert’s grave. 

‘ That is where my husband is buried/ she said. * See, 
Mr. Taxal, there are memorials of him all round this room. I 
don’t receive people here, or I might perhaps have Tbeen here 
when you asked me to many you. That would have been 
appropriate, would it not 1 This would be the proper place for 
me to receive such a proposal.’ 

She smiled a wild smile. Poor Taxal felt crushed. In that 
mournful room, in presence of that pale face and those glittering 
eyes, he seemed to himself like some criminal called up for his 
sentence. 

‘You must forgive me, Mrs. Vanthorpe/ he stammered 
out ; * I didn’t mean to give you any pain ; I didn’t think of it 
in that way ; I couldn’t help loving you — ■ — * 

‘Oh, hush, hush/ she said with a scared expression in her 
face, * don’t talk like that. That is why I brought you here, 
that you might not use words like that. See here, Mr. Taxal, 
there is the date of my husband’s death. Almost the other 
day, you see ; one ‘may say only the other day. He was very 
fond of me ; oh, so kind and good to me ; and I never could 
repay his kindness ; I never had a chance, no — not in life. All 
that I have I owe to him. All the poor means I have of doing 
good to any human creature, and of making life worth having, 
I owe to him. Do you think I am going to put another in his 
place — already ? ’ and her wild smile this time had something 
in it scornful. ‘ Oh, no ; you don’t think so any more. You 
know now ; and you will forget all this, and I shall try to 
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forget it, and wo shall be friends onco again as we we re — - 
as we always were before this.’ 

She seemed more reasonable now. He felt that he had the 
courage to say : — 

‘ But you are so young, and you can’t live always this lonely 
sort of life— no, don't be angry, I am not speaking now for my- 
self any more.’ 

‘ Thank you/ she answered quite fervently ; * I knew you 
would not, Mr. Taxal, when I had told you/ 

4 No, Mrs. Y&nthorpe/ the poor youth said in a resigned 
tone ; 1 1 was not speaking for myself : what would be the use 1 
But I was thinking of you — of you always living this lonely, 

unnatural sort of life ; and you who might be so happy * 

‘ Oh no, not lonely, nor unnatural, nor unhappy. I am never 
alone, unless when I want to be. I have friends — the kindest 
friends a woman could have, I think ; and I shall have another 
dear friend in time ; you know whom 1 mean, Mr. Taxal, you 
know her/ She was thinking, he knew very well, of Mrs. Leven. 
‘ How could I be unhappy have I not you for a friend ? 9 

‘ I have loved you/ he said, ‘ this long time ' 

‘ Oh — ' Bhe made an effort to stop him. 

‘No, Mrs. Yanthorpe/ he said veiy quietly. ‘You must 
let idpsay it now, just this once, and then I shall be done with 
it, don’t you know ; with talking of it, I mean ; and that will 
be better for both of us. I just want to explain/ 

She stood near the chimney-piece, with her eyes fixed on the 
photograph of Albert Yanthorpe’s grave, and she allowed him 
to go on without interrupting. 

* This long time/ he said ; ‘ this is no new thing with me. 
I didn't know about poor Albert, or I might have spoken even 
before him, and got my dismissal long ago/ He made a feeble 
attempt to take it lightly. ‘ I want you to believe that tills is 
no new thing and no trilling tiling, but something real and deep. 
I want you to believe that ; I should be sorry otherwise/ 

‘ I do believe it, I believe anything you tell me, and I am 
so grateful to you for taking it in this way. I shall always 
count you among my dearest friends. One good thing of all 
this is that after what has passed between us we may be very, 
very frank to each other — and I may say how very dear you 
are to me, and always will be ; and you will understand 1 ' 

Yes, he quite understood now. He knew that he had a 
faithful friend ; and that in her he could never have anything 
more. He could bear this, but it was too soon for him to do 
more than endure it. 
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€ This is a dreary room/ she said, 4 for anyone bat me ; 
and I would not have brought you here, only — do you know 
that you are the only man who has ever been in this room since 
it was given up to its present purpose ? * 

She was not thinking of any such meaning, but her words 
told Taxal that he was the first who had ever approached her 
on tho subject of marriage since Albert’s death. ‘There will 
bo others/ he thought. ‘ Other poor fellows will be called in 
for sentence hero, as I have been.* There was a sort of grim 
consolation in the thought. 

4 And now/ she said, 4 1 must not keep you in this melan- 
choly place any longer. Good-bye, Walter : I’ll call yon by 
your name this once, to show that we are friends.’ 

4 Good-bye, Gabriel le.’ 

Her name spoken in that tone came from him as the ’final 
and formal renunciation of his hopes.’ She came with him out 
of the melancholy room, and then he went away ; and she went 
back to her sombre sanctuary. Walter Taxal certainly could 
not have known why she humbled herself in such penitence and 
grief that day before the tablet put up to poor Albert’s memory. 
She was torturing herself with self-accusation and shame. If 
Taxal could have seen her self-abasement and heard her oc- 
casional ejaculations he might possibly, were be a vain y§ung 
fellow, have come to the conclusion that her heart was fighting 
for him all the time against her conscience, and that she was 
now accusing herself of a tendency to yield to his appeal. But 
Walter was nqtoain ; and he would not have caught from her 
words or her loots any thought to favour his lost hope. Yet 
she did speak as if there was some feeling arising within her 
which her over-sensitive conscience condemned as an infidelity 
to the memory of Albert Vanthorpe. Why was she self-re- 
proachful 1 Not, surely, because a brave young man had loved 
her, and she had not been able to lovo him. There could be no 
substance for self-reproach in that. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
gabrielle’s great hope fulfilled. 

Clarkson Fielding presented himself at his brother’s a day or 
two after as if nothing had occurred. 

4 Why, Clarkson, I thought you had gone off to California 
or Patagonia again/ Sir Wdberforce said. 4 Where were you 
all this time ? We were quite alarmed about you/ 
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Fieldb% wondered who were , the t we 9 ; but did not ask 
any. question. Ho had been schooling himself down a good 
deal during his absence. He explained that he had been back 
to his old lodgings for a while. 

M have a lot of things to put in order there, you know/ he 
said ; * papers and all that. I think of going off somewhere 
again ; one must do something. * 

‘Don’t ’see why you could not make up your mind to stay 
here/ Sir Wilberforce said. ‘ There’s plenty for you to do, you 
know, Clarkson. I have a good deal of your money — it’s yours 
and not mine ; poor father would always have it kept for you, 
and so there’s no compliment in the matter ; and there are lots 
of things to do in England. You must have knocked about 
the world quite enough, I am inclined to think. Settle down, 
my boy, settle down. Politics, now — quite fascinating, I believe, 
for people who have an interest in that sort of thing. I dare 
say that many people think I ought to he in tho House of 
Co mm ons. Poor father would certainly have liked one of us 
to be in the House, I know. But 1 haven't any taste that way ; 
practical science is more my line. Why can't you go in for 
politics ? You could get a scat as easily as anythin".’ 

4 1 don’t think I should be much of a success, Wilberforce ; 
I’m afraid I don’t quite understand all about the county fran- 
chise and the j udicat ure bill . ’ 

‘But foreign affairs, you know — the Eastern Question, 
American politics and that sort of tiling. You might talk very 
well on such subjocis as that — when occasion required, of course ; 
when occasion required. I believe lots of the Iffin in the House 
know nothing of foreign politics, or of anything, by Jove, for 
that matter. And then you need not speak unless you liked. 
It’s not by any means necessaiy for a man to sp~ak. Some of 
the best men in the House never open tlieii* mouths, I’m told.’ 

4 Perhaps my political opinions wouldn’t agree with yours, 
Wilberforce. I am an awful Radical, you know — a sort of 
Red Republican.* 

* God bless my soul ! you don’t say so ? I had no idea at 
all. But that won’t last, I dare say. All young men are that 
- way, I fancy. It passes off ; it’s like falling in love, and in- 
fidelity, and so on. Still, it would be better to wait perhaps. 
/Well, then, lot me see, there’s the army. You wouldn’t think 
* of the army V m 

‘A little past the time for beginning, I am afraid/ Fielding 
said, with all possible gravity. 

‘ - 4 Yes, yes; I dare say it is. But the volunteers, now — 
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why not the volunteers ? A commission might far got, I dare , 
say ; do they have a commission in the volunteers 1 Anyhow, 
you might become a captain of volunteers and" take a lot of 
interest in the drill and the marching and ail that ; it gives 
one something to think about/ 

Fielding shook his head. 

‘ I don’t think I should care for mere playing- at soldiers,’ 
he said. 

* Well, well, there are no end of other things. Why, let 
me sco — the bar, for instance. Why not the bar, Clarkson 1 
You might go in for bdtng Lord Chancellor one of these days/ 

‘ Why not the Church ? ’ Clarkson asked. 

Sir Wilberforce looked up in sudden doubt as to whether 
Clarkson was really serious this time. 

‘Well, yes; the Church of course, if a man had any turn 
that way ; what could be better 1 If he really had a turn that 
way, Clarkson ; blit I don’t know, somehow/ 

‘ You don’t think I have a turn that way, Wilberforce, and 
you are quite right. It was only a very stupid joke of mine. 
I am greatly afraid I have no turn for anything that is steady 
or good or respectable, and I doubt wbctbcr I am young enough 
to mend. I think 1 am at my best when knocking about the 

world. At least I don’t get in anybody’s way then *•’ 

‘ Come, now, Clarkson, you mustn’t talk in that way — no, 
no, you must not indeed. That sounds as if you thought we 
did not want you here, and that isn’t so, you know; it really 
fan’ t/ 

Again Clarkson mentally wondered who were ‘ we/ 

‘ I didn’t mean that, indeed, Wilberforce/ 

‘ No, no/ Wilberforce went on ; ‘we couldn’t stand that, 
you know ; I couldn’t afford to lose you again just after finding 
you. I haven’t been so happy for years as since you turned up. 
I don’t mean to say that I kept thinking of you all the time 
you were away as much as I ought to have done ; people don’t, 
you know. You had become a sort of myth to me, my boy ; 
like the wandering Jew, or the Man in the Moon, or some- 
thing. But I am really delighted that you have turned up, 
and I feel monstrously obliged to hlrs. Yanthorpe for having 
brought us together — Gad, what a trump of a woman she is ! 
I have something to talk to yo% about presently concerning 
her, but just now I want to have this out with you about your 
leaving England, which I think is very unnecessary and unwise ; 
and I don’t like it at all. I want you here. There are only 
the two of us, and there’s nothing now to keep us asunder.’" 
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There was something very moving in the earnest simplicity 
of Wilberforce. Clarkson felt greatly touched by it. 

4 We ought to have known each other much sooner, Wilber- 
force. I shouldn’t have spent so much of my life knocking 
aimlessly about the world if I had known what sort of a fellow 
you were.’ Then he told Wilborforce of the time when he 
actually came to that house with the intention of seeing and 
speaking to his brother, and how, happening to see Wilberforce 
on his horse preparing for a ride, he changed hiB mind and did 
not make himself known. 

* God bless my soul, Clarkson, what Ian extraordinary thing 
to do ! I never heard of such a thing. Why, I should have 
been delighted to see you ; I always thought poor father was 
too hard, you know. Gad, he was often hard enough on me, I 
can tell you ; I hadn’t it all iny own way, by any means.’ 

‘ Well, you see one result of it all,’ said the younger brother, 
* is that I can’t settle to anything, Wilberforce. I don’t think 
I could bring myself to sit down to any steady pursuit ; I am 
not young enough to begin all over again.’ 

‘Better try, better try before you give up,’ Wilberforce 
said cheerily. ‘ Turn to something for a while, anyhow. Art, 
now ; I suppose you haven’t any taste ^that way 1 ’ 

Fielding shook his head. 

‘ Literature ? Lots of fellows write books nowadays that 
don’t Beem to me a bit better than you might do, or anyone if 
he only tried. Then there’s business ; the City. You might 
do something in banking, or the China trade ; capital things ; 
keep a fellow at work and give him something to think of. I 
wish you would turn your attention to practical science with 
me ; I could find you occupation enough, and we could work 
together ; and you have no idea what a hold it takes on you 
once you go into it.’ 

‘ I think I should like to tiy a little exploring,’ the younger 
man said' with some hesitation. 

‘ Africa and that sort of thing 1 I don’t think I would do 
that, Clarkson. It’s used up r isn’t itf TSvery fellow does 
exploring in Africa now, and reads a paper at the Geographical 
Society, and writeB a book with queer pictures of black men 
and women. I don’t think I would turn to that if I were you. 
No, my boy, stay at home fq$ the present at all events; I can’t 
let you go away just yet.’ 

Fielding made no answer. It was hard not to yield to his 
brother’s kindly pressure, and yet he felt that the one thiffg he 
now could not do was to remain in London. It was easy, however, 
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to turn aside the stream of any conversation in which Sir Wil- 
berforce was engaged, and Fielding did so now by reminding 
him that he had something to tell about Mrs. Y&nthorpe. 
Fielding fully expected to hear that Sir Wilberforce had pro- 
posed for her and been accepted. But it was only about Paulina. 
Sir Wilberforce told of his own intervention, and how it had 
ended, and how Paulina had disappeared. All this was very 
interesting news to the young man. He cordially approved of 
all that Wilberforce had done, and gave him fresh reasons drawn 
from his own knowledge of Paulina's history to make Wilber- 
force satisfied that he had taken the right course. But*C}ark- 
son kept thinking all the time how unsuccessful had b$^h his 
attempt to induce Gabrielle to listen to reason. Wilberforce 
seemingly had had his own way without any trouble, and spoke 
almost /is one who already had authority in the matter. The 
African exploring enterprise began to commend itself more and 
more to the younger brother while ho listened to tho narrative 
of the elder. 

* I think I shall ask her to marry me, Clarkson ; I really 
think I shall,* Wilberforce said abruptly. 

* You haven't done so yet 2 ' 

‘ No, I haven't done so yet. I have been turning it over 
in my mind ; I begin to think more and more that it would he 
the very best thing I could do. Don’t you think so, Clarkson, 
chV 

‘ She would make any man whom she married very happy 
I am sure ; unless he were a very stupid man,' Clarkson said 
emphatically. His brother's eyes lighted with pleasure. 

* The thing is, would she have me, Clarkson ? There's the 
rub, isn't it ] I'm not young, you see ; not what she would 
call young ; and I'm not particularly good-looking ; never was ; 
and I'm not clever. I shouldn't like to ask her, if I were to 
be refused ; I don't mind about myself, being refused ; I mean 
I should not hesitate about asking her on that ground merely ; 
a man must take his chance — eh ? But I shouldn't like the 
idea of annoying her, you know; and then perhaps if she 
wouldn't marry me it wouldn’t be right to go and see her any 
more for a long time ; and, by Jove, Clarkson, I shouldn't like 
that one hit. Do you know I have a great idea of taking Leven 
into my confidence ; he's a nice fellow, Leven. Do you know 
him ? — no ? You must know him:* Come over there with mo 
one day. To ask Leyen whether he thinks she would he likely 
to have me — there wouldn't be anything indelicate in that, 
Clarkson, you don’t tliink ? ’ 
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Wilberforce talked on, and Clarkson had to Hsten and 
do his heat not to seem either disturbed or wanting in interest 
Then Sir Wilberforce proposed that they should bothacall on 
Gabrielle that day. 

‘ She'll be glad to see you, Clarkson ; she thinks you are a 
little huffed, I believe, or something of that sort, because she 
didn't take your advice about that wom&n# but you are not of 
course, 'ante you! * I told her I was Sure you were not. Now 
you shall go and pay her a visit along with me, and we’ll show 
her that you are not a .bit put out; and 8116*11 be pleased, I 
know.* \ ■ y ‘ 

Did Clarkson like to got Did lie dislike fu go? He could 
not have told anyone ; he could not have made it clear to him* 
self if he had^ied. A wise and strong man" doubtless would 
not have gone ; but On the other hand a still wiser and stronger 
man would surely have gone and schooled his feelings so that 
no-one should suspect that he yras concerned about anything in 
particular. Clarkson decided to go. In his heart ho was glad 
of any. excuse for seeing Gabrielle, and lie told his reason and 
conscience that it vjas necessary he should go lest Wilberforce 
should suspect anything* and lie put to useless pain. His feed- 
ings towards Wilberforce were a curious compound of gratitude, 
affection, and a sort of compassion, such ap one has for some 
child or woman whose simple goodness deprecates intellectual 
criticism. 

They walked to GabrieJIe’s, and Wilberforce talked all the 
way of his projects and successes in tho application of practical 
science to English domestic life. Clarkson compelled himself 
to listen' and answer, although he sometimes longed to shout out 
as a relief to the tension of his feelings. At Gabrielle’s a sur- 
prise awaited the brothers. A visitor was there whom they 
never expected to see. They found Mrs. Leven in affectionate 
companionship with Gabrielle. 

Walter Taxal in the fulness of his emotions told Mrs. Leven 
the first time he met her of his bitter disappointment and of 
Gabrielle’s unconquerable devotion to the*' memory of Albert. 
Poor Taxal never supposed thairhe had any rival but the dead 
Albert. He know that Albert’s mother credited Albert’s widow 
with a desire to marry again, and many warning hints had 
been given him to understand that Mrs. Leven inspected Ga- 
brielle of a desire to marry him. Inspired partly by a kind of 
resentment, as if Mis. Leven had betrayed him to his disap- 
pointment, and partly by a chivalrous resolve to set Gabrielle 
right in Mrs. Leven’s eyes, the young man told all that had 
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happened to him ; how he had made love and been rejected, 
and not merely rejected but rebuked, and how he had come 
away from Gabrielle’s presence and her remonstrances almost 
as penitent as if he had been doing some wrong, Albert Van- 
thorpe, according to him, was the girl's saint. She was devoting 
herself to his memory ; she would bury her youth in his grave. 

Then with a rush Mrs. Leven’s old affection for the 3 r oung 
woman £azae back* The girl who thus honoured Constance 
Leven’s son could not be unworthy of Constance Leven's love. 
Even in her best moods Mrs. Leven regarded things and people 
in tfie light of personal property or appanages. She loved 
hereon Albert while he continue^ devoted to her; she was 
angry with him when he became devoted to Gabrielle. She 
never could forgive the elder son who had shown that he could 
live without her. She loved Gabrielle. while Gabrielle was like 
a particularly submissive daughter. Shi grew angry with tho 
girl when Gabrielle showed that she could haVe a will and a 
conscience of her own. But now Gabrielle had proved her de- 
votion to the memory of Constance Levon's Son, and this was 
homage to Constance Leven. She had a fitful nature? swept 
every now and then from the mooring of conscience and rea- 
son by some strong and stormy gust of emotion. She quarrelled 
with her son Philip in a fit of emotion; she quarrelled with 
Gabrioll© in the same way ; she had married Major Leven in tho 
same way. Now came another current of emotion, and it drove 
her to Gabrielle's side. It was characteristic of Mrs. Leven 
that she never for a moment doubted as to the manner in which 
her overtures would be received. She simply pardoned Ga- 
brielle. She told her husband that she was greatly pleased by 
the young woman's devotion to Albert's memoiy. She ordered 
her carriage, and straightway delighted and bewildered Ga- 
brielle by presenting herself in her daughter-in-law's house and 
announcing that she had made up her mind to forgive Gabrielle 
and that they were to be friends once more. It was on tho 
very day of this reconciliation that Sir Wilberforee and Fielding 
went together to see* Gabrielle. 

They found Gabrielle overflowing with the rapture of her 
recovered friendship. Her jev shone through her. She besought 
of Wilberforee and Clarkson to be witnesses of, and sharers in, 
her happiness. Will>erforce was simply delighted. He thought 
it all did the highest honour to her head and heart. It was 
another reason for admiration of her to find that she was so de- 
voted to the elder lady. ‘ Gad, there isn't too much of that 
sort of thing ampng girls to-day/ he thought. He liked Mrs. 

Q 
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Leven, top, from the first. There was something imposing and 
stately about her. If a man must have a mother-in-law he 
thought it was not easy to see how he could have a nicer 
mother-in-law than that, and, by Jove, he didn't believe half 
the bad things that were said about mothers-in-law. He had 
thought of this even before Mrs. Leven’s reconciliation with 
Gabrielle, and npw of course he was prepared to like her all 
the bettor. Mrs, Leven for her part much liked him. He 
seemed so good-humoured, so respectable, and so strong, that 
she could inot but like him. She was getting not to like young 
men much. They were all ‘too opinionated, too. full of their 
own whims and conceits. They thought too much of themselves 
in every way. She found herself thinking that if she were to 
have a son-in-law she should like just such a man as Sir Wil- 
berforce Fielding. Even at that moment she wondered what 
Gabrielle thought of him, and she began to find the doubt 
coining up in her mind whether it would not be wrong to expect 
Gabrielle to live lonely all her life because of her devotion to 
Albert Yanthorpe’s memory. 

The younger Fielding she did not like at all, and Fielding 
disliked her with a curious instinct. Ho would haVe disliked 
her because she had treated Gabrielle so badly all this long 
time, but be disliked her now because sho had chosen to bo^ 
reconciled in that imperious and queenly way, and because 
Gabrielle put up with it and did homage for it, and was over- 
whelmed with joy because of it. In truth he found himself 
perhaps for the moment of less importance than he could have 
liked in that little circle. lie did not seem to have any par- 
ticular place there. He felt sure Mrs. Leven would put Ga- 
brielle against him if she could, and Gabrielle now was in a 
mood of mind to believe anything Mrs. Leven told her. 

Yet Gabrielle did not neglect Fielding. On the contrary, 
she thanked and praised him again and again for the earnest 
advice he had given her, and she told Mrs. Leven how much 
she was obliged to him and how ungracious she feared she had 
been. Mrs. Leven from the first moment’ felt an antipathy to 
the young man, and thought his presence there of sinister 
import. She remembered what Major Leven had told her of 
him ; she saw in him the very young man to turn a girl away 
from the deference and devotion due to her elders. - 

* Your brother is not like you, Sir Wilberforce,' she said in 
an undertone ; i I should never have known him to be anyone 
of your family/ 

/Well, Clarkson's so much younger, you see,’ the good-- 



GABRIEL LES GREAT HOPE FULFILLED. 2*7 

n&tured Wilberforce explained. 4 And then, Mrs. Loren, hc*s 
such a good-looking young fellow. We hadn’t the same mother, 
yon know ; and he’s been all about the world, while t have 
been stagnating here.’ 

‘ Yes, I heard that he was a good deal about the world/ 
Mrs. Leven said with significant emphasis. 

4 And he wants to go all about the world again, Mrs. Leven, 
much to my dissatisfaction, I can assure you. I tell him that 
ho had much better remain at home and settle down/ 

4 Young men find it very hard to settle down, I believe, 
when they have lived much of thjrb sort of life. I have had 
some experience of that kind in my own family/ 

4 Yes, yes ; so I have heard ; sorry to hear it ; great trouble 
to you, of course.’ 

4 We owe a great deal to your kindness and energy in that 
matter, Sir Wilberforce — of the person who unfortunately was 
married by my elder son.’ 

4 Don’t mention it/ Sir Wilberforce hastened to say. 4 1 
thought it was a pity, you know, that Mrs. Vanthorpe should 
be troubled, and I was afraid that she would be put upon — 
wouldn’t understand things — that’s why 1 took the libeity of 
calling on Major Leven about it ; and very good of you both, 
I’m sure, to forgive my intrusion.’ 

4 It is not always/ Mrs. Leven said with a sigh, 4 that one 
can find such dolicato and judicious advice and help in a fatuity 
disgrace ; for of course it is a disgrace.’ 

4 Oh, by Jove, you know, as to that, every family has some- 
thing of that kind, I dare say, if we only knew. There will be 
wild young fellows alwa) s. But I hope you have not. heard 
any more from that lady — that peison, Mis. Leven.’ 

4 We have not hoard from her since. No. Major Levon is 
in some alarm about her, unnecessarily, I think. She has no 
claim on us any further. We made her what I tliink a >ery 
liberal offer, and she rejected it insolently. I don’t see what 
more she can have to do with us. I am not in the least uneasy 
about anything she Can do . 1 

4 Still, I think I would have bought her off, if I were you/ 
Fielding the younger said. Gabrielle and ho had now joined 111 
the conversation on the mention of Paulina. 4 She’s capable of 
anything.’ 

4 Wo offered her a yearly sum enough to maintain her in 
respectability/ Mrs. Leven answered in somewhat stately style ; 

* I would not consent to go any further than that.* 

4 It’s no use standing on one’s dignity with a woman of that 

Q2 
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hind/ Fielding urged. * She can annoy you, and you can’t 
annoy her/ 

4 1 don't believe the poor creature is half as bad as all that/ 
Gabrielle pleaded earnestly. 4 She showed by her conduct in 
this house that she has some generous impulses.' 

Something was said about the alarm given to poor Miss 
Elvin, which, however, only seemed to amuse Sir Wilberforce. 

4 Where is that girl now ? ' Fielding asked in his abrupt 
way, turning to Gabrielle. 

4 She has gone on a visit to Lady Honeybell's ; Lady 
Honey bell is very kind to her.’ j 

4 I'd let her stay at Lady Honeybell's, if I were you,’ said 
Fielding. * I don't like that girl ; tlieres something treacherous 
about her look.’ 

4 It seems to me that you don’t like any of my friends,’ \ 
Gabrielle said. \ 

4 That young man gives his opinion much too dogmatically,’ 
Mrs. Leven thought to herself. 4 If I were Gabrielle I would 
not allow him to talk in that sort of way. I must advise her. 
How unlike he is to his brother ! ' 

‘Major Levon is having a great meeting somewhere to- 
night, isn’t he 1 ' Sir Wilberforce asked her. 

* He is — at St. James’s Hall. Something about a colony. 

I do not quite understand the subject.' 

‘ Sure to be some good cause,’ Sir Wilberforce politely said. 

* Major Leven only lives for every good cause,’ Gabrielle 
declared with fervour. 

‘ Young Taxal is to speak, I see,' Sir Wilberforce said. ‘ I 
should like to go if I cared more about politics : but I don’t. 
Are yon going, Mrs. Leven 1 ' 

‘ No ; I did not think of going ; unless, Gabrielle, you 
would like to come, dear 1 ' 

4 Oh, no,’ Gabrielle answered hastily, and growing a little 
red ; 4 1 should not like to go.' 

Mrs. Leven at once understood Gabrielle’s reason for not 
going, and her confusion. It was because Walter Taxal was to 
be there. 4 Veiy proper and very becoming on her part,' she 
thought — 4 she is a dear girl, and my own Gabrielle still ! * 

The brothers presently went away. As Clarkson was going, 
Gabrielle held out her hand to him and looked in his face with 
an expression of so much happiness and such an appeal for his 
sympathy in her happiness, that the heart of the young man 
was touched to the quick. She seemed so joyous, so anxious 
that all the world should share her joy, so unconscious of any 
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reason why anyone now should not be happy, that it seemed to 
him as if a formal declaration from her that she cared nothing 
about him could not have been more conclusive. Some ex- 
pression of this must have come into his face, for he saw a 
sudden look of surprise and almost of pain come into hers. She 
felt as if for some unknown reason the friend to whom she 
specially looked for sympathy in her happiness was refusing it 
to her. 

‘ Why should she care about me V he thought. ‘ She will 
marry Wilberforce and be very happy. 1 His mind was more 
than ever made up to leave England. He now only thought 
of how this could be done with least pain to his brother. 4 JShe 
will not care.' 


CHAPTER XXIY. 

‘FURENS QUID FEMINA.* 

The great public meeting about which Sir Wilberforce spoke 
to Mrs. Leven took place that night. It was to be a grand 
popular, not to say national, demonstration. People were 
streaming into St* James's Hall for more than an hour before 
the opening of the proceedings. Huge placards at the doors 
invited the public to keep streaming in still. The stalls, the 
whole floor of the hall, the galleries, and the platform— -ad- 
mission to this latter place being for those privileged with 
special tickets — were soon filled by an excited crowd. Major 
Leven and his friends had found a really delightful grievance 
to charge against the government. The Colonial office had 
intimated to the colonists of Victorietta that it would be a 
proper tiling for them to take on themselves a certain share of 
the cost of defending the colony against invasion on the part of 
any aggressive foreign power. The colony of Victorietta had 
been for a long time anxious to connect itself with the great 
political movements of the world. It had looked with jealousy 
upon the exciting ^omplicatiofis, entanglements, and dangers 
which other dependencies of the British Crown were privileged 
to enjoy. Canada, India, New Zealand, the Cape, even 
Jamaica, occasionally gave subject for great j>olitical and par- 
liamentary excitement, while ambitious Victorietta was hardly 
ever named in the British Senate. This was humiliating for 
some of the nobler spirits among the colonists. They therefore 
got up a panic of invasion. J It became a theory w ith them that 
the eyes of all foreign states hostile to England, or jealous of 
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her, were fixed with especial keenness on the little colony, and 
that the unfriendly statesmanship of continental Europe re- 
garded Victorietta as the very place where the severest blow 
could be given to England's strength and pride. Victorietta 
was a small island situated in the midst of a positive waste of 
ocean. It was not known even by name in most of the 
continental chancelleries. Many otherwise excellent maps 
omitted to give it a place. But the colonists nevertheless per- 
suaded themselves that the eyes of hostile Europe were on 
them, and that projects for the invasion of Victorietta were 
occupying the minds of the French, the Germans, the Russians, 
the Americans, and the Fenians. They got up an elaborate 
and extensive plan of fortifications and they called for the loan 
of a fleet and an army from the parent country. The colonial 
minister refused to believe in any imminent danger. He 
pointed with pedantic official obstinacy to the fact that there 
was no continent anywhere nearer to tho island than three 
thousand miles, and that her nearest neighbour was a great 
English colony. The statesmen of Victorietta were not to be 
thus put off. They pressed their demand again and again ; 
they sent a deputation to London ; they besieged the Colonial 
Office. The Colonial Office held out, and would go no further 
than an offer to bear part of the expense if the alarmed islanders 
would bear the remainder ; and the expense was in any case to 
be only that of a very much moderated project of fortification 
and defence. Then the deputation turned to tho British public 
and got hold of Major Levon and Walter TaxaL A pretty 
vigorous agitation set in. The newspapers took up the quarrel. 
It was made the subject of several questions, various notices of 
motion and one ‘ count-out ' in the House of Commons. The 
impression on one side of the controversy was that the glory of 
England was gone for ever if the patriotic representations of 
Victorietta should be disregarded by a degenerate British 
Ministiy. The contention, on tho other hand, was that the 
last straw would be laid upon the back of that cruelly over- 
burdened camel the British taxpayer if the cost of any part of 
the defences of Victorietta were to be imposed on him. Tho 
one class of patriots appealed to the memories of Drake and 
Raleigh ; the other to the economical precepts of Mr. Cobden. 

Major Leven flung himself into the battle. He was heart 
and soul with the cause of Victorietta. He would have gone 
in, if the colonial patriots desired it, for fortifying their island 
with a triple wall of brass. He listened with full and ready 
faith to all the stories which told of plans actually drawn up 
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by the military authorities of St, Petersburg, or Berlin, or 
Washington, for the occupation of Victorictta in the event of 
a war with England, lie had no words strong enough to 
express his indignation and contempt for the unworthy and 
unpatriotic ministry who could think of the money cost on 
such an occasion. lie got up the meeting at St. James’s Hall. 
A peer who had in his long-past early days been under-secre- 
tary for the colonies for about three months, and was never 
invited to occupy any office again, was announced as the chair- 
man of the meeting. The people of England, men and women, 
were invited by placard to attend in their thousands and stand 
up for the rights of the colonies which are at once the ornament 
and the strength of England. Major Levon’s name was put 
prominently forward as one of the speakers. The night came, 
and the hall, as we have said, was crowded. It was evident 
from the first that opinion was not wholly unanimous. Major 
Levon represented the more popular side undoubtedly, and the 
more numerous party ■ but there was a considerable* force of 
economical dissent and scepticism. The ladies of England were 
not unrepresented. Claudia Lemuel and somo of her friends 
were in one of the galleries. 

Walter Taxal was present. lie had promised to speak, 
and lie kept his word, although it must be owned that his 
mind was almost as far away from the hall as the slighted 
Victorietta itself. Mr. Lefussis was bustling about the com- 
mittee-room and the platform full of excitement and hyperbole. 
The Chairman spoke, and his speech was listened to with that 
respect which the British public usually show for a peer well 
stricken in years, who is understood to have held office in the 
dim lime when there really wove English statesmen. Walter 
Taxal spoke with great vigour and fluency. No one would 
have thought that the young man was deeply depressed at 
heart, and that for the moment he honestly bolieved life for the 
rest to he a blank to liirn. Mr. Lefussis spoke, but became 
rather too excited and sputtered a little, and was unlucky 
enough to raise a .laugh or two, thereby putting the meeting 
somewhat out of tune for the first time. Mr. Lefussis became 
angry, and declared in vehement tone that that was no 
occasion for laughtor to any true-hearted Englishman. This, 
however, did not do much good, and Mr. Lefussis finished up 
rather a failure. Major Leven set about to retrieve the prestige 
of the cause. 

Major Leven spoke with a fervour of sincerity and con- 
viction that well nigh supplied the place of eloquence, llo 
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denounced the iniquity of the ministers, Liberal or Conservative, 
be they who they might, who would neglect and discard a 
loyal and devoted colony, however small. He made a telling 
point by comparing Victorietta to an unhappy step-daughter, 
who, rejected from the hearth that ought to have burned for 
her with a genial and protecting glow, is sent out to be at the 
mercy of a cold and heartless world. The impression pro- 
duced by the closing sentences was decidedly good. Mi*. 
Lefussis, who now took on himself to act the part of fugleman, 
rose to his foot and directed the rounds of applause by waving 
his kerchief energetically round his head. The audience were 
fairly hit home, it would seem, and even the grumblers and the 
malcontent hardly ventured to breathe their dissent in tones 
above a whispered sneer. 

But when the repeated applause was at length allowed to 
die away and some other orator was preparing to take up the 
tale, the audience were amazed to hear the voice of a woman 
send shelly through the hall the following remarkable words : 

‘ Mr. Chairman, before you go any further, sir, I want to 
ask Major Leven why he turned his own step-daughter out of 
doors, and loft her to starve or to beg ? As we are on the 
subject of step-daughters, perhaps he would not mind telliog 
tbfe meeting something about his own conduct and his wife's to 
their step-daughter/ 

The words, though all clearly spoken, were rattled off so 
volubly that they were got fairly into the cars of the assembly 
before anyone had time even to cry 4 order.' Every eye was 
turned on the new speaker. There she stood in one of the 
central rows of the stalls, a tall, handsome woman, who kept 
her .attitude of orator witli entire composure, and was evidently 
determined to address the audience at some length upon this 
rather inappropriate family topic. Then there were loud cries 
of 1 order, order/ from those who sympathised with the object 
of the meeting, and ironical calls of ‘bravo/ ‘hear, hoar/ 
‘woman's rights for ever/ and other such irreverent inter- 
jections from the few who liked to see a little disturbance of 
any kind. ‘ Is she mad 1 ' several cool neutrals were heard to 
ask of each other. Some ladies in the neighbourhood of the 
fair speaker were alarmed and tried to get out of their seats, 
but could not for the pressure of the crowd. 

‘ I am not mad ! ' exclaimed, in tones growing yet more 
shrilly, the undaunted woman, ‘ although I have been treated 
so as to make any woman mad. I won't hear a man talking 
about step-daughters like a hypocrite, when he has bad his own 
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step-daughter turned out of the house into the streets. I’m 
her — let him deny it if he can/ 

Wild clamour followed this declaration. Major Levon rose 
to his foet, and was seen to be gesticulating earnestly, but not 
word he spoke reached the bewildered audience. Evidently 
Paulina Yanthorpe — for it was she, we need hardly say, who 
claimed a hearing — had some sympathisers or confederates 
among the audience : there were cries of 4 hear her, hear her,* 
4 let the woman speak/ 4 she’s not mad/ 4 she’s all right enough/ 
4 no police here/ 4 fair play for the lady/ and various other such 
expressions of opinion. 

4 1 ask to be heard/ screamed the much-injured woman. 
4 If this is a meeting of English men and women, I know they 
won’t refuse me a hearing. I’ll show you what sort of men are 
trying to pass off as patriots and philantrophists ’ — for it has 
to be recorded that thus, and not otherwise, did Paulina pro- 
nounce the rather trying word. Shouts of anger, laughter, 
and applause followed this outburst of emotional eloquence. 
The platform was observed to be in wild commotion. Excited 
conference was going on between Major Leven, the Chairman, 
Mr. Lefussis, and others. Some of the promoters of the meet- 
ing had managed to get out at the back of the platform, and to 
bring in a policeman or two at the other end of the hall. Blit 
the policemen could do nothing. They could not get to Paulina 
through the crowd; and in any case Paulina could only be 
considered as a speaker who seemed anxious to introduce 
irrelevant topics into her speech. It was a question for the 
authority of the Chairman rather than that of the ministers of 
the law. Paulina’s quick eye detected the presence of the 
police. 

4 He wants to have mo removed by the police/ she cried. 

4 He is afraid to face the truth — he knows he cannot deny what 
I say of him. I ask of all true Englishmen not to let an 
injured daughter be illtreated by the blue-coated minions of a 
despotic government.’ 

Paulina was positively developing a genius for popular 
oratory. In the excitement of her cause, too, her theory as to 
the relationship between her and Major Leven began to assume 
more formidable proportions. She had grown at one bound 
from his wife’s daughter-in-law to his own step-daughter ; she 
now threatened to become his daughter. The intensity of the 
scene was suddenly enhanced in an unexpected manner by the 
intervention of Claudia Lemuel. That excitable young lady, 
being in one of the galleries, was aware that, some woman waa 
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trying to address the meeting, but sbe had not heard Paulina's 
words. She assumed that Paulina was presenting herself as 
the representative of some great cause or other, and that an 
attempt was being made to eject her simply because she was a 
woman. The heroic little Claudia pressed forward to the front 
of the gallery, and cried out in tones of earnest appeal : 

‘ In the name of the women of England I demand a hearing 
for this woman ! This is a free meeting in a free country ; it 
is an outrage upon all womanhood to deny a hearing to a 
woman.' * 

Matters became more complicated than ever. The largo 
number of persons who did not understand the proceedings at 
all now assumed from Claudia's words that some injustice was 
really being done to Paulina, and that she actually had some- 
thing to say. A great many voices therefore began to ciy out 
that the woman ought to be heard. At length the Chairman 
rose and came to the front of the platform and made signs that 
he desired to speak. There were very general cries of ‘ hear 
the Chairman,' ‘chair, chair,' ‘order, order,' and so forth. 
Many really respected the Chairman and his authority, and 
some who did not particularly care for either wished to have 
him heard because they thought he could explain what all tho 
iftw was about. 

‘ This lady is really out of order,' the Chairman began. 

‘I ain’t out of order,' Paulina exclaimed. ‘Does Major 
Leven say he don’t know me 1 Does ho say I ain't tho widow 
of his wife's son 1 ' The question was received with new 
demonstrations of impatience on one side and amused approval 
on the other. The Chairman was observed to whisper to 
Major Leven. 

‘ This meeting is not the place to discuss the family affairs 
of any gentleman,' the Chairman began. 

‘ He admits the charge ! ' screamed the triumphant Paulina. 

‘ English men and women, you hear that he admits it ! ' 

‘ This meeting is called to discuss a great public and 
national question,' the Chairman pleaded. ‘ This lady does not 
rise to propose any amendment to the resolution' 

‘ Yes, I do,' Paulina cried. 

‘She does, she does,' was chorussed by many delighted 
voices. 

‘ Will the lady have the goodness to state the terms of her 
amendment 1 ' the noble Chairman asked blandly but firmly. 

‘ This is my amendment ! ’ screamed Paulina : ‘ That we 
froe-born Britons refuse to be dictated to by humbugs.' Hoars 
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of laughter, cries of 4 order/ shouts of applause, and wild general 
confusion followed this astonishing proposition. Paulina looked 
round the hall in triumph, as if she had done something really 
brilliant this time, and she nodded her head this way and that 
in approval of herself and acceptance of the well-earned applause 
of others. Major Leven rose and came to the front of the 
platform, but finding it utterly impossible to obtain a hearing, 
and the clamour of his friends being as much in his way as the 
laughter and shouts of his enemies, he bowed and returned to 
his seat. His face was crimson with shame and vexation. Mr. 
Lefussis sprang forward and shrieked some words of which no 
one caught the meaning, and shook his hand in futile wrath at 
enemies who answered him with shouts of laughter. The 
heroine of the evening being, in parliamentary phrase, on her 
legs, remained there, and seemed evidently determined to have 
a healing or let no one else be heard. 

The Chairman made another appeal for silence, and had a 
momentary success. Ho declared that, according to his judg- 
ment, the amendment proposed by the lady was not in order, 
and could not be properly entertained. Thereupon several 
men, some excited, some only amused, rose up and cried out 
all together that the amendment was perfectly in order. One 
tall, stout man, who had the advantage of a voice that seemed 
to clear tire air like thunder, and could have been heard amid 
roll of drum, compelled the meeting to listen to him while he 
argued that, as Major Loven had proposed a resolution con- 
demning i the government, it was in perfect order to offer an 
amendment to the effect that the meeting declined to be dictated 
to by humbugs. He demanded that the noble Chairman should 
show fair play, and give the lady an opportunity of supporting 
her amendment by argument and illustration. There was a 
good deal of applause for this. It sounded reasonable enough, 
some unconcerned persons thought. A sort of dialogue set in 
between the Chairman and the man with the voice of thunder. 
It was a relief to many present when a man spoke whose tones 
made it impossible not to h$ar him. 

4 Why do you refuse this lady a hearing ? 1 the deep-toned 
one demanded. 4 Is it, my lord, because she is a woman 1 * 

. The noble Chairman, with words and gestures, deprecated 
any such ungallant intention. 

4 Then why is she not to be heard, my lord 1 * the rolling 
thunder asked. 

4 This meeting has not been called for the discussion of any 
private controversies/ the Chairman said, with bland plaintive- 
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ness, wishing in his heart he had never listened to the entreaties 
of Major Leven or consented to have anything to do with the 
meeting. 

‘ But we have not heard what the lady has to say for her 
amendment, my lord. I presume she intends to support it on 
public grounds/ He looked with prodigious deference towards 
the heroic Paulina as if he were giving her the assurance that 
she should be heard under the shelter of his voice. 

* Yes, I do,* Paulina exclaimed, panting. 1 111 give you 
public grounds enough if you will only hear me. Fair play, 
my lord ; oh, fair play 1 I appeal for fair play to my country- 
men and my countrywomen/ 

Then there was a renewed storm of contending voices, some 
clamouring for Paulina to be heard and some calling for the 
police, for the Chairman, for order, for anything else that 
occurred to them at the moment as preferable to the eloquence 
of Paulina. The intrepid Paulina herself now mounted on to 
the seat from which she had risen, and from that vantage-ground 
endeavoured to make herself heard, as with voluble tongue and 
vivacious gesture she denounced the Chairman, Major Leven, 
and the promoters of the meeting generally. Soon in every 
part of the room was someone addressing the Chairman, or the 
meeting at large. The cause of order and of Victorietta was 
hopeless for that night. The wrongs of the colony were for- 
gotten. The Chairman gave up the battle. He quietly with- 
drew from the platform. Major Leven followed him rather 
hastily, pursued by some shrieking taunt from the conquering 
heroine, and by shouts of laughter from the irreverent and the 
unconcerned. Major Leven would have felt it a positive relief 
if, as he was escaping from the platform, he had heard the 
crack of doom. Those who favoured the cause of Victorietta 
nqjr left the hall as quickly as they could. Those who remained 
elected a chairman of their own on the spur of the moment, and 
carried a resolution, proposed by the man with the thunder- 
tones, approving of the conduct of the government. Paulina 
then modestly withdrew, followed by a few admiring friends. 
She wiped her heated brow, as she went, for the moment heedless 
of the paint. She was on fire with triumph and gratified spleen. 
She had indeed wrestled well and overthrown more than her 
enemies. Thus is history sometimes made. It is probable 
that the island of Victorietta will be left undefended for ever 
merely because Paulina Vanthorpe happened to have a spite 
against Major Levon. Paulina is to be added to the company 
of Helen^and Cleopatra and the wife of Prince Breffiii and 
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Florinda, and all the other famous ladies whose personal wrongs 
and quarrels disturbed the progress of States. 

The papers next morning were filled with accounts of the 
astonishing proceedings in St. James’s Hall. Most of the 
reports wooed the eyo of even the most indifferent reader by 
the temptation of large-type headings and the words * Extra- 
ordinary Scene at St. James’s Hall ; * lengthened and vivacious 
descriptions were given, in which of course the appearance of 
Paulina, her manner, and her startling eloquence, obtained full 
justice. Some of the papers had pleasant leading articles holding 
up the promoters of the meeting to playful ridicule. The noble 
Chairman’s face grew a deep red as he glanced over the journals 
at his breakfast. In the fulness of his heart he cursed Major 
Leven ; and, although in general a devoted friend of liberty of 
the press, he began to think there was a good deal to be said 
after all in favour of some despotic system to restrain these 
confounded newspapers. Maj or Leven was even more angry with 
those at the meeting who supported Paulina than with Paulina 
herself. He waxed eloquent over the degeneracy of the English 
nation when men could bo found with such levity in them as to 
prefer the encouragement of a piece of mad foolery to tho calm 
discussion of a great cause and the redress of a great wrong. 
He began seriously to think of emigrating to some happier and 
less effete country, where the corruptions of luxury had not so 
completely wasted tho spirit of patiotism, justice, and manhood. 
Of one thing he was certain — the hand of the Colonial Office 
was in the whole affair. The colonial minister had employed 
some wretched minions to make use of that infamous w oman. 
Indeed, he began to think now that Paulina bad been in the 
pay of tho government from first to last. lie declared that 
such ministers were capable of anything. This thought consoled 
him. It had the soothing effect produced upon an author whyi 
he convinces himself that the disparaging reviews of his master- 
piece are the result of a vile conspiracy got up by jealous hate 
to crush him. Major Levon would have felt utterly crushed 
if lie were not satisfied that the Colonial Office was trying to 
crush him. This thought gave him nerve to bear the light of 
tho sun. 

Mrs. Leven was impetuous. She was for taking instant pro- 
ceedings against Paulina ; dragging her to the bar of justice 
somewhere and inflicting the direst punishment upon her. She 
was for making no compromise, shrinking from no publicity, 
drawing the sword and throwing the scabbard away. * There 
must be laws,’ she declared indignantly. It was idle to point 
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out that, although there ■were laws, it might not be easy to 
bring any one of them to bear on that particular case in tho 
way Mrs. Leven desired. She urged Major Leven to prosecute 
Paulina at once — she would not havo quailed, to do her justice, 
before any exposure of family scandals. But Major Lovcn 
shook his head. 

‘ It's no use, Constance/ he said ; ‘ tho Colonial Office is 
behind her, don't you see ? She must havo some power at her 
back. No paid magistrate would punish her.' 

Walter Taxal wroto a few lines recommending Major 
Leven to hold another meeting on the same subject and to have 
the admission by tickets only. But ho said that, for reasons ho 
need not explain to Mrs. Leven, he was resolved to leavo town 
for tho present. A little knocking about would do him good, 
he said. Sir Wilberforce gave hearty good advice to Major 
and Mrs. Loven not to bother about Paulina and her goings on 
at all. ‘A nine days’ wonder — soon die away, soon forgotten, 
if you only let it alone.’ As to the scandal, there were scandals 
everywhere, he suggested. There was ono person to whom tho 
goings-on of Paulina gave unmixed delight, and that was Miss 
Elvin. The singer became quite an object of curiosity and in- 
terest herself by virtue of the vivacious descriptions she was able 
to give of Gabrieli e Vanthorpc’s sister-in-law. She became so 
sprightly on the subject at Lady Honey boll’s, that Lady Honey- 
bell snubbed her at last, expressed the wannest sympathy and 
admiration for ‘that dear young tiling, Mrs. Vanthorpo,* and 
left Miss Elvin with a deeper sense of wrong against Gabriclle 
than ever. 

To Clarkson Fielding the manner in which Paulina had 
chosen to relieve her spleen seemed, all things considered, highly 
satisfactory. He knew that there were two Bides to her 
nature — one that of the Leyden, the other that of the tigress. 
It looked as if she had made up her mind to appease her wrath 
in this instance by no worse vengeance than something in tho 
nature of a practical joke. A few days after the meeting, 
however, the London public were amused ^ and amazed by a 
letter which appeared in several of the newspapers and was 
signed ‘Paulina Yanthorpe.’ It professed to be a defence of 
the writer against some of the comments made upon her in the 
press, and against the attempt of the noble chairman to suppress 
her speech at the meeting. She declared that she had come 
forward under tho influence of purely patriotic motives, as an 
Englishwoman, to save her countrymen from being made the 
instilments of a self-seeking and hypocritical clique. She 
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announced that she intended before many days to hold a 
meeting of her own in some public hall in London and invite 
Englishmen of all parties there to hear a tale of wrong and of 
suffering which would make the heart of every honest man and 
pitying woman glow with sympathy and indignation. Major 
Leven writhed when he read tins manifesto* 1 They’ll make a 
heroine of her, you’ll find, Constance — some people will/ he 
groaned. 

‘ I told you, George/ his wife said with that gentle firmness 
which becomes those who gave good advice that was not taken — 
4 I told you this creature would give trouble if she were left at 
large. She ought to have been met boldly and sent to prison 
at once.* 

4 But, my dear, you couldn’t have sent her to prison/ 

* I’d have sent her to prison/ Mrs. Leven said. 

When Clarkson Molding read Paulina’s letter he began to 
think the thing was growing a little serious. The heroine 
herself could never have written such an epistle. There was 
clearly someone behind her. If anyone really Wished to injure 
or annoy the Levens, Paulina, under effective guidance, could 
easily be made a very serviceable instrument. Fielding, it 
must be owned, did not greatly care what annoyance might fall 
upon the Levens. But lie was deeply concerned that Gabrieli© 
should not suffer any pain. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

4 SIR, YOU AND I HAVE LOVED j BUT Til AT *S NOT IT.’ 

Clarkson Fielding began to persuade himself that there could 
be no harm in his calling on Gabrielie and telling her of the 
suspicion he had that somebody was backing-up Paulina. H8 
did not care to speak to Major Leven on the subject ; and he 
disliked Mrs. Leven, and had an instinctive conviction that she 
disliked him. In truth, he was longing for any excuse to see 
Gabrielie before he left England, perhaps for ever. He thought 
there could be no harm in his doing this. It would, indeed, 
be the wisest possible precaution against any suspicion of his 
secret getting out. What could be better evidence of quiet 
friendship, and of friendship only, than to go and say a kindly 
farewell to one whose regard he desired to preserve ? If he 
were to go away in any more abrupt manner, surely It would 
be only putting a very provocation in suspicion's way. Heartily 
did he wish that he could go away' as the brother does in 
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Richter’s sad and beautiful story, -who, finding that he loves 
only too well the girl his brother loves, sets out one morning 
blowing his familiar flute as if for an ordinary stroll, and is 
never heard of more. But Clarkson was concerned for Gabrielle 
and for his brother. It would doubtless make Gabrielle sad if 
she thought she had been the cause of his unhappiness and of 
his going away. * ‘ She brought us together, Wilberforce and 
me,’ he thought ; 1 she would be greatly hurt if she thought she 
were now the means of separating us.* He was deeply con- 
cerned for Wilberforce, knowing how his brother would be 
pained if he could think that Clarkson’s heart was touched by 
Gatjjielle. If he could contrive to get away, people would set 
down his going to the restlessness of an unmanageable and 
wandering nature, and it might never occur to any mind that 
there was any other cause. Wilberforce had told him lately 
that he had made up his mind to ask Gabrielle to marry him ; 
and indeed had added that ho would not see her again until he 
went for the purpose of asking her. Perhaps it is all settled 
before this, Clarkson thought. If so, the greator need that ho 
should act in such a way a*, to make his secret a secret for ever. 

While he was in this condition of mind, longing to se r > 
Gabrielle and yet afraid to see her, the question was decided by 
a few lines from Gabrielle herself. She asked him to come and 
see her as soon as he could. She had heard from his brother 
that Clarkson wished to leave England and that Wilberforce 
wished to keep him there, and in her impulsive way she fancied 
that it would be only right of her to endeavour to impress upon 
him the necessity of his acting as his brother wished. If 
Gabrielle had been given to self-examination, she would never 
have written that letter. Only of late had she ever thought of 
questioning the propriety of anything she felt impelled to do. 
If she had examined her own heart now, she would have seen 
how much of a selfish feeling there was in her when she set 
herself to write to Fielding. It was indeed selfishness of a very 
pardonable, human, harmless orejer ; but it was the impulse of 
self all the same. She could not bear the idea of Clarkson 
going away. She felt as if she must be utterly lonely when 
he had gone. There was something peculiarly congenial in 
their natures. Each was impulsive, generous, uncalculating ; 
neither cared for what the world or society said or thought. 
Each had, even if unconsciously, certain motives of action 
drawn fiom deeper and purer sources than those which the 
conventional proprieties and what are called the ways of the 
world supply. When she heard that Claikson was going away. 
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•he felt as if she must throw herself between him and &ufth * 
resolve; as if she should have no friend on earth for whp& she 
could really and deeply care when he had gone. It had never 
occurred to her to think that he felt anything more than 
friendship for her. There was nothing in his manner to tell of 
the lover or the sentimentalist. He was always flunk and 
friendly; a little abrupt sometimes; he often showed on easy 
and kindly roughness like that of a brother to a sister. Gabrielle 
had not asked herself the question ‘ Is ho in love with me 9 1 
No thought of the kind had ever found its way into her mind. 
He did not soem the man to be in love with any woman. But 
she knew now well enough, only too well, that she could ^iave 
loved him if love had been thought of between them. She felt 
that if it had been he, and* not Walter Taxal, who told her of 
love, she could not have held faithful to the memory of Albert 
Vanthorpo. 

Besides — besides, she was very unhappy just now. A great 
illusion had gone for ever. How many parables, legends, fables, 
poems, essays, seimons, have been composed for the purpose of 
telling vain man that the least satisfactory thing on earth is to 
have his darling wish conceded 9 Never a man probably was 
any the wiser in advance for all the teaching. Never a woman 
surely was any the more willing to put up in patience with the 
denial of her darling wish. Gabriel le Yanthorpe had long had 
one darling wish ; and now it is conceded ; and no sermonising 
could have mado her believe in advance the truth that is forcing 
itself on her unwilling mmd. She lias had the protectress of 
her youth given back to her. The friendship which, denied, 
made life so blank to her, is now hers again ; and is she satisfied 
with it 9 She is beginning to find out that the Constance 
]<icven whom she now knows is not in the least like the Con- 
stance Leven of her memory and her imagination. 

Gabrielle ha4 grown up under the care of Mrs. Leven. She 
was petted and fondled to her heart’s content by her protectress, 
who was very fond of her as long as things wont well with 
them. If she had .married Albert Yanthorpe earlier, when his 
mother wished it, the love and petting would probably have 
continued always, and it may be that Gabrielle would never 
have discovered that she w as only loved as any other pet is 
loved — a lapdog or a kitten. Mrs. Leven’s nature was in its 
way about as complex a combination of tho tyrant and the 
slave as that of any empress of the East whom histoiy or fiction 
had painted. She was the slavo of her own will, and the 
tyrant of all the alien wills that would oppose it. 

s 
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While Gabrieli© was in constant intercourse with her, the 
girl never saw anything of this. Mrs. Leven was to her simply 
as 'the mother who must always be right in whatever she does. 
But the long separation liad turned Gabrielle into a new kind 
of observer. It forced upon her a new point of view. The 
links of habit were burst ; the witchery of old association was 
gone. The girl with whom devotion was an article of faith had 
grown into a woman, and into a woman lately beginning to 
question the goodness of even her own emotions and impulses. 
It is a risk for two parted friends, even the dearest and the 
least open to criticism, to come together after long separation. 
New habits have grown up in each meanwhile ; new ways of 
thinking ; new tastes. They look upon each other as one looks 
on some long unvisited scene of early youth. It is the same, 
no doubt ; it must be — and yet surely that hill used to seem 
higher and grander ; the grass used to he greener ; the stream 
was brighter. Can that be really the lovers’ walk that was 
such a path of poetic and romantic delight? Now it seems 
mean and swampy, and there are thistles growing in it here 
and there. So, perhaps, we are apt to look on the idealised 
friends of long ago. They stand the test sometimes ; as the 
dear schoolboy spot docs; and bocorno all the dearer for it. 
But there are times when we find, not merely that the chann 
is not there, but that no charm could ever have been there if 
we had always bad our senses about us. And this was the 
melancholy case of Gabrielle Vantliorpe when she found herself 
restored to the affection of her old protectress. 

She resisted the growing conviction at first ; but it was not 
very long to be resisted. She soon began to acknowledge? to 
herself that she found Mrs. Leven narrow, hard, and egotistic. 
She saw more and more the woman who had been cold and 
cruel to her in the presence of Albert Vanthorpe’s dead body, 
and less and less the ideal friend, the more than mother, of her 
earlier memories. There was something even worse than this ; 
for Gabrielle began now to reconcile the woman of the Genoa 
scene with the former woman and to see that it was after all 
only one consistent individuality. Innumerable vague memories 
disregarded before came up now to tell her that Mrs. ! Leven 
was always the same — self-willed, tyrannical, in the strictest 
sense effeminate. Gabrielle recognised in her the [strong 
clamorous will of effeminacy, and the feeble reason an|d con- 
science ; the effeminate incapacity to put oneself in the j|>lace of 
another j the tendency to make a creed and a roligiqni out of 
one’s own likes and dislikes, one’s whims and passions, (Before 
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very many days liad passed over their renewed friendship 
Gabrielle felt that she had lost her friend for ever. More than 
that, she knew that for her no such friend had ever been in 
existence. 

Mrs. Levon made much of her, in the homely phrase; 
insisted on being called ‘mother ’ by her — as if anyone ever 
with a title to such a name had need to insist on its being 
given. The renewed intimacy was very agreoable for the time 
to Mrs. Levon, who had begun to find her life rather dull, and 
had long yearned for a pet of some kind. But it was painfully 
evident to Gabrielle that their ways of thinking and acting 
were not the same, and that some time there must come ft 
collision of will or judgment or conscience ; and then all would 
be in the dust again. It was evident that Mrs. Loven regarded 
Gabrielle as bound to her by eternal gratitude for having been 
taken back into favour. Indeed, much of Mrs. Leven’s enjoy- 
ment in the reconciliation came from the satisfaction and com- 
placency with which it enabled her to regard herself. She 
admired her own magnanimity very much. She was flattered 
by Gahriollc’s submission thus far. It did not occur to her to 
doubt for a moment that she had acquired the absoluto right to 
dispose of Gabriollo’s life as might seem good to her. No one 
could he kinder than Mrs, Leveu to those who would allow 
thorn selves to be ruled in all things by her as Capulet would 
have his daughter. 

So Gabrielle wrote to Clarkson. Ilia hand trembled as he 
took the letter. He smiled rather grimly at his own weakness. 
It was a short note, simply asking him to come and seo her, 
as she had something to say to him. He had often received 
such notes before from her. lie might have comparod this 
with any of its predecessors if he laid felt inclined, for he had 
kept thorn all solely stored. But it seemed to him that there 
was something peculiarly friendly and familiar in these few 
words ; a sort of sisterly imperiousness. ‘ It is all over; it is 
done/ he leaped to the conclusion at once. i She feels already as 
if she were my sister ; she has promised to marry Wilberforco.* 
Then a great wave of disappointed love and of wild jealousy 
swept for a moment across the poor young man’s heart. A 
positive cry broke from his lips ; the cry of a pain that knows 
it will from that moment havo to be still for ever. 4 Why did 
I ever see her 'i Why did I ever come near him again ? Why 
did she bring us together 1 Why is he so good and kind that I 
can’t even hate him 1 He can never love her as I do ; he can 

e 2 
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never appreciate her as I do. She can never be to him what 
she might have been to me/ 

He was in the old room in Bolingbroke Place. He had 
gone again into a sort of hiding there under pretence of putting 
together his papers and things before going away. He sat 
down and loaned his hand upon his chin and gave himself Tip 
to moody absorption for a full hour. He let the wave of passion 
and regret break quite over him unresisting. Then he got up 
and said to himself that now he could go and see her. A pang 
went through him as he stood on the doorstep and thought of 
the day when he opened that door for her and saw her for the 
first time. 1 After this day I shall never see her again ! * Never 
again — the immemorial syllables of despair. 

When he saw her in her house she was apparently under 
the influence of some embarrassment or constraint. He thought 
it was easy to understand the reason why. 4 My future sister- 
in-law/ he thought, 4 finds the new position a little embarrass- 
ing at first/ He put on the most unconstrained and friendly 
air he could adopt. Ho seemed to her veiy cheerful and easy. 
He might have been a little more sorry to ieave his friends, she 
thought; but of course man's instinct is for adventure and 
occupation and unrest. Gabrielle did not say at once why she 
had sent for him ; and Clarkson talked a little about Paulina, 
and told of his suspicion about some unseen hand guiding that 
energetic creature’s somewhat unskilled pen. Gabrielle did not 
follow all this with deep interest. She had taken the Paulina 
scandal very composedly ; she could not be brought to see that 
any disgrace whatever fell upon the Levens or upon herself 
because Mrs. Leven’s son had married a coarse and ungovernable 
woman. She was sorry, for the sake of womanhood, that 
Paulina should have made such an unseemly exhibition ; but 
for herself she felt in no way abashed or alarmed. Gabrielle 
still thought they had all been a little too hard on the unfor- 
tunate Paulina. She had a firm conviction yet that she could 
have managed Paulina a great degl better than that. If they 
would only allow her, she would, try what she could do even * 
now. She hardly therefore fallowed the meaning of what 
Clarkson was trying to impress on her about Paulina. Her 
mind, indeed, was on other things. 

i Do you know why I wrote and asked you to come hex'© ? * 
she broke in suddenly. 

No, he didn’t know, he said. 

* I wrote to you because I thought it would please your 
brother/ 
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4 Ah, yes/ Clarkson thought; 4 I knew as much as that. 
Tt is all settled. I am talking to my sister-in-law that is to be/ 
He made some unmeaning answer. 

4 Your brother doesn’t like your leaving England/ 

* I know/ Clarkson said doggedly. 

4 Then why not gratify him and stay here ? It was I who 
brought you together — don’t you remember 1 * 

Oh, yes ; he had not^forgotten that. 

4 And so I claim a sqgt of right to keep you together, if I 
can, Mr. Fielding/ 

4 You are very kind, but — ■ — ’ He shook his head. 

4 But I don’t see why you must leave us. Your brother so 
wishes you to stay, and you seem to me to have travelled 
enough. It is time for you to settle down, Mr. Fielding, I think/ 
4 Settle down to what ? ’ 

4 Well, to some kind of regular life. A man can't be always 
travelling aimlessly about the world, can he ? All that ought 
to be only a preparation for some sort of career, I think. It 
can hardly be a career in itself, can it 1 ’ 

4 If one can do no better * 

4 But you can do better, I feel sure you can — we all know 
you can/ 

4 Who are 44 we”?’ Fielding could not help asking. 

4 Wei Who are we 1 Everyone who knows you — your 
brother ’ 

4 Ah, yes ; but Wilberforce is very partial/ 

4 1 don't know; he has great judgment and good sense. 
Once you would have thought he was partial the other way. 
Don’t you remember what trouble 1 had to prevail on you. to 
go near him at all 1 Why, I had to adopt an audacious strata- 
gem to bring you together/ 

4 1 remember all that — I couldn’t well forget it. I owe it 
to you altogether that Wilberforce and I have become friends 
and brothers again; I oughtn’t to say 44 again,” indeed, for. we 
never were friends and brothers before. Now, I think he is 

the best fellow that ever lived ’ 

4 Indoed he is/ Gabrielle said with emphasis. 

4 Yes ; even you can’t say a word more in his praise than 
I shall say, Mrs. Yanthorpo. Well, I owe all that to you ; I 
should have lived and died under a false impression about my 
brother it* it were not for you/ 

4 Oh, no/ said Gabrielle, blushing slightly at his earnestness ; 
4 you agd be would have found each other out in some way, you 
may be sure. You would never have been kept apart all your 



24 <5 DONNA QUIXOTE. 

lives for the rnero want of someone to bring you together. 
Heaven is not so dependent upon any of us to bring about its 
ends. But I am glad it was my good fortune to be the medium 
in this case, Mr. Fielding ; I freely confess that/ 

4 You are always doing good, 1 he said. 

Gabrielle was thinking of instances in which sho did not 
seem to have done good for all her trying. 

* Oh no, Mr. Fielding ; very much the reverse sometimes, I 
am afraid. I try to do good ; bui^ rush into things in an 
impulsive way, and I find that I m * sad mistakes. I wish 
I were not so impulsive : I wish I could restrain myself and 
not follow out every impulse the moment it begins to drive me 
on. I am afraid 1 have made enemies/ 

Fielding smiled. 

4 Come/ he said, 4 that is impossible. I can’t imagine any- 
body being an enemy of yours/ 

‘ Doos that mean that I am not worth anybody’s enmity, 
Mr. Fielding 1 If so, I don’t take it as a compliment at all. 
I haven’t forgotten also what Sir Oliver says about people who 
have no enemies — don’t you remember — in the “ School for 
Scandal "V 

4 No, I don’t mean that/ said Fielding composedly ; 4 although 
I never much believed in Sir Oliver’s saying, all the same. 1 
don’t much believe in enemies ; I don’t think anyone makes 
enemies who acts for the best and goes straight on/ 

4 But now about your going away and ranging tho world all 
ovor again/ she asked, anxious to turn tho talk away from 
herself. 4 1 really do want to argue this point with you. You 
say you owe me something — and you do owe rno at least some 
goodwill. Come then, I will release you from the obligation if 
you will only talk this ovor with mo like a rational being. 
Why do you want to leave England ? ’ 

‘ Why should 1 stay in England ? ’ 

4 Ah, that is not talking like a rational being ; that is only 
asking a question. Still, I’ll try to answer it. Because you 
ought to have some calling m England; because it is your 
country ; England is the placo where you ought to live and do 
what work you can. You ought to havo travelled to educate 
yourself for England. Your friends all wish you to stay here ; 
your brother wishes it ; we all wish it/ 

4 Do you wish it — yourself? ’ 

4 Do I wish it ? Of course T do. If you were my brother I 
should beg of you to stay. At least- you must have some # roasou 
for not staying ; you can tell me that/ 
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1 1 have a reason/ He stood up, and leaned with his back 
to the chimney-piece. 

4 Ob, you have a reason ? Well, I am glad ! What is it, 
Mr. Fielding ? * 

He wondered to see bow clear and unsuspicious her eyes 
looked. 4 If I should tell her now ! * be thought. 

4 Surely you may tell me what it is/ she said in kindly, 
gentle tones. 4 Is it that you Y are poor ? Is it that you arc 
proud? Is it that you^on’t like to be dependent on your 
brother ? He tells me tWryou are not dependent on him — lio 
says that the money he holds for you is not his ; that it is 
yours. But that is a matter of no consequence ; you can easily 
find a career in England. What is your reason for going away ? 9 

‘ Well/ he said with hesitation, 4 things will not be always 
the same here 9 

4 No, of course not. Who supposes they would ? What has 
that to do with it ? — they won’t be always the same anywhere 
else/ 

4 Wilbcrforce will got married/ 

4 Yes ; I suppose so. Why should you go away because of 
that?* 

4 Ob, don’t you know ? * he cried, losing fast all the patience 
and self-control he had kept so long. 

4 No, Mr. Fielding ; how should I know ? ' 

4 You might guess, I think,’ hcTsaid with a certain bitterness 
in his tone. 

4 Might 1 ? then I should like to guess, for I don’t wish to 
seem stupid. It surely cannot be because if your brother wore 
married you think he would have less affection to spare for you? 
1 don’t believe that can bo the reason ; that wouldn’t seem like 
you, Mr, Fielding/ 

4 No/ ho said ; 4 it isn’t that.* 

4 1 thought so : I am glad of it. Then tell me ; for I don’t 
think I could guess/ 

4 She really does not know/ Fielding said to himself, and 
the hare conviction sent a rush of blood to his face. 4 She has 
no idea of anything of the kind. Wilberforce has not yet 
spoken to her/ 

4 1 don’t understand you/ she said. 4 1 begin to understand 
you less and less as we go on, Mr. Fielding. Is there any 
mystery in all this ? Why can you not tell me in plain words — 
or why do you excite my curiosity if the thing is not to be told ? * 

She looked so earnest and so kindly that the young man’s 
barrier of self-composure melted completely away. 
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‘-Well, then, I will tell you,* he exclaimed ; 4 1 was de- 
termined not to speak, but I can't help it. I heard yon were 
going to be married 1 

She did not at first see the meaning of his words, so much 
was she surprised by the thought that there should have been 
any talk about her being married. She felt herself growing hot 
and contused. She took it good-humouredly, however. . 

4 I never heard of it before, Hr. Fielding, I can assure you, 
and I am not going to be married. JBnt I don't see why in any 

case ' and then looking up and URjg the revelation in his 

face she stopped short in such utter confusion that it would 
have been a positive relief to her if she had fainted, or the floor 
had given way, or the sky fallen, or anything happened to save 
her from saying more or seeming to leave more unsaid. TV 
full meaning of his words suddenly came on her, and she kn 
of his love. 

4 You know it all now,' Fielding said. 

4 Oh, stop ! ' she begged. 

4 It's too late now to stop. Yes, you know it all now, Mrs. 
Yanthorpe. I was in love with you, that's all ; I am in love 
with you, that’s all. I have a right to be in love with you if I 
like; and I can't help it whether I like it or not, or whether I 
have a right. I thought you might have guessed this before ; 
I thought women always knew of such things.' 

4 1 didn't know it,' said Gabrielle, and she tried to say 
something more, and did not succeed in getting any words 
articulately spokon. She sat down and put her hands to her 
face and fairly burst into tears. She could not help herself, 
she had no other way „ of giving a voice to her feelings. She 
had long borne almost unknowingly too hard a strain. She 
had fought earnestly against a growing love which seemed to 
her, as things then were, to be unwomanly and a shame — and 
now all at once she knew that he loved her. The joy was 
mingled with fear; she foresaw much difficulty and much 
reproach] and it seemed like impiety and ingratitude to re- 
nounce in this way the utemory of Albert. Yet life had lately 
been growing barren and Jfull of disappointment, and all her 
hopes were turning out to be only shining bubbles at the best, 
and she was unhappy and was not making others happy, and 
she felt that now she would go to the end of the world with 
Fielding if he asked her, and she longed, to go and be away at 
once from question and reproach and the sneers of cold friends 
and the misconstruction of some and the pity of others — and in 
short all her little world had shattered and fallen asunder, and 
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a new, strange world was coming up in its place, and this was, 
too much for her, and she could only sit and sob. Fielding 
started in alarm and moved towards her in fear that she was> 
about to faint, and in his sudden movement his arm struck 
against the portrait of Albert Yanthorpe, and it fell to the floor. 

Gabrielle motioned with one hand for Fielding not to 
approach her. She could not speak to him just yet. She could 
not listen to anything he could "say. She did not venture to 
look up ; she only stuhsaj^ted sobbed. ' 

Fielding fell back bewKlered. He expected surprise and 
anger, he expected perhaps some keen and hasty words, or he 
might have looked for a reproof of icy coldness ; but he never 
dreamed of such a reception for his words as this. The one 
thing that had never seemed to him to come within the limits: 
of risible conjecture was her caring about him. He did not 
think of it now ; her tears he supposed were only evidence of 
her impassioned resentment of a supposed offence. 

4 Have I offended you so much, Mrs. Yanthorpe] ' ho asked 
very humbly. 4 1 never meant to do that ; I did not mean to 
say what I have said two moments ago, but I couldn't help 
saying it. But pray, pray don’t be offended, do forgivo me. 
Oh, do but think of it, I am the sufferer and not you. Shall I 
go away ] ' 

Still keeping her handkerchief to her eyes with one hand, 
she held out the other towards him. He touched it respect- 
fully, assuming that it was offered in token of forgiveness. 
Suddenly she looked up at him and said in her characteristic 
and impulsive way : 

4 Are you sure of this 1 ' 

4 Sure of what ] ' the bewildered young man asked. 

4 Sure of what you have told me ] Is it certain, and deep 1 
Do you know yourself] Js it sure to last] ' 

4 You mean my love for you ] It has lasted since I first 
knew you ; sinoe I first saw you, I think. It will last all my 
time, Mrs. Yanthorpe.' He spoke with that simple earnestness 
which was a part oS his nature and which made his quiet words 
stronger than the oaths of other men. 

4 1 wish I were not so foolish,' she said, rising from her 
chair. 4 But this is such a strange sensation ; I don't know 
what to say or what to think even. What shall I say, Mr. 
Fielding] 1 

4 Say that you forgi 
sometimes think of me 


ve me,' he answored, 4 and that you will 
5 perhaps.' He had even yet no better 
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6 But must you still go away 1 * 

1 You would not have me stay, after this 1 1 

c Oh, yes, I would.* 

i Mrs. Vanthorpe * — he broke into a great cry of surprise— 

( it can’t be — it cannot be : you do not care about me — about 
me?’ 

* Oh, yes,’ she answered quietly ; ‘ I have cared for you this 
long time. But I never thought you cared about me.’ She 
turned away towards the windowsgwske spoke; she was not 
able to look him in the face ; perhaprfche feared that her words 
might provoke some passionate demonstration. 

At that moment she heard tho tread of a horse’s feet on the 
gravel beneath, and she saw that Sir Wilberforce was alighting 
at her door. 

1 Oh, your brother ! ’ sho exclaimed, turning to Fielding with 
an expression of something like alarm. * I could not see him at 
this moment — I could not sec anyone. Will you see him % ’ 

‘ 1 can’t see him,’ Fielding said. 1 Do you know what he 
has come fpr ? ’ 

* No — how should I know 1 * 

1 He has como to ask you to marry him. I know he has. 
He told me his secret ; he trusted it to me ; he told me of it 
again and again. He will think I have been a traitor to bim — 
I cannot see him, Mrs. Vanthorpe ! ’ 

Gabriello turned cold with surprise and pain. She could 
not understand Fielding’s natural impulse of self-reproach and 
of compassion at the mention of his brother’s name. She did 
not give herself time to understand it. She only knew that he 
seemed to speak as if there were some mystery and shame about 
their love to bo hidden away from tho outer world. A quick 
revulsion of feeling took place within her. Even in the very 
moment of her sudden love-confession, she had felt that there 
was something of a fall to her pride in having to make it. She 
had felt her heart pierced as with a sudden wound when she 
saw Albert Vanthorpe’s picture /all. But she was ready to 
give up everything for her love ; sho would have braved any 
amount of misconstruction and anger and humiliation for him 
— and now he seemed as if he were afraid or ashamed to look 
his brother in the face, and tell him that he loved her. To 
make it all the more bitter, lie had called her * Mrs. Vanthorpe.’ 

* This is a little too like a French comedy for my taste,’ said 
Gabriello, speaking with forced composure. ‘ I can’t hide you 
behind the curtains, Mr. Fielding ; and if you don’t wish to 
meet your brother, you must make your escape yoiu* own way. 
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I shall see Sir Wilberforce ; but I shall not betray your confi- 
dence. We have not committed ourselves very far, either you 
or I ; and the little that has been said shall count as unsaid.’ 

Fielding was approaching her ; but she waved him off with 
scornful and imperious gesture. 

4 Show Sir Wilberforce in/ she said to the servant, who 
entered tho room that moment. 4 Or stay, Hose ; holp me first 
to put my husband’s picture into its place ; it has fallen ; 1 
must have it fixed there more firmly. Good morning, Mr. 
Fielding; or I suppose it Wist, be good-bye if you are really 
resolved on leaving England. Tins way, Rose, if you please ; 
just here.* 

Fielding made one step towards her ; but she had turned 
her back upon him. It was her evident resolve to keep her 
maid in the room until he had gone. He could not attempt a 
word of explanation with Gabrielle. He understood a fury in, 
her words,’ but he did not yet clearly understand her meaning. 
Ho had gone through too many confusing sensations during the 
last few moments to be able to get his wits about him soon 
again. Everything had turned out as surprisingly unlike what 
he had looked for, as if ho were living out in actual experience 
the incoherent incidents of a dream, no had entered the house 
with tho purpose of saying good-bye for ever to the woman he 
loved, and as he believed loved hopelessly ; ho had resolved to 
keep his secret ’firm and fast; he find betrayed himself in a 
moment ; the next moment he heard Gabrielle tell him from 
her own lips that she lovq£ him and that he must not go ; and 
then in a moment again, he found himself dismissed with anger 
and contempt : dismissed, and not allowed and not able to say 
one word for himself. 

An instant or two he stood irresolute, and then — there was 
nothing else for it — he left the room and left the house, finding 
in all his bewilderment a sense of relief in the fact that he was 
able to make his painful and ignominious escape without 
meeting his brother as he went. # Suddenly, with the rush as of 
a wind, a great feeling of joy came over hip. 4 She said slio 
loved me ; I heard her say it ; nothing on earth can alter 
that 1 9 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

‘ GABRIELLE.’ 

Mrs. Leven was in a specially anxious mood when she went 
to see Gabrielle on the day of Sir Wilberforce’s visit and of 
his brother’s abrupt dismissal. The two brothers had been 
early visitors that day, and Mrs. Leven arrived long after 
l)oth had gone. She had heard film Major Leven something 
about Sir Wilberforce’s views with regard to Gabrielle. Indeed, 
anyone might have guessed from the frequency of his visits 
to Gabrielle what his views were. There was not much of 
the crafty diplomatist about Wilberforco, and his attentions to 
Gabrielle had become so marked of late that anybody but 
Gabrielle henself must have understood their significance. 
She had not understood it, or thought anything about it. 
To her ho seemed simply a kind goodhearted friend who might 
almost have been her father. Rut to Mrs. Leven he seemed 
still a sort of young man ; and of course she assumed that 
lie was certain to marry somo time or other. Therefore she 
had a strong conviction that before long ho would bo found 
opening his mind to Gabriollo, and slio was anxious to antici- 
pate him if she could. She wanted Gabrielle to know at 
once that if Sir Wilberforco should ask has to many him, 
folio, Mrs. Leven, Gabrieli e’s protectress, friend, and mother, 
was of opinion the offer should Iff accepted. Mrs. Levcu 
thought the position, the name, the respectability of character, 
the British strength of Sir Wilberforco would be the best 
shelter for Gabrielle’s impulsive life. 

Mrs. Leven had forgotten her older son in her love for the 
more dutiful younger. She was now like to forget Albeit 
in the renewed affection she had for Albeit’s widow. She 
often argued gently with Gabrielle on the unwisdom of keeping up 
the memorial chamber to Albert’s name, and pointed out that 
she herself in all her grief, whereof the grief of forty thou- 
sand widows coula not make up the sum, had never main- 
tained any such monument. She was for Gabrielle now going 
freely out to meet the world, and bringing the world as much 
os possible to her. After a while she began to go further yet, 
and to hint to Gabrielle that it was absurd and impossible 
to continuo in her resolution not to got married again. In 
truth Mrs. Leven had now sot lior heart on the marriage of 
Gabrielle to Sir Wilberforco fielding. He was a Baronet; 
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he was very rich ; and as he was not a young man he could 
hot be supposed to come into any soit of comparison with the 
dead Albert. Everyone would know that Gabrielle did not 
marry him for love; and there would be no slight to the 
memory of Mrs. Levon's son. By refusing Walter Taxal, who 
was young and good-looking, and the son of a peer, Gabrielle 
had sufficiently acknowledged what was duo to the memory 
of Albert Yanthorpe. Mrs, Loven therefore thought that all 
the proprieties justified her in hoping to see her daughter, as 
she now once more called lief, converted from Mrs. Albeit Van- 
thorpe into Lady Fielding. 

‘ Gabrielle, my love, you look quite pale. You seem to 
me to be very unwell. What is the matter, dearest child ? ' 

Mrs. Levon sat beside Gabrielle on a sofa, and drew the 
gill towards her, and put her arm round her neck, and 
petted her as in the old days. But Gabrielle could not warm, 
somehow, with the old affection. 8I10 bore the petting pa-* 
tiontly; she did not delight in it. 

1 1 am veiy well, dear,' Gabrielle said. ‘Nothing ever 
h ippcns to mo ; I am shockingly uninteresting ; I never feel 
ill.' 

‘ Your life is too lonely, dearest. You can't live this way 
always. Your friends all say so. You may well believe that 
my advice on bucIi a subject is sincere.' 

‘ On what subject, deal’ ? ' Gabrifelle asked rather languidly. 
She had not been following vory clearly what Mrs. Leven was 
saying with a sort of mys^cal earnestness. 

‘ Your kind of life, dear girl. It is too lonely for one so 
young. We all feel it. Major Leven thinks so ; and so does 
Sir Wilberforce Fielding.' 

Gabrielle started so palpably at the mention of this name 
that the thrill passed through Mrs. Loven too ; and Mrs. Levon 
at once assumed that something had liappened. 

‘ You start at liis name, my Gabrielle. Has Sir Wilberforce 
been here lately] * 

‘ He was here tjiis morning,' Gabrielle said, in the tone of 
one from whom a painful confession is extorted. ‘ He has not 
gone very long.' 

‘ Oh ! ' Then there was a moment's pause. The silence 
satisfied Mrs. Leven that something had come of the visit. 

‘ Gabrielle, my love, am I right in supposing that Sir 
Wilberforce came to-day with a particular purpose? There is 
no breach of confidence, darling; I speak with you as if I wore 
your mother. No one could object to your telling me.' 
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4 There is no secret about it, I suppose/ Gabrielle said, 4 to 
you at least. Sir Wilberforco has boen very kind and good ; I 
am sure I am greatly obliged, or I ought to be/ 

4 Yes, dearest ] well 1 9 

4 Oh, you can guess, dear/ Gabriello said wearily. ‘You liave 
guessed already, I am sure. Sir Wilberforco asked me to 
marry him/ 

There was another pause. Gabriollo apparently was not 
going to say any more on the subject. 

4 Well, dearest ] * 

4 Well, Mrs. Levon, that is the whole story/ 

4 Gabrielle, liow can you spoak to me coldly as a Mrs. 
Loven ” ? We have forgotten all our old auger— 1 * 

4 1 never felt any anger to you/ said Gabrielle truly. 

4 You are a sweet girl ; so sweet and good that you could 
forgive even a little unreasoning anger in one of a warmer 
torri}>er. But 1 want to hear more from you about this Hir 
Wilberforco asked you to be liis wife. What did you say, 
dearest] ’ 

4 What could I say? I told him it was impossible/ 

4 Yes ? Did ho accept that answer ? ’ 

4 lie did. Wliat eUe could ho do] It was very kind of 
him, and all that, I suppose ; but he might have known/ 

4 But, dearest Gabriello, you can’t remain all your life in 
this lonely way. It is impossible, my dear chi ! d. You are too 
young and too pretty. I really don’t think you could do better 
than to marry Sir Wilberforco. I don’t indeed. Perhaps, how- 
ever, he does not take your answer as quite final? Nineteen 
nay-says make one grant,it used to bo said in my younger days/ 
4 They will never make a grant in my case. Sir WilW- 
force knows that perfectly well. He is too kind and good to 
say any more to me about it, when he knows how I feel/ 

4 You told him you were resolved never to marry again ] 
lie wouldn’t much mind that , 0 abriello. Y oung wo men al ways 
stiy such things as that; and believe them too. I was convinced 
at one time I never would marry again/ 

4 I told him that my present resolve was not to marry 
\gain. But I told him also that I never could feel to him as L 
should feol to a man I could many. I don’t caro about him in 
that way at all/ 

4 He is not young/ Mrs. Levon said meditatively; 4 but ho 
is not old, Gabrielle ; and often there is more congeniality in a 
man of that ago, You have grown to bo a grave sort of girl, 
Gabrielle ; you would not find him too old in manner, I fancy/ 



^GABRIELLE: *$$ 

4 It is not that. I like him very much ; I like him as a 
friend all tho hotter because he isn’t young ; but I never could 
like him to marry him/ 

4 But Walter Taxal is young ; and you didn’t like him well 
enough to marry him.’ 

Gabrielle had not supposed that Mrs. Leven knew anything 
about Walter Taxal's love-making. But she expressed no 
wonder. 

4 I like Walter Taxal veiy much ; but not in that way. 
I could not marry him. But I don’t want to marry any 
one.* 

4 Gabrielle,* Mrs. Leven said suddenly, * did Sir Wilbeiforco 
ask you if there was anyone you preferred to him ? * 

4 He did not ask me anything of the kind. If he had, I 
would not have answered him. But he is far too courteous and 
gentle to ask such a question.* 

4 There is such a person ! * Mrs. Leven made up her mind at 
once ; and in a moment it was borne in upon her that some 
blight to the memory of Albert Vanthorpe was intended. 

4 How unlike Sir Wilbcrforce is to his brother 1 * she said. 

4 Very unlike,* Gabrielle said. 

4 You don’t like tho brother, I am sure, Gabrielle 1 * 

4 Oh, yes; I like him very much.* 

4 But don’t people say strange tilings about him? * 

4 They do, very strange things ; and yet they are quite true. 
They say that he is very generous and truthful and kind ; and 
that ho does not care in the least for monoy or society or getting 
on in life, and that he hasn't anything mean in him — -and other 
strange tilings like that.* 

4 1 didn’t mean exactly that. A man is often very free of 
his money, and careless about money ; and young men- often 
fancy they don't care about getting on in life — we know all that 
sort of thing well enough. But a man may be very wild and 
bad for all that.' 

4 1 never heard anyone say uny thing bad about Mr. Fielding/ 
said Gabrielle, withdrawing herself gently and almost imper- 
ceptibly from Mrs. Leven’s closer embrace. 

4 Oh, yes, Gabrielle dearest, you must surely have heard 
things said of him. He was very wild, tod he ran away from 
his father’s house early in life; and I believe he broke his 
father’s heart. He was a friend of my unfortunate son Philip ; 
and I have no doubt he was just such another. I sometimes 
even think he looks like him — as Philip would look now 
if he were living* Do you know that, much as I respect Sir 
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Wilberforoe, I oannothelp feeling aRort of shudder pass through 
me when I see his brother here under my Albert’s roof ! ' 

Under my Albert’s roof ! Gabrielle felt an angry glow rise 
to her face at the words. But she did not give any expression 
to her thoughts. She would not enter into any controversy 
with Mrs. Leven. She had seldom much control over her 
resolves and her impulses ; but she could command her words 
and her temper. No temptation could draw her into any dis- 
pute with Albert Vanthorpe’s mother. Mrs. Leven now again 
often thought Gabriello docile and malleable when she was only 
patient and silent. 

But Gabrielle’s mind was made up. * 1 shall never be free/ 
she thought, i as long as I live in this house and live on poor 
Albert’s money. I am sold into servitude so long as I live in 
this sort of way. J have no freedom ; at any moment 1 am 
liable to be asked to give account of whom I admit into Albert 
Vanthorpe’s house, and what use I make of his money. I don’t 
want the house or the money ; and I don’t know how to make 
any really good use of money. I have enough of my own to 
live on, and I want no more. I hate this servitude ; I’ll not 
endure it j I will be free ! * 

Mrs. Leven returned homo much distressed in mind. 
Gabrielle had determined not to many Sir 'Wilberforoe, and it 
was much to be feared had boon taken by the handsome ami 
good-for-nothing brother, whom Mrs. Levon had from the first 
disliked and distrusted. The aggrieved lady felt almost in a 
mood to proclaim herself an infidel, seeing how things were 
turning out. 

The moment Mrs. Leven had gone, Gabrielle hurried to take 
counsel of Lady Honey bell. She plunged into the matter 
abruptly. 

* Lady Honoybell, how can I get rid of money 1 ’ 

* Get rid of money, my dear 3 eh, but that’s rather an odd 
question. I never heard of anyone having the slightest difficulty 
about getting rid of it, except^ perhaps the man in the story 
about the botllo imp — whair was it 1 * 

* But I don’t mean getting rid of it by spending or wasting it. 
I want it to do some good to somebody. I only want to be rid of 
it myself. 1 have money that I don’t intend to keep any longer. 
1 hate the thought of having it. What am I to do with it 3 ’ 

* You are serious in this 3 ’ 

* Oh yes, Lady Honeybell, quite serious/ 

* Tell me all about it ; begin at the beginning/ 

Nothing could be more friendly and reassuring than Lady 
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I] onoy bell’s way. It showed Gabriel le that the good woman 
■was prepared to treat her not as a child or an idiot, and to enter 
into the conversation on the basis of an admission that there 
might be possessions dearer than money. Gabrielle told her the 
whole story, except, of course, what concerned the two Meldings. 
Lady Honey bell listened in silence until the talc had evidently 
come to an end. Perhaps she was expecting to hear something 
more. 

‘ Why don’t j ou aslT Mrs. Levon to take her son’s property 
off your hands, since you don’t like the trouble of it ? ’ 

‘ She wouldn't take it, Lady lioneybell. She is too proud; 
and she lias money of her own, and she is not a woman to grasp 
at money.’ 

‘ Then why don't you keep it yourself, and make the best 
use you can of it, since she doesn’t think h erself wronged by 
your having if ? * 

* Because I want to be free. 1 want to £pel that I can do 
as I think right without having it made a reproach to tne by 
poor Albert's mother that 1 am living on liis money.’ 

‘ In plain words, you want to do something that you think 
.she will not like.’ 

‘ I want to bo free,’ said Gabrielle firmly. ‘ Free to do 
what I think right.’ 

‘ Yes, yes/ Lady Honey bell said rf good-humouredly. ‘ Wo 
mean the same thing, no doubt. He is as pioud as yourself, L 
suppose? Well, you needn’t blush, and J don't ask you to tell 
me any secrets ; hut of course, my dear >oung woman, I can 
see that there is a he in the business, and that hois somebody Mrs. 
Levon doesn't much like, and that he is a man of spirit who does 
not want to take a wife with a burden of money.* 

4 Lady Honeyboll, I have never spoken to any man alxmt 
this ; nor to any woman either, but yourself.* 

‘ No, no; but these is a man all the same. Well, I think 
on the whole you aro right ; and 1 respect your way of looking 
at the matter. 1 can promise you that 1 will think it over, and 
I’ll ask my huslmml- not mentioning your name, of course. 
Yon must be prepared for everyone thinking you a fool ; but I 
suppose you don't care about that.’ 

‘ Oh no, Lady Honeyboll, not in the least.’ 

* Lady Honoybell smiled at the quiet self-containment of the 
reply. 

‘ But you won’t be quite poor, I suppose, even after this 
sacrifice? Poverty's an awful thing, I fancy, for all that they 
gay in the story-books.’ 


8 
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‘ 1 shall have enough to live on,* Gabriel le said, 1 1 shall 
have what I lived on before I became poor Albert’s widow. I 
was always very happy then, Lady Honeybell. There are people 
who do not care about money, and I am one of them. I had 
an idea at one time that I might do a great deal of good some- 
how, and make many people happy ; but I don^t think I made 
much of a success of it, , and I am not equal To the respon- 
sibility/ 

1 You are too young,* Lady Honeybell said, nodding her 
head. 1 Too young, and that*s the truth of it, to live alone, 
and make up plans for the good of your fellow-creatures. But 
I’ll tell you what you can do ; I thought it from the first time 
I saw you, and I think it more than ever now/ 

‘ Yes, Lady Honeybell, what is that h ' 

4 You can make one man happy. There’s your mission for 
you, Gabrielle, my dear. I call you by your name, for I like 
you. 1 am only afraid it won’t bo the. man that I would name 
if I had the chance. I wish I had a son, and that you would 
marry him/ * 

Gabrielle neither denied nor admitted the truth of Lady 
Honey bell's conjecture. She would have scorned the meanness 
that denies the purpose which one secretly cherishes, merely 
because it is only a purpose, and may never have a chance of 
being realised. Lady Honeybell .promised to help her all she 
could to come to some wise disposal of poor Albert's property. 
Lady llonoybell felt her estimate of Gabrielle much enhanced 
by what slio heard. * Eli, true enough, money isn't everything'/ 
she said to herself. Her thoughts went, back to a time long 
before she had any idea of being the wife of the Earl of Honeybell, 
and to a young man, with whom she had some romantic passages, 
when all the world was young, and he and she were the very 
youngest of all. She would gladly have married him, if only 
her people would listen to the doctrine that money is not every- 
thing. An excellent man, truly, was Lord Honeybell, although 
he took little interest in his .wife’s occupations and amusements ; 
hut Lady Honeybell knew now by experience that money is not 
all — not nearly all, perhaps, if one would only think it. 

It was with a bursting heart that Gabrielle returned to the 
home which she meant to be hers no longer. Her mind was 
made up ; the die was cast. Nothing on earth should induce -■ 
her to live in that house and on tho money of Albert Vanthorpe. 
She thought with humiliation of the sort of servitude which , 
seemed to be morally imposed upon her by the possession of 
money which she had never coveted. She longed to feel herself 
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fve© again. But as she passed up the stairs of the house which 
had been found* for her and fitted up so lovingly for her by 
tender hands, she could not help feeling touched by the thought 
that she had to sever herself from the memories, or at least from 
the monuments, of that deep disinterested affection. A new life 
was all befoi^ her ; for the third time in her short days, she 
was to begin all over again. The thought mad© every step she 
set on the stairs of her present home seem like a farewell. She 
spoke to no one, but went slowly to the familiar room where she 
had seen Fielding that morning ; where she had spoken with 
Wilberforce later still. As she reached its threshold she was 
thinking of this and other memorable interviews she had had 
in the same room, with' the portrait of Albert Vanthorpe 
looking on. 4 Something strange is always happening to me in 
this room/ she thought. 4 Soon I shall not see it any more. 
There are some memories of it that I shall always love/ 

The dusk was gathering, and the room was dim. The 
lamps were not yet lighted; she could scarcely discern objects 
around. As she approached the chimney-piece she could see 
that, the picture of Albert Vanthorpe was in its place. It 
looked now a more dark slab against the dusk. Her eyas were 
attric «d by it and were fixed upon it ; there was something 
ominous and reproachful about its presence, and about the 
mauler in which it had fixed her •attention the moment she 
entered the room. 

4 Gabrielle ! 9 The word came in a low, thrilling tone from 
somewhere between her and the picture. She stood still, but she 
did not scream. 4 Gabrielle ! * And then she saw a figure rise 
from the ground — it almost seemed as if it might have come 
out of the ground before her — and she was aware of the pre- 
sence of Clarkson Fielding. 

‘ Oh, how did you come hero 1 1 she asked breathlessly. 

4 I came to see you ; I knew you would return soon. I 
stole in here like a thief in the night, and lay on the hearth 
until I heard you come in., I wanted to see you alone, 
Gabrielle/ * 

4 But if anyone had come in and seen you 1 9 she said, 
hardly knowing what she was saying, and only feeling sure that 
her heart was beating loudly. 

4 1 didn't care ; I must see you ; and I lay on the hearth in 
token of humiliation ; for I must have offended you in some 
way to-day. There, you are tired, or I have frightened you. 
Sit here, no, here, on the sofa, and I will lie at your feet/ 

His manner of submissive domination overmastered her. 
s 2 
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She sat an the sofa as lie hade her ; and lie actually threw him* 
self on the ground at her feet. He took her hand, and she did 
not resist. There was a moment of silence. 

4 You have forgiven me!' he said, turning his head round 
towards her ; 4 and you will tell me why you were angry with 
me to-day, Gabrielle ? * 

* Because I humbled myself as no woman ought to do, and 
you seemed ashamed to meet your brother’s eyes. What wrong 
had I done to your brother *1 what had I to be ashamed of ? ’ 

4 Oh, no, not you, but I : atieast, I felt so for tbe moment. 
Look here, Gabriel In, listen. He told me again and again how 
fond he was of you ; he told me he was going to ask you to marry 
him. You know how good, and kind, and brotherly — more 
than brotherly — he has been to me. How could I help feeling 
afraid to look him in tbe face, and confess that I had come 
between him and his hopes 1 If I had ever known, or ever 
thought or suspected, or anything — but how could I suspect 
How could I think a woman like you could care about a ne’er- 
do-well like me ? Why, I remember once saying that if you 
would only have the goodness to trample on me, I should be 
only too happy. Good heavens ! how could I fancy that you 
would care about me ] I should never have believed it, if you 
had not told me yourself.’ 

4 1 don’t know why I told you,’ Gabrielle said ; 4 but I could 
not help it then, and 1 felt that it was light at the time. 
Why should I allow you to go away from England, if — if that 
was alU’ 

4 Ay, why indeed, why indeed ? But I never dreamed of 
such a thing, Gabrielle. 1 thought you would very likely 
marry my brother ; and, much as I love Wilberforce now, I 
could not stay and see that. Can you wonder if I was afraid 
to meet him 1 I have taken you from him ; he may even think 
I was treacherous to him, and deceived him. You can under- 
stand this, Gabrielle, Gabrielle V He seemed to take a delight 
in the mere repeating of her name. 4 You forgive me. Ga- 
brielle?’ 

4 Yes/ she said. 4 1 felt bitter at the moment. I think I 
was angiy with myself more than with you ; but I understand 
now better, and 1 know it must be a trying thing to you to 
have to meet your brother. But you will tell him all the truth, 
just as it is ; and he will believe you. He is so loyal and true 
himself.’ 

4 And you do care for me, Gabrielle ? ’ He sank his voice 
into a wonderful softness of tone. 4 You love me 1 9 
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* Oh yes, I paid that before. Nothing can change that.* 
She felt him preps her hand to his lips. There was a moment's 
silence. She was glad that the dusk was deepening, so that, 
even her lovor could not see her face. 

i Now,' she said, 1 you must go. You must leave me, for 
this time. We can see each other soon again ; very soon. I 
will -write. Is not that the best way ? But this is all so strange 
now, everything in the world seems changed. You must give 
me time to collect my senses. You will go — my friend? ' 

She did not know yet by what name to call him. It was 
all too new and sudden for her to venture on a tenderer word. 
But her tremulous voice gave an unspeakable tenderness to the 
wojd ; and he wns satisfied. 

* Yes ; I will go/ he said. ‘I will steal out as I stole in. 
T should not like this first time to leave you as a common 
visitor does. I came like a lover, and I will go away like a 
lover; and so good-bye, Gabrielle.' He drew her down 
towards him, as he still reclined on the floor at her feet ; and she 
felt his lips press hers. And then he lea|>ed lightly to his feet, 
and vanished, as it were, in tho dusk. He had come as a lover 
in a sort of romantic secrecy; and he had gone as a lover 
should go. Gabrielle, sat in the soft gloom of tho evening, and 
felt that if 'twer© now to die ’twere now to be most happy. 
All her life before had seemed lonely and bare, a mere dull 
mistake, until this moment. 1 Is it possible/ she thought, * that 
this can last; that happiness like this moment’s is not to be 
paid for by some misfortune ? ' There came strangely across 
her miml the saying of some saint : * Truly the damned ones are 
miserable, for they cannot love/ 

Then she rang for lights, and tried to look and feel like some 
commonplace person to whom nothing in particular hashappened. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

• 

‘WHEN falls tite modest gloaming/ 

Tiie two Scottish poets, Bums and Hogg, have dealt with the 
same text in the poem of each which sings of the love who is 
4 but a lassie yet/ The lover pictured by the Ettrick Shepherd 
is in very ecstasy of happiness, and in the highest mood of 
human confidence. Nothing can be less than sacred for him 
which has been touched, or praised, or looked on by his love 
• who’s but a lassie yet/ The stream so glassy,* the modest 
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gloaming, the birds that sing, the grass that grows green aronnd 
the feet of the loved one, the very wind that hisses her, the 
flowery beds on which she treads — all come in for the poet's 
love and praise. How otherwise is it with Burns’s disappointed 
hero ! This lover has been hardly entreated by his love ‘ who’s 
but a lassie yet/ He only thinks of letting her stand a year or 
two in the hope that she will not then be quite so saucy ; he 
declares that no one can woo her ; man can only buy her. He 
vows that the real joy of man is a drop o * the best o’t. — being 
for the moment in the mood of the author of the Vartx de Vire, 
who finds easy consolation in wine when the scornful girl re- 
jects his petition for a kiss ; and, finally, in a wild burst of 
cynicism, worthy of Villon himself, he goes off into an utterly 
irrelevant remark about a minister who made love to a fiddler’s 
wife and could not preach for thinking of her charms. 

Clarkson Fielding was in the full mood of the happy 
lover. But he was also in a condition of much distress for the 
unhappy one who might, for all he knew, be in such state as 
Burns has described. The one sole drawback to liis happiness 
was his knowledge that the same event which filled him with 
joy must have dashed the hopes of his brother to the ground. 
He wrote to Wilberforce at once, a short frank letter of explana- 
tion, in which he told how the knowledge of his great happiness 
had come on him wholly by surprise, and how when Wilber- 
forco talked of asking Gabrielle to marry him, 4 it never 
occurred to my mind that she could possibly care for me/ 4 I 
was determined not to say a word about it/ be wrote ; 4 I was 
going away for that reason alone, because I did not like to 
disturb your happiness by allowing you to know that I was 
unhappy. I Was in love with her, Wilberforce, before you ever 
saw her, and I can’t deny good fortune more than bad. W T liat 
I thought was my case lias come to be your case, and if I am 
happy I still can feel sorry that you are disappointed. Is it my 
fault if we have both set our hearts on the one woman, and my 
good fortune is your disappointment 1 ’ W r ilberforce replied at 
once : 

4 My dear Clarkson, how could she help liking you better % 
You are young and good-looking ; and I only wonder the thing 
never occurred to me before. 1 shall get over my disappoint- 
ment, and be able to congratulate you both very soon, I hope. 
Tell her so from me, and wish her every happiness ; and the 
same to you, Clarkson, from 

4 Your affectionate brother, 

4 Wilberforce/ 
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Fielding read these few direct and manly words with a 
certain sense of relief. ‘ He could not have loved her as I do ; 
and he will get over it. I should not have got over it.* He 
said as much to Gabrielle. 

‘ Oh, no/ she said, * your brother is not by any means broken- 
hearted. ITe didn’t even say ho was — when I saw him. I 
think if he had known, he would have made an offer on your 
behalf as tho next best thing. 1 have no scruples of conscience 
and no remorse on his account. I shall bo very fond of him as 
a brother-in-law/ 

‘ There is ono thing that troubles me/ Fielding said, after a 
moment’s pause ; 4 and only one thing in the world, now that 
we have reconciled our consciences about poor Wilberforce/ 

1 What is your trouble. Is it anything I can help you to 
get rid of?’ 

‘ Yes ; it is all in your hands/ 

‘ Ah, then it is done with/ she said. ‘ Tell me/ 

* I find it hard to come at it. It’s about money, and that 
sort of thing ; and 1 hato even to mention the name of money 
to you just now. Well, it’s this — I don’t want a wife with 
money. I want you ; but not your money. Come, now, I have 
got that out/ 

4 You mean the money that is not mine — that was given to 
mo — that is the money you speak of? ’ 

‘Yes, that is it; I hate the idea, Gabrielle/ 

‘ I knew you would think so ; and I have already done as 
you would have me to do. J am coming to you free of encum- 
brance/ Then she told him what she had resolved on doing, 
and that she had been in counsel with Lady Honey bell, and 
that the only question now was how to turn poor Albert Van- 
thorpe’s money to some good account whereby some human 
creatures should he the better for it. 

‘ The dreams I used to have 1 ’ Gabrielle said. ‘ The wonder- 
ful things I was to do for all manner of people ! The life of 
lonely beneficence I was to lend ! And tbip is how it nil ends; 
I meet you and I fall in love — first love, just like a school- 
girl ! ' 

‘You are not sorry, Gabrielle?’ 

‘ I never before was happy.’ 

Fielding was silent for a moment. lie was filled with new 
admiration for her and with gratitude, because of the manner 
in which she had anticipated his inmost feelings with regard to 
poor Albert’s money. ‘ True ancl noble heart ! ’ he thought. 

‘Some of your friends will blame you greatly, Gabrielle.’ 
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* Oil, yes ; I know. I have thought of all that. 1 

1 They will say all manner of hard things of me.’ 

* I suppose so ; I shall not believe them.* 

For Fielding could not help fearing that there would be 
persons found to make the woivt of his wild life, in order to 
alarm Gabrielle, and make her think perhaps that she was 
venturing too much in trusting her happiness to him. His 
life had been a wild one in the strict sense, but not quite 
according to the conventional meaning of the word. It had 
been a life of bold and harmless wandering. It could not fairly 
be called an eccentric life ; at least, it had not strayed far from 
the central principle which Fielding set up for himself. There 
was some practical philosophy in it. At a very early age 
Fielding had made up his mind, according to the phrase of a 
thoughtful writer of our time, as to what the world — the world 
of society — was worth to him. He found that it was worth — 
nothing ; and he acted accordingly. He set himself absolutely 
free. But that he loved Gabrielle so much now he would 
never have thought of giving up his unhoused free condition. 
But it is the fault of the story-teller if the reader has not seen 
even from the very first that there was a depth of fresh and 
almost boyish yearning in the young man for the sweet and 
close companionship of some loving nature. He could not 
have loved Gabrielle if she had not been of his own turn of 
mind with regard to society, and the delight of getting on in 
the world. There really did seem a great deal that was alike 
in these two, this odd young man and odd young woman, who 
were not anxious about money and did not care what society 
said about anything. As the homely old saying would have 
put the thing, it would be a pity to spoil two houses with such 
a pair. 

A measureless content had settled upon Fielding. IBs 
peculiar life had taught him one thing at least — he knew per- 
fectly well what he liked and what he did not like, and not 
only what ho liked and disliked to-day, but wliat he must like 
and dislike to-morrow. He knew that he must always love 
Gabrielle, and that her companionship would be worth all the 
world to him. Ete had not the faintest idea of his possibly 
changing to her or of her changing to him. He would pull 
himself together now, he said, and do something; and he 
meant just what he said. He had money enough to start with, 
and it was only a question of where Gabrielle would like to go, 
and what sort of life they had best lead. He had chafed a 
little, at first, at the thought of his being supposed to come in 
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for Albert Vanthorpe’s m6ney; but Gabrielle had settled all 
that, and he only wondered now that he did not know from 
the first that she would settle it. He felt perfectly happy and 
confident. The future looked as if it were steeped in sun- 
shine; but the present was so sunny, too, that he did not long 
for it to hurry on even for the sake of the coming and dearer 
time. He was proud of his beautiful Gabrielle, and of her 
wild-falcon ways, which would stoop to no hand but his. If 
ever a lover, since love began on earth, was loved for himself 
alone, he surely thought he, Clarkson Fielding, was that happy 
man. 

‘ I wonder, by iny troth, what thou and I did till we loved ? 9 
The sweet strong words of the poet often came up to the mind 
of Fielding, and might have come up to the mind of Gabrielle, 
too, if she had read Dr. Donne. What had life been before to 
cither of them? Wliat had it been all about? What had 
there been to live for till now ? Gabrielle, in particular, looked 
back upon her past existence with wonder and compassion. 
This feeling of love was the one thing sho had always wanted. 
She had missed it, not knowing what it was she missed. She 
was so happy now that she sometimes became sad for very hap- 
piness ; sad through the fear that such a happiness could not 
last. The gods in the fable which Socrates invented for ^Isop 
made pain and pleasure to spring from one head, so that man 
can hardly touch the one without coming into some contact 
with the other. Gabrielle was still romantic enough to fancy 
sometimes that she should like nothing better than for Fielding 
and herself to die together. She thought Byron’s Myrrha a 
most enviable creature, to die thus gloriously with her lover, 
and see no more of the pettinesses and paltrinesses of life. The 
idea sometimes possessed licr to an almost morbid degree. She 
dreaded any possibility of some influence coming between 
Fielding and her, and parting them. She shrank from the 
thought that one day she must, grew old, and lose whatever 
charm of face and form she hud, and not be lovely in his eyes, 
however she might* be dear to his heart Strange to say, love 
began to inspire Gabrielle, for the first time in her life, with 
something like self-consciousness and vanity. Truly it was a 
very harmless vanity : the immemorial fond desire of the girl 
to look lieautiful in her lover’s eyes. But it made a difference 
to Gabrielle. She found herself studying her face in the glass, 
and considering her features, and the arrangement, of her hair., 
and wondering whether she looked better in this dress or the 
other, in this colour or in that ; and sometimes beginning tu 
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doubt whether she really had any good looks at all ; and then 
reassuring herself with the conviction that Fielding loved her 
whether or not ; and then again yielding to a growing belief 
that she must, on the whole, be rather good-looking than other- 
wise. All this time Fielding never once paid her a direct com- 
pliment. His love and his ways were compliment enough. lie 
thought her beautiful, and he knew that she knew what ho 
thought. 

They met still, as he had put it, after the fashion of lovers. 
Every evening, as the dusk was coming on, Fielding was with 
her. Every evening, before the lamps were lighted, he went 
away. It' was not fitting just yet that he should be much with 
her, or put on the ways of an accepted lover. So he still came 
to see her, as tho young Spartan lovers came to visit their 
brides, in something like stealth and secrecy. They were very 
sweet, these soft evening hours, when the late summer’s sunset 
slanted for a while through the branches of the trees around 
Gabrielle’s little demesne, and the sound of London life was 
unheard in that darkling room, and the two were almost as 
much isolated from ordinary life at the time as Chateaubriand’s 
forest-lovers. The latest carriages had not yet left the Park. 
The loungers were still there, many groups, many solitary 
figures ; some lounging there because they had nothing else to 
do, for life came easily to them; othera because they had 
scarcely any other place to go to, life being hard upon them. 
Fashion and wealtli and idlesso were busy in their congenial 
ways ; people were dressing and dining and driving, hurrying 
to Lords and Commons, and club and opera, and theatre and 
music-hall and pothouse. And our two lovers sat in a dark- 
ening room on the edge of one of the Parks which are centres 
of life and fashion, and were isolated and happy and self- 
sufficing as Hermann and Dorothea might have been, or the 
lone pair in the legend, whose fate it was to discover Madeira. 

Perhaps it was because this was all so swoet, romantic, and 
delightful that Gabrielle seemed to shrink from the remon- 
strances and expostulation^ Which were sure to pour in on her 
when their intended marriage should come to be made known 
to tho class of inconvenient creatures whom lovers have to 
describe as their friends. It was not that Gabrielle cared in 
the least for what anybody might say, or that her resolve could 
in any way be affected by it; but she shrank from the profana- 
tioirof wise people’s worldly advices and grating expostulations, 
and from the very thought of having to stand up for her chosen 
lover against the accusations of sagacious elders. She knew 
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that she would herself be accused of a want of consistency, of 
. fickleness, and of levity, in consenting to marry so soon after 
she had declared to more than one that she would never marry 
again. In her own mind her vindication was clear. 4 1 never 
did mean to marry again/ she had said to herself, and to 
Fielding too sometimes. 4 1 only cared for one man in all the 
world, and I didn’t think he cared about me. Now I know 
that he does, and what is tliero inconsistent in that ? * Yet she 
dreaded the inevitable expostulations all the same, and for the 
same reason, because they seemed to profano the love which they 
could not avail to change. 

These evenings were not many. They were only a few 
delightful hours of quiet happiness and undisturbed love before 
the necessary announcement, to Gabrielle’s friends, of the step 
she was about to tako. For a while only Wilbcrforco knew 
anything of the truth ; and so long as it was to be a secret from 
the world they knew that it would be safe with him. So they 
enjoyed in peace their 4 modest gloaming,’ like the lovers in the 
Eltrick Shepherd’s sweet poem • and if Gabrielle was some- 
times tremulous and anxious, it was only because the happiness 
was all too new to her, and seemed too exquisite to last very 
long. One evening she asked him abruptly : 

‘ Should you like us to die together — now ? ’ 

4 Not I,’ Fielding answered with unmistakahle earnestness. 

1 1 should much rather we lived together.’ 

4 But if one of us had to die — would you not he willing to 
die with me?’ 

4 J should be willing to die for you, if that could serve you, 
Gabrielle ; bow could 1 not be willing to die with you? what 
motive could I have for living without you ? ’ 

4 1 grow afraid sometimes,’ she said, 4 that this cannot last ; 
and then I think that it would be a dolightful thing if we were 
to die at once, you and J , and so make the past secure.’ 

He looked into her eyes and saw that they were filled with 
tears. She tried to avoid hi&i look. 

4 1 always thought that love made people brave and strong/ 
sho said, trying to smile through her tears; 4 it seems to be 
making me a very weak and cowardly creature. I was never 
afraid of anything before, and now I am always in a kind of 
terror; and 1 become filled with fancies and omens, and I think 
1 see shadows of coming disappointment in everything. And I 
never was vain before, or cared whether anyone thought mo 
good-looking or not ; and now I find my mind taken up with 
ideas about whether I look as well to-day as I did yesterday, 
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And all such nonsense. 1 used to be courageous, and not a 
coward. I used to feel sure that everything would turn out for 
the best ; and now I keep thinking that something must happen 
to come between us. Shall I never be brave again 1 ’ 

* You will be brave again/ he said, 4 the very moment that 
any occasion comes to call on you for courage/ 

i We will go away from England for a while — don’t you 
think 1 1 she said hesitatingly. 

- He gently assured her that they should go to any part of the 
world tfhe chose to name, and stay there as long as she wished. 

‘ I feel/ she said, 1 as if I should like some soft place with 
sweet warm air and a sky without winds; and a life not so 
eager as our English life; and where there were not many 
people that we knew. I should like to go somewhere on the 
other si le of mountains — don’t you understand ? — I don’t know 
how to explain it in any other words. Somewhere on the other 
side of blue mountains.’ 

Ho understood what she meant. He too began to long to 
be away anywhere with her, they two alone. When he left her 
that evening he wandered for long hours, following the river’s 
course, aimlessly, full of his happiness and his love. He often 
thus rambled away when he had left her one evening and was 
not to see her until the next. The spirit of unrest seemed to 
master him when she was not near. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

WHAT PEOPLE SAID. 

Major Leyen and Ms wife had finished breakfast one morning 
and were alone when Gabriel le Vanthorpe came to see them. 
She did not often visit them at such an hour ; indeed, she had 
not for some days visited them at all. Mrs. Lcven had of late 
begun to find that somehow or other the old relationships were 
not renewing themselves. She welcomed Gobrielle’s visit now 
as a good omen. 

‘ I do hope, dearest Gabrielle/ she said effusively, ‘ that you 
have come to tell us you have changed your mind, and that you 
will go with us.* 

The Levens were going to the Pyrenees almost immediately. 
Major Leven was anxious to get away anywhere out of town 
until Paulina should cease to be a heroine. 

‘Do come with ns, Gabrielle/ he said cheerily; ‘the trip 
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would do you ever so much good. Don't be afraid of our ac- 
cusing you of fickleness, because you have changed yourmind/ 

4 I wish we could prevail upon you to change it as to another 
matter too, my Gabrielle,' Mrs. Leven said significantly. 4 I 
saw poor Sir Wilberforce yesterday ; he looks quite depressed/ 

4 I haven't changed my mind about the Pyrenees ; I can't 
go,' Gabriellc said. 4 But f wanted to talk to you about some- 
thing else — no, not about Sir Wilbeitforce/ 

At that moment a card was brought to Major Leven, who 
looked up with some surprise after reading the name and some 
words written on it. 

4 .Remember the Scottish proverb, Gabrieli e,' he said, 4 if it 
is not Bran it is Bran’s brother. Here is Bran's brother — I 
mean Sir Wilberforee's brother — wants to speak with mo about 
something very particular. Don’t go until I come back, 
Gabrielle, my dear ; I dare say he will not remain very long.' 

Major Leven hastened away to see Brail’s brother. 

‘I wonder what he can want with George,’ Mrs. Leven 
Raid ; 4 1 don’t like that young man ; and I don’t think be much 
likes us/ 

4 1 can tell you what he lias to say to Major Leven,' 
Gabrielle said quietly. 4 It is just what I have come to say to 
you, Mrs. Leven/ She answered a deprecatory gesture at the 
use of the cold words 4 Mrs. Leven * by saying quickly : 4 Better 
hear my story first, and then tell me what to call you. Mr. 
Fielding and I have the same story* to tell; and wc came at the 
same time to tell it.’ 

Mrs. Leven knew it all now. Slie- turned pale, and her lips 
trembled. 

1 Mr. Fielding and I have found out,' Gabrielle went on, 
growing more and more composed and mistress of herself now 
that the worst was over, 4 that we ar<3 very much attached to 
each other ; and we are going to be married. I came to tell 
you that, Mrs. Leven. 3 know you won't like it ; but I know 
too that I am doing right. 1 love him very much, and I think 
I can make him happy.' 

* I never thought to hear you utter such words—- never 1 * 

‘Nor I,' said Gabrielle. 

• 4 1 don't understand what you mean, Gabrielle.' 

4 1 only mean that this is almost as much of a surprise to me 
as it can be to you ; at least, it was.' 

* Then do you mean to say that you have really plunged 
‘nto this insane engagement on the whim of a moment, and 
Without knowing your own mind ? ' 
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4 Oh, no. 1 ■ Gabrielle felt her colour rising, and her courage 
too. 4 I don’t mean anything of the kind. \ have known my 
own mind this long time ; I didn’t know his mind. Thdfrt w as 
the surprise.* 

* Is this womanly, Gabrielle ? * 

4 1 think so,* said Gabrielle. 

Mrs. Leven remained silent for a moment. She could 
hardly find suitable words. She could have found strong words 
enough; but there was something in Gabrielle’s quiet self- 
sustained manner that told her they would be out of place now. 
The rebellion against old authority was evidently complete. 

4 Gabrielle,’ Mrs. Leven began at last, *vour mother was 
my dearest friend * 

‘Yes,* Gabrielle said very gently; ‘I am glad you re- 
member that.* 

* I used to lament for her — now how can I lament for her 
any more ? What could she have said if she had lived to see 
this day? What would she have felt ? * 

4 She would have felt happy in her daughter’s happiness, I 
am sure. She would have loved the man 1 love, for my sake ; 
and when she knew him, for his own.* 

4 You profane your mother’s name, Gabrielle, when you use 
it in such a way. Why, do you know what manner of man 
this is — this man that you have allowed to make love to you ? 
or did you make love to him perhaps ? Which was it V 

4 1 think it was one and the other,’ Gabrielle answered very 
composedly. Mrs. Leven seemed to her now so utterly in the 
wrong, unsympathetic, and unkind, that she really felt no 
longer anything but an almost contemptuous compassion for her. 

*1 am sadly afraid I did some of the love-making * 

<• 4 And you are not ashamed to confess it ? ’ 

4 Qli, no.* 

4 Have you heard what people say about the sort qf life lie 
has led ? I)o you know that he broke his father heart ? * 

1 1 know lie did not ; I know that his father was in the 
wrong, and not he * 

* 4 He says so, I suppose, and you believe it ? * 

4 Oh, no, Sir Wilberforce often told me so; he never did.* 

* 4 But you must have, heard what people say of him ? * 

1 1 don't know— ^-1 may have heard some of it. I don't care 
what anyone in the world says of him.* 

4 A man of whom you know nothing but that he has the 
reputation of a vagabond and an outlaw, or something very like 
iu Why, you don’t even know, Gabrielle, whether he is the 
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peipson he claims to be or not. How do you know that he Is 
Hit Wilberforce Folding’s brother? Sir Wilberforce says h>e 
wonld never have known him again. There is not the least 
resemblance between them. You foolish girl, take care wliat 
you are doing. I don't believe he is Sir Wiiberforco's brother 
at all — oh, George.' 

For Major Leven now came back into the room, looking 
very grave and gloomy. Ho glanced at Gabrielle, and then at 
his wife, and shrugged his shoulders. 

*1 confess I don't like this business, Gabriel le,' he said. 
4 1 suppose you have been telling Constance? It is all too 
sudden; I don't believe you know your own mind. You go on 
like a romantic girl ; you think this young man is a hei*o of 
romance, and at war with society, and all that. You will very 
soon find such dreams won’t do for the real world.' 

4 He has been telling you, I suppose,’ Mrs. Leven said— 
1 that young man ? He must have some courage, I think.' 

* Oh, the young man said what ho had to say very well/ 
Major Leven explained, 4 as far as that goes, I have nothing to 
say against Mr. Fielding personally. He is a very modest and 
gentlemanlike young man. I don't blame bim for falling in 
love with our Gabrielle ; I dare say he couldn’t help himself. 
But I don't at all like the idea of Gabrielle marrying him. She! 
hasn’t known him long ; she doesn’t know anything about him. 
He seems to have led a queer wild sort of life, though I dare say 
there is a deuced deal of exaggeration in the stories they tell 
about him. He was a trooper in a cavalry regiment in India ; 
but only, he says, because he wanted to see what that sort of 
thing was like. And he was for a while with the Cuban 
insurgents. I dare say he has been a gallant young fellow 
enough ; but that isn’t the sort of man we want for a husband 
for Gabrielle.' 

4 He is just the sort of man I want, Major Leven/ Gabrielle 
•arid good-humouredly. *1 wish you liked him too; I wish I 
could persuade you to appreciate him.* 

4 Well, well, my dear, of course it’s very natural you should 
think so, and all that ; and I dare say hie is the sort of man to 
attract a young woman ; but I think too much of you, Gabrielle, 
to be satisfied so easily. I thought you. would have liked sgme 
one quite different. l am afraid you are doing a — -well, a very 
Quixotic thing ' ^ 

4 A mad thing,' Mrs. Leven interposed. 

Gabrielle rose to go. She thought she had done her part in 
making the announcement, and she did not care for anymore 
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of the argument. She was sorry to part from her old friends on 
unfriendly terms ; but she had to choose, and she had chosen. 

Major Leven took lior hand kindly, auaheld it in his. ‘ Is 
there no use in trying to nrguo with you, Gabrielle 1 Is your 
mind then really made up 2 Can your friends do nothing 1 * 

‘Nothing, Major Levon, except to give. me useless pain, 
perhaps, by saying what I ought not to hear/ 

‘ The truth is often painful to hear, Gabrielle/ Mrs. Leven 
said, ‘ when people are hont on taking the wrong course ; but 
it has to be spoken for all that/ 

‘Well, well/ Major Leven intervened, ‘if Gabriello is 
determined, I don’t know that there is any use in our saying 
hard things to her, Constance, But I can’t approve of this, 
Gabrielle. I wish you may be happy, my dear, very sincerely ; 

but 1 am afraid you arc not going the right way to secure-) 

happiness/ 

Nothing more was said; and so they parted. It was a 
relief to Gabrielle that the ungracious task was done. She knew 
that Mrs. Leven and she were now separated for ever so far as 
friendship went ; and she was not sorry. 

‘That man will live in my Albert’s house/ Mrs. Leven 
cried out in a burst of bitter emotion, when Gabrielle had 
gone. 

‘I don’t think so/ said her husband. ‘You will find they 
have some Quixotic project in their minds ; 1 am sure of it, 
Constance/ 

Groat was the astonishment created in certain small circles 
by the news that Gabrielle Vauthorpe was to marry the younger 
brother of Sir Wilberforee Fielding — the vagabond ne’er-do-well 
son of the rich old philanthropist Sir Jacob Fielding. The 
sudden reappearance of the young man bftnself had excited a 
good deal of curiosity and talk; and now this marriage- story 
came to revive a drooping sensation. The most extravagant 
rumours were afloat concerning the early life and adventures of 
Clarkson Fielding. Some people believed that he had Jived 
among the Indians in Amer ica, 'somewhere out West, as they 
put it. Another legend was that he had acted as fencing-master 
to the princes of some vaguely named Hindostanee dynasty. 
Others, again, said that he had been a sailor, and had risen to 
be mate of a ship. Some were assured that he had made n 
fortune in Nevada; while some were equally confident that he 
had not sixpence in the world, and that he was marrying the 
handsome young Gabrielle Vanthorpe for her money. Then 
there came, to complicate things still more, the distinct asser- 
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tion that GabrieKe Vanthorpe was giving away all the money 
she had, as a preliminary to getting married again. Where- 
upon certain ladies who had known her a little, and not liked her 
very much, nor thought her nearly so good-looking as some 
people did, observed that they had always felt sure there was a 
touch of madness in that poor Mrs. Vanthorpe. 

Sir Wilbcrforce went to work loyally, so far as he was 
concerned, to set absurd rumour right. 4 It’s a very sensible 
marriage, just the right sort of marriage, * he repeated every- 
where. 1 Gad, I wish she would have married me — at least, I 
dont, you know, because of poor Clarkson ; he’s more the right 
sort of husband for her by far, he’s young and good-looking. 
But only for that, I mean, I wish she could have married me. 
Poor ? Oh, no, my brother Clarkson has a lot of money standing 
to his account ; a lot of money for one who needn’t keep up any 
appearance more than he likes, you know; and he's a very 
clever fellow, able to do anything now when he settles down. 
I want him to go into Parliament, as I have no taste that way ; 
poor father would have liked one of us to be in the House. 
Clarkson’s all right enough. No, I don’t think it a bit foolish 
of her not to keep the property she had. A little romantic? Yes, 
yes**, but young people ought to be romantic, don’t you think 
so?' No, no? Why not? You see Clarkson’s an odd, inde- 
pendent sort of fellow — always was ; he wouldn’t like the idea 
of coining in for another fellow’s motley, don’t you know ? ’ 

‘ Are they to be married in London ? ’ some curious person 
would inquire in a tone half-suggesting that this absurd and 
eccentric pair would perhaps feel it a duty to their respectable 
relations to take themselves off somewhere out of civilisation, 
in order that their marriage ceremony might be accomplished in 
becoming obscurity. 

* In London ? Yes, yes, from Lady Honeybell’s. Mrs. 
Vanthorpe is staying at Lady Honey lull’s until the marriage. 
Do you know Lady Honey bell? No? The kindest woman ; 
yes, yes.’ 

So people were only puzzled more and more. The marriage 
was evidently approved of not only by Sir Wilberforce Fielding, 
who was universally accounted a pattern of respectability, but 
even by Lady Honey bell, who was the wife of an earl. Some 
few persons were delighted to hear of the marriage. One of 
these was Miss Elvin. She could not conceal her gratification 
that Mrs. Vanthorpe had had to put up with the good-for-nothing 
younger son after all. She utterly declined to believe that 
Gabrielle had been proposed to by Sir Wilteforce, before 

T 
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Clarkson came with bis offer. On the contrary, she gave with 
much vivacity her account of the affair ; how Clarkson made 
love to the young widow, how Gabrieli e, being determined to 
marry some one, because she had missed her game with young 
Mr. Taxal, accepted Clarkson promptly, and was terribly let in 
when the elder brother, w ith the title and the property, came 
and made his offer the very next day. Miss Elvin was fast 
acquiring quite a reputation as a wit. She felt herself growing 
in power with each new repetition of her story about poor Mrs. 
Vanthorpe’s disappointment. The curious thing about it was 
that it gave her a genuine pleasure even to toll those parts of 
the story that she knew not to bo true. One of her strongest 
reasons for hating Gabrielle was because she fancied that, only 
for Gabrielle and her spells, W alter Taxal would certainly have 
converted her, Gertrude Elvin, into the Honourable Mrs. Taxal. 
She knew perfectly well that Walter had fallen in love with 
Gabrielle, and had asked her to marry him, and she hated 
Gabrielle for it. Yet it not merely gratified her malice, but it 
positively soothed her self-conceit, to go about tolling people 
that Mrs. Vanthorpe had tried her best to get young Mr. Taxal, 
Lord Taxal’s son, and bad failed. Slio liked to hear the thing 
said, even by herself. The French lady who said it pleased her 
to hear the sound of a compliment, even though sho knew it 
not to be true, and even though it was only said by herself to 
herself, would find, if she studied the meannesses of others as 
fairly as she did her own, that malice can be fed on food as un- 
substantial as vanity itself. Miss Elvin was becoming a decided 
success in the musical world. Her concerts were always 
attended by a fashionable crowd. Places had to be taken for 
them long in advance. She drove in her brougham — hired, to 
be sure, but hired for the season, and therefore in a manner her 
own. Her brother drowsed very handsomely, and devoted him- 
self to acting as her escort and her man of business. She was 
really attached to him, and even looked up to him, though he 
could do nothing in particular,. She liked to see him well 
dressed, and to know that her money made him a gentleman. 
E very thing was smiling on her. Y et she coul d not forgive Gabrielle 
Vanthorpe for not having appreciated her singing, for having 
nevertheless patronised her, and for having brought her to meet 
people like the Charltons. Miss Elvin had to the full that 
peculiar form of the artistic temperament which Heine illus- 
trates humorously, when he speaks of marrying some lovely 
being and getting divorced from her if she does not praise lua 
Verses as highly as he thinks they deserve. 
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Meanwhile the lovers went on loving, and w holly indifferent 
to what their friends and enemies were saying. Gabrielle 
Yanthorpe had taken up her abode, for the time, with Lady 
Iloneybell, and Fielding stayed for the most part in an hoi/el 
not far away. They had, for the present, to do without the 
exquisite hours of gloaming ; for they saw each other only in 
the usual prosaic way proper to well-ordered conventionality. 
Mrs. Bramble and her husband took care of Gabrielle’s little 
house for the present, and Fielding came there sometimes at the 
same hour of gloaming, and . got Mrs. Bramble's leave to sit 
alone in the room wlicro Gabrielle and ho had sat before. A 
very harmless amusement, Mrs. Bramble thought, and she 
fancied he must find it dull, and she once asked him wouldn’t 
he like to have the lamps lighted. But he thanked her and 
said no, he preferred to sit in the room as it was ; and when it 
grew almost quite dark he always got up and went away. 
Mrs. Bramble thought him rather an eccentric young man, but 
she liked his friendly, frank ways, and his genial smilo ; and 
she sometimes said, ‘ Well, one can’t blame poor Miss Gabrielle/ 
as she still occasionally called her, ‘ after aLL’ 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

PAULINA LAUNCHES IIER FIRE-SHIP. 

There was one person on whose ears the news of Gabrielle’s 
approaching marriage came with a startling effect. Paulina 
Yanthorpe had become a sort of heroine, with a certain class of 
persons who are always looking out for the victim of a grievance. 
She had actually taken a hall, and held meetings to discourse of 
her wrongs. She had mixed up somehow the cause of woman’s 
rights, and the wickedness of compulsory vaccination, with her 
own personal wrongs ; and, in* the minds of ordinary persons, 
produced a sort of confusion as to whether the Mrs. Yanthorpe 
who addressed public meetings was the heroine of an agitation 
against private madhouses, or a feminine copy of the Tiehborne 
Claimant, or a champion of the right of women to enter the 
medical profession, or an American lady inspired to denounce 
the evils of the marringo system. For a time things went 
rather swimmingly with her. She managed to attract 
audiences ; she delivered orations in a strong shrill voice, with 
much energy of dramatic action, and on any subject that 
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happened to occur to her. mind at the moment. She got 
invitations to attend other meetings; she appeared as the 
supporter of the crotchet of anyone who chose to invite her. 
She was quite a distinguished person ; and in more than one 
instance, the prospective candidate for a metropolitan borough 
had been asked, by a deputation of voters, to favour them with 
his opinions on the question of Mrs. Vanthorpe and her wrongs, 
before they could see their way to support his claims to a seat 
in Parliament. Paulina therefore was busy, and, for the time, 
happy. She was really under the impression that she was be- 
coming a remarkable public character, and her vanity was fed 
on the absurd applauses she received, She felt satisfied, too, 
that she was greatly tormenting the Levens ; and that was a 
joy to her. But in the midst of her business, and her public 
triumph, she suddenly learned that Gabrieli© Yanthorpe 
was to mariy Clarkson Fielding. The strongest passion of her 
nature was that of hate. Revenge was sweeter to her than the 
wearing of fine clothes, or the gratification of vanity. The 
Eastern princess who said that there was only one sound sho 
enjoyed more than hymns of praise, namely, the groans of 
tortured enemies, would have found a sister and a sympathetic 
spirit in Paulina. Paulina would have made an excellent 
Oriental princess, if her destinies had been cast a little 
differently. It was only hor accidental misfortune that her 
early years were passed in a Seven Dials’ publiehousc, and not 
in the royal Palaco of Delhi. 

"When she heard the news, she first gavo free rent to one 
of her paroxysms of rage, stamped, wallowed, broke a few 
glasses and other fragile things, and then, recovering, prepared 
for more practical action. She hated Clarkson Fielding. She 
felt sure she could have established herself safely among the 
Levens and Yanthorpes only for him. She had an old spite, 
too, against him. The -bitter injury of the despised form, which 
drove goddesses to deeds of unworthy vengeance, rankled in the 
very human heart of Paulina Vanthorpe. As nearly as such a 
woman could go to falling in love she had once gone to falling 
in love with Clarkson Fielding ; and she had been repelled, and 
even rebuked by him, in a way as surprising as it was humi- 
liating to her. AH her old anger returned when she thought 
of his marrying Gabrielle. She filled her mind with the con- 
viction that he had stood between her and every object which 
she had particularly at heart, and she determined that it should 
go hard with her but she would be even with him for once. 
She racked her brain for some device, and at last she hit upon 
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a little plot which for absurd audacity would have done credit 
to the immortal Scapin, or to one of the Raphaels and Ambroses 
and other gifted adventurers who made the acquaintance of 
Oil Plas. 

It was from some words of Gabrielle’s own that the inge- 
nious Paulina caught this idea. The destinies seemed to have 
resolved that Gabrielle should never do a kindly thing, or 
speak a friendly word, but that some result perplexing to her- 
self should come of it. During Paulina’s stay at Gabrielle’s 
house the good-natured Gabriolle had endeavoured in many 
ways to assure her of the interest which some of his connec- ' 
tions, at least, had always taken in the fortunes of the outcast 
Philip Vanthorpe, Among other things, Gabrielle told her of 
the wild idea she had formed at first about Clarkson Fielding ; 
how she actually got it into her head that he was the long-lost 
Philip Vanthorpe; how she even persuaded herself that she 
could trace a distinct resemblance between his face and that of 
Mrs. Leven, as she studied their features at the concert in 
Lady Honeybell’s drawing-room. The idea struck Paulina now 
all of a sudden. To say that it struck her is only a fair way of 
describing what actually occurred, for it made her cheeks flush 
with a sudden crimson, and it made her eyes sparkle and flame ; 
and she jumped up, and danced Vbout the floor, screaming out 
that she had got Master Clarkson now, at last. There was a 
certain dash of the maniac in Paulina, along with her sane 
shrewd adventuress qualities. In her controversy with the 
Levens she often found herself positively carried away *by a 
self- wrought sense of wrong. She sometimes succeeded in per- 
suading herself that she was Major Leven’s step-daughter, or 
even daughter. Other slatternly minds are wanting in any 
clear perception of the literal truth ; Paulina’s was wanting in 
a perception even of the actual truth. The latest, hardest facts 
of her own life were liable to be blurred, or entirely trans- 
figured, by the passion or wish of the moment. She was 
capable of starting an imposture in cold blood for a definite 
purpose, and was liable to become, before long, on© of its com- 
pletest dupes. The author of a work of fiction, once the delight 
of unnumbered slums and now probably forgotten even there, 
lias left it on record that, in describing some daring adventure 
of his highwayman hero, he became so completely possessed by 
r liis own creative powers that he leaped, danced, and shouted 
all about his room, and seemed to gallop with mad speed like 
his hero, and like him to hurl laughter and defiance at pur- 
suing foes. Hod Paulina’s early education prepared her for the 
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writing of such fiction, she would probably have identified her- 
self to the full with the fortunes of her favourite personage, 
and made its delights and passions and triumphs her own. 
Perhaps, if the Education Act and the School Boards had 
started a little earlier, they might have secured this honourable 
opening for the imaginative powers of Paulina, and she would 
have gratified her vanity and avenged her wrongs in the com- 
paratively harmless pages of the sensation romance. 

Paulina thought a good deal about the best way of launch- 
ing her little fire-ship. It became clear to her almost at once 
that the effect of the revelation she proposed to make would be 
greatly enhanced by its coming out in a spontaneous and acci- 
dental sort of way. 

The Charltons were in their room in Bolingbroke Place one 
night. Robert was working, Janet sewing as usual. Robert 
was a little more cheerful than usual ; for since Paulina Yan- 
thorpe had become a public character he thought there was 
more chance of her dispensing with his services, and he was 
beginning to have a hope that the acquaintanceship might fade 
away without bringing any particular disgrace or harm on him. 
To them presently bustled in Mr. Lefussis, who, although he 
fancied he saw himself getting up in the world again, was not 
yet able to renounce his humble lodgings, and was not disposed 
to give up his old friends. He was full of talk and good spirits. 
There had been certain hints held out to him of a possible 
change of government, and of men coming in who, on the 
urgent recommendation of some of his friends, might reward 
his long public services with some small Colonial appointment. 
The mere hope of such a thing was as much to Lefussis as an 
actual invitation to join a Cabinet would be to another man. 
Mr. Lefussis was already beginning to think what he could do 
for Charlton, and, indeed, was already hinting at something of 
the kind, much to Charlton's disgust. 

A rapid, rather authoritative succession of knocks was 
heard. Janet opened the door, jmd was confronted by a lady 
of imposing presence clad in trailing silks. c 

4 Is Mr. Charlton in 1 ' the lady asked. * Oh, thank you, 
yes ; I see that he is.' She swept past Janet, who began to 
fancy this must be some imperious countess, at the least, whose 
work Robert had neglected to complete at the appointed time. 
4 ilow do you do, Mr. Charlton ? Pray don't disturb yourself. 
I was below-stairs, and I thought I'd come to see you. This 
is your wife, I presume ? Won’t you do me the favour to in- 
troduce me, Mr. Charlton J 9 
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Robert was pale with fear and anger. He seemed as if he 
were swearing under his breath. Ho had to do the honours. 

i This is my wife/ he said. 4 Janet, this lady is Mrs. Van- 
tliorpe. You have heard me speak of her.' 

As a matter of fact, Janet had never heard him speak of 
her. Naturally the name and performances of Paulina had 
been talked about a good deal when Janet’s aunt came to visit 
her relatives in Bolingbroke Placo; but Janet had always 
observed that Robert would not join in the conversation or say 
a word about the much-talked-of woman. She set this down 
in her own mind to Robert’s conviction that Paulina was not a 
person to be made the subject of conversation among people 
with becoming ideas of propriety. She did not know that he 
had over seen Paulina before ; and she was surprised to hear 
Paulina claim him as an acquaintance. She turned cold, and 
felt miserable. She faintly acknowledged the gracious bow of 
Paulina, and shrank back. Mr. Lefussis, meanwhile, handed 
Paulina a chair, with all the greater show of courtesy because, 
since the famous night at St. James’s Hall, he regarded her in 
the light of a political opponent. 

4 1 think I have had the pleasure of meeting this gentleman 
before % ’ the queenly Paulina observed, turning to Mr. Lefussis, 
and bending her long neck at him! 4 Mr. Fuzbuz, if I am not 
mistaken ? ’ 

4 Lefussis, madam, Mr. Lefussis/ the owner of that name 
replied. 4 It is an old Norman name. My ancestor Jasper de 
Lefussis * 

* Came over with the Conqueror, didn’t ho f ’ 

4 He did/ Mr. Lefussis answered, somewhat astonished at 
the variety and accuracy of her historical information. 

4 I thought as much/ Paulina obsorved. 4 They all did, I 
fancy, more or less. Finding of the body of Harold, and all 
that, ain’t it? I used to hear all about it/ 

Mr. Lefussis began to be somewhat puzzled now by the 
manner of her observations. , 

4 1 don’t exactly remember now who the Conqueror was/ 
the lady said, with a gracious laugh; 4 but I know that ho 
brought no end of people over with him. Anyhow, that’s 
neither here nor there, and it will be all the same to us a 
hundred years hence. We ain’t enemies, I hopo, Mr. Lefussis, 
although we did happen once to be opposed in public h ’ 

Lefussis was for once rather put out. He bowed solemnly, 
and mumbled some words supposed to express chivalric readi- 
ness to accept any terns Paulina chose to offer. 
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‘ I oughtn't to feel annoyed, anyhow ; I won the battle that 
night — eh, Mr. Lefussis? I think I see the old Major sneaking 
off the platform now. I have had great wrongs, Mr. Lefussis, 
as you would admit if you were not prejudiced by your friend- 
ship for them Levens ; but I don’t blame you for holding by 
your friends ; it isn’t quite too common a thing in this world 
just now.’ Paulina sighed, and laid a strong emphasis on the 
word 4 this,’ as if she were well acquainted with various other 
worlds where a stauncher spirit of friendship informed the 
beings that inhabited them. 

Then Paulina turned to the general company, and observed 
that she had come that way to see Mr. Fielding, and not find- 
ing him in his rooms had felt that she ought to avail herself of 
the opportunity to vibit the Charltons, and seo Mrs. Charlton, 
of whom she had heard so much. Janet shuddered. 

4 1 thought, perhaps, you could tell me something about Mr. 
Fielding,’ Paulina went on. 4 1 was in his rooms, but he is not 
there. What a careless fellow he is ! He never locks his door, 
I believe. Anybody may go in or out.’ 

4 He is very careless,' Charlton said eagerly. He was very 
glad to bring out prominently the fact that anybody could go 
into Fielding’s rooms, for he was still afraid that something 
might come of his having furtively gone in there. 

4 Oh yes, I was in there just now,’ Paulina said. 4 1 could 
have carried off anything if I wanted to, or read all his letters,’ 
and she gave her shrill little laugh. 4 1 have often been there 
before.’ 

‘Have you often been there before?’ Janet asked, speaking 
with a tremor in her voice, but determined not to let this start- 
ling assertion pass unchallenged. 

4 Oh yes, ever so often. Fielding and I are old friends, ns 
your husband knows. Didn’t he ever tell you, Mrs. Charlton ? 
I say, Charlton, I begin to think you keep secrets from your 
little wife. I thought you were like turtle-doves.’ 

4 1 don’t talk gossip and other people’s affairs to my wife/ 
Charlton said, growing hot and embarrassed. 4 Our own con- 
cerns are enough for us.’ 

4 Enough for her, don’t you mean?’ Paulina asked, with 
another laugh. 4 That’s how it is. You See he’s getting angry, 
Mrs. Charlton. Oh, I begin to fancy he is a sly one.* 

4 You were asking about Mr. Fielding,' the chivalric Lefussis 
interposed, anxious at any cost to turn the conversation to 
some neutral subject. 4 1 don’t fancy he will come very often 
to his chambers here any more. I have been talking to him 
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about them ; he will be giving them up y of course, and I think 
they would suit me better than the set I have/ 

One of the many illusions shining happily over the life of 
poor Lefussis was that he was just about to give up the rooms 
he had, and go into a more expensive and commodious set of 
chambers. He was proceeding to enlarge upon the subject, 
when Paulina interrupted him by asking in a tone of some 
surprise, 

‘Why should ho be giving up these chambers? Why “of 
course ” 1 Where is he going to % ' 

‘ Well, you know, of course, when he gets married ' 

‘ When he gets what ? 9 

* When he gets married/ 

‘ When he gets fiddlesticks ! 9 Paulina said, turning in her 
chair with a contemptuous gesture. 

‘I did not say when he gets fiddlesticks/ Mr. Lefussis 
answered with dignity. ‘I know nothing about his gettiug 
fiddlesticks. I said when he gets married/ 

‘ Stuff! — lie ain't going to get married/ 

‘ Oli, yes,’ Janet said quietly, ‘ lie is/ 

‘To whom, ma’am, may 1 ask?’ Paulina wheeled round 
upon Janet, and fixed her glittering eyes on the timid little 
woman. Janet, however, felt more dislike now than dread of 
her questioner. 

‘ To Mrs. Albert Vanthorpe/ 

Paulina roso from her chair. 

* To the young woman Gab riel le ? * 

‘To the young lady whose Christian name is Gabrielle/ 
Janet answered, with less tremor than before. 

‘ It’s a lie ! * exclaimed Paulina. 

‘ Oh, madam, pray ’ — Mr. Lefussis expostulated. 

‘ I don't mean it’s a lie for you, Mr. Fuzbuz/ Paulina went 
on breathlessly, ‘nor for you, Mrs. Charlton — which forgive me 
if 1 seemed to say ; far from it, indeed. But it's a lie for him, 
if he says it — and I can't belieye ho does say it.' 

‘ Everybody says it, madam,' Lefussis observed. 

‘ I don't care about everybody, Mr. Fuzbuz ' 

‘ Lefussis, madam, if you please/ 

‘Anything you like, sir; it’s all one to me just now, I can 
assure you/ 

‘ But it really is not all one to me, madam, I can assure 
you/ 

* Oh there, don't bother. I ask your pardon, I didn’t mean 
to offend you; but can't you understand that there are things 
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more important to us all sometimes than other people's names 1 
X dare say there are times when you wouldn't care a straw if 
my name was Jack llohinson. What T want to know is — who 
says Fielding is going to marry Gabriel le Vanthorpe 1 * 

* He says it himself, if that is all you want to know,' Itobert 
Charlton replied, feeling a genuine interest in the turn the 
talk had now taken. ‘ He told me of it the last day I saw 
him.' 

‘ He told me so too/ Lefussis said. ‘ At least, I offered him 
my congratulations on the faith of a certain rumour, and he 
accepted them, and gave mo to understand that the rumour was 
true/ 

‘ Why, of course it is true/ Janet added. 

‘Then I tell you what — he is a liar; and, mark my words, 
this marriage will never take place/ 

‘ Why not ? ’ Charlton asked. ‘ Who will prevent it 1 ' 

Paulina tossed her head scornfully. 

‘ I will prevent it/ 

4 I think, Charlton, if you will allow me/ Lefussis said, ‘we 
had better change the conversation. I don't feel as if I had 
any right to enter into this matter, and I’m sure you don’t, and 
Mrs. Charlton. Whatever this lady may have to say 1 

‘ She’ll say it out in the open day, you may he sure, Mr. 
a — a — Thingumbob ; and she’ll stand by it too. You may stay 
and hear it, if you like. All the world shall hear it soon. I 
want Charlton to hear it, and his "wife ; for they will tell me 
what to do. I tell you again, I can prevent this marriage, and 
I will/ 

‘ I think, Charlton, I had rather go/ Lefussis said ; and he 
hacked out of the room. 

Charlton w r as eager to hear what Paulina had to say. He 
was longing to know something against Fielding, and he hated 
the thought of his being married to Gabriello. 

‘ How can you prevent it ? ’ he asked in a half-contemptuous 
tone, designed to goad Paulina on to a full revelation. 

‘ Prevent it ? I’ll tell you how I’ll prevent it. Can a man 
marry two women, ^oth alive? He can’t. Very well, then; 
Clarkson Fielding is married already/ 

Charlton was really startled at this ; he had not expected 
anything so strong. Janet felt as if she might faint at any 
moment. 

‘ But how could you prove this ? ’ Charlton asked. ‘ How 
could you know it for certain ? ’ 

‘ I do know it for certain/ 
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* The other wife would have to be produced — his wife, I 
mean.’ 

Paulina folded her arms across her breast with the air of a 
tragedy queen. 

4 1 am his wife ! ’ she said. 

A thrill of utter incredulity went through the listeners now ; 
and there was some horror mingled w ith the incredulity. They 
now began, Charlton as well, as his wife, to think that they 
were talking to a mad- woman. 

‘ But,’ Charlton said, quietly and almost soothingly, 4 you 
know that couldn’t be, Mrs. Vantliorpe,’ and he laid an em- 
phasis on the name. 4 You know that your husband was Mr. 
Philip Vantliorpe.’ 

A smile of superior scorn passed over Paulina’s lips, and she 
looked from one face to another, as if enjoying their bewilder- 
ment before she disposed of their doubts for ever. 

4 My husband w T as Philip Van thorpe,’ she said, 4 and he is 
Philip Vantliorpe. The man you call Clarkson Fielding is 
Philip Vantliorpe himself, and nobod}' else ! ’ 

Charlton struck the table sharply with his fist. 

4 1 knew there was something wrong about that man,* he 
exclaimed. 4 1 knew it from the first, 1 always said so, Janet 
— didn’t 1 1 ’ 

Poor Janet could not answer. She dropped into a chair, 
and the room seemed to swim around her. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

1 AN EXCELLENT PLOT : VERY GOOD FRIENDS.’ 

; Robert Charlton doubtless believed for a while in the truth 
of Paulina’s story. From the first he had been eager to be- 
lieve in it. He detested Fielding. He felt a sort of spite, the 
reason for which he could hardly have defined even to himself, 
against Gabrielle. JFTe had always predicted that something 
K would be found out to Fielding’s discredit; and his prophetic 
* insight seemed now made good at last. Therefore he went 
into Paulina's story with an eager hope that it might prove 
true. 

But it was really wonderful what a plausible, consistent 
talo Paulina told him, and what scraps of corroboratory evidence 
she brought to sustain it. She made rather Robert Charlton 
her confidant in the beginning ; her leading counsel, so to speak, 
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wlio was to advise upon the case and its further progress. 
PJiilip Vanthorpe and she were manied in haste, she said, and 
after a while they did not get on very well together- They 
made the acquaintance of Clarkson Fielding ; they were very 
intimate with him ; Philip and he led a very wild life together. 
Fielding died in New Orleans. Vanthorpe and she had been 
anxious to return to England, and also anxious to got rid of 
each other. Philip was convinced his mother would never be 
reconciled with him, nor did he want to be reconciled with her. 
But he thought if Paulina weie to pass off as his widow she 
would have a good chance of being taken into favour, and there- 
fore it was settled between them that Paulina was to go back to 
England with a story of his death and to make the best use* she 
could of it. Then came the death of Clarkson Fielding, and it 
suddenly occurred to Vanthorpe that it would be a good thing 
if ho were to personate Clarkson Fielding, and see whether he 
could not recover the money which Fielding had always told 
them he had left untouched in his brother’s hands. The idea 
had a great fascination for Vanthorpe, who liked audacious 
enterprises of any kind, and he determined to carry it out. 
Therefore the pair came to England almost at the same time, 
but not in the same vessel, and they went to work with their 
plot. They were to help each other as much as possible, and 
were to divide the spoils if necessary ; but they were not going 
to live together any more or to acknowledge each other. It was 
the principal object of each to bo rid of the other. ‘But/ 
Paulina added, ‘ I wasn’t going to stand liis marrying another 
woman while Paulina Vanthorpe was alive; not if I knew it. 
That wasn’t in the bargain, and he was a great fool to think 
any woman would stand that/ 

That was the story. Tho points which Paulina impressed 
upon Charlton were, that she and the man calling himself 
Clarkson Fielding turned up in London just about the same 
time, and she appealed to Charlton whether it was not within 
his own knowledge that this nyan came to see her often when 
she was on the Surrey side ; that Gabrielle ; when first she saw 
him, was convinced that he was Philip Vanthorpe, from his 
likeneserto Mrs. Leven ; that Gabrielle had even taxed him with 
being Philip Vanthorpe ; that Sir Wilbcrforce Fielding said he 
should never have known him for his brother; that the pro- 
fessed Fielding .never could or would give any clear account of 
what happened to Vanthorpe; that he and she had always 
lived in New Orleans under the name of Clarkson, a name 
which a man whose real name had ‘any Clarkson in it/ as 
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Paulina put it, would not have been likely to adopt for the 
purpose of concealing his identity. 

Eager as he was to believe all this, Robert could not but ask 
how it happened that the man calling himself Clarkson Fielding 
had done so much to prevent Gabrielle Vanthorp© aud her 
relations from receiving Paulina. Paulina laughed at what 
she called his simplicity. All that only came about, she said, 
when they found that Mrs. Leven was inexorable, and that 
notliing was to be got out of her ; while, on the other hand, Sir 
Wilberforco was very good-natured, and there was ever so much 
to be got out of him. Then they believed the best policy was 
to throw all their strength into what Paulina described as ' the 
Fielding business,’ and it was thought a capital way of turning 
off any suspicion of conspiracy, and making it certain that he 
was the real Clarkson Fielding, if he were to play the part of 
her enemy and to denounce her to the Levens. She was to have 
her share of the profits, she said ; and they had even some hope 
that, as Sir Wilbcrforce was not married, Clarkson might in 
the end come in for the property. It was understood that the 
BO-called Clarkson was to be free, for this reason, to do his best 
to prevent the marriage between Sir Wilberforce and Gabrielle. 
* But it wasn’t understood,’ Pauling grimly said, ‘ that he was 
to marry her himself. He must know precious little of women 
if he fancied any woman would stand that. He ought to have 
known more of me, anyhow. I didn’t care who he made love 
to and that sort of thing ; but he’s not going to marry a woman 
under my eyes, you may be sure.’ 

One chance, or apparently chance, allusion threw Robert 
into such a condition that he would have been glad to believe 
her if she had charged the. so-called Clarkson Fielding with any 
series of crimes she chose to fancy. ' Why did he live in 
Bolingbroke Place ? ’ Charlton happened to ask. 

' Oh, don’t you know ! 9 Paulina asked, with an odd little 
laugh. 

‘ No, I don’t,’ Charlton saitl roughly ; 1 tell me/ 

‘ Well, I don’t* know, I’m sure — one oughtn’t to tell, 
perhaps. Can’t you guess at all 1 * 

( I can’t guess ; I wan't you to tell me/ He was now 
growing hot and angry. ' I must know/ 

' Well, I say, you are a soft one ! I don’t know, you s ^e, 
Charlton, any more than you. He never told me, you may be 
sure, any moro than he did you \ not likely. I only guess. But 
then I seem to know a little more of the world than you do, 
anyhow/ 
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4 I wish you would speak plainly/ Charlton said, jumping 
from his seat. 

1 Lord, man, you needn’t get so excited about it. You 
needn’t care twopence ; your little wife is as good as a little 
angel, anyone can see that ; but she’s a very pretty little woman, 
Charlton, and you don’t ought to bo surprised that other men 
should admire her as well as her husband. Lord bless you, 
men are all alike. The times that men would have made love 
to me, if I had only allowed them ! But I was always like your 
little wife, Charlton — keep them at a distance always, that’s my 
motto, even the best of them. You see what thanks I am 
getting from my husband.’ 

Robert felt himself almost going wild with passion. He 
hated Paulina now ; but he would have made himself her slave 
for the purpose of seeing her plans prove successful. Ilalf-un- 
consciously, not without some consciousness, he kept suggesting 
doubts as to certain parts of her story, and with the doubts the 
additions or explanations that might satisfy them. Paulina 
caught at every hint, and was ready with any missing links of 
evidence. The story soon began to grow into shape and 
consistency. 

Most of these conferences took place in Janet’s presence; 
only the talk about her and her attractiveness was held during 
a short absence of hers. She was virtually thrust into a corner. 
Her opinion was never asked. She had to sit and look on while 
these two were arranging evidence under her eyes. Robert 
quelled her into silence if she attempted t o interpose a word ; and 
the tall, showy woman acted as if the household were her own. 
81ie came every day, and Robert put everything aside for her. 
Janet could hardly recognise him any more. He was like what 
she had sometimes read of — a man possessed by a demon. She 
began to be ashamed of him as well as afraid. Tlio place and 
her whole life were becoming hateful to her. 

4 Robert,’ she began one evening, after the odious visitor had 
gone, 4 how long are we to have this horrid woman coming here 'l ’ 

He looked up, and for a while did not seem as if he in- 
tended to answer the question. At last he said : 

4 Until I understand the whole of her stoiy. I am advising 
her how to proceed. You ought to feel for her, Janet; any 
woman ought to feel for her.’ 

4 1 so hate her/ Janet said, unable to keep down her 
feelings. 

4 Oh, of course/ he said coldly ; 4 1 ought to have remembered 
—women always hate other women/ 
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* It isn’t that, Robert ; I don’t hate every woman ; but I do 
hate her, and I don’t believe her story.’ 

‘ You wouldn’t believe anything against him, to bo sure/ he 
said, with a sneer. * I knew that long ago/ 

Janet grew red, but did not resent his words. 

‘ I am sure she’s not telling the truth/ she went on. ‘ Why, 
Robert, I can see her myself; she catches up everything you 
say and makes it fit into her story. I can see it/ 

‘ Perhaps you had bettor say I am in a conspiracy with her 
to make up a string of lies. Is that your idea ? 1 

‘Oh, no/ poor Janet said. ‘I know you don’t mean it, 
Robert ; but if you were listening as I am, you would sec how 
sl\c catches at things. If you watched her as I do, you would 
not believe her, I am sure, Robert. You would not, indeed/ 

‘ J did not know that you were so observant a person, o? 
such a judge of evidence. Hadn't you better become a criminal 
lawyer at once, Janet % ’ 

‘And then it seems so eruel and so ungrateful/ Janet 
said. ‘ There arc we plotting hour after hour with this woman 
to bring grief to the only person who ever was really kind to ue 
since we were married. I wonder at you, Robert ; I do/ 

‘ Who is the only person who was kind to us 1 ’ he asked, 
with livid cheeks. ‘ T>o you mean {hat fellow — -because he paid 
you compliments, 1 suppose, and flatterod your silly vanity ? ’ 

‘ T mean Mrs. Vanthorpe/ Janet answered, and there was 
a certain dignity in her simple, firm manner. ‘ She was kind to 
us ; she tried to do good for us ; she always treated you as if you 
were si friend, Robert, and — and — a gentleman ; and I hate to 
see you joining with this woman against her/ Janet’s voice 
began to give way, and she was evidently on the edge of a burst 
of tears. 

‘ Why, you fool, do you call that joining against her to 
save her from being taken in by a man who has a wife already 1 
Why, you are a greater fool than even I thought you — I tell 
you I am acting as her best friend would act. I am saving her 
from the schemes of a scoundrel and helping to have them 
exposed.’ 

‘ But I don’t believe a word that woman says/ Janet said, 
falling back on her old position. ‘ And why should we be the 
persons to do it ] Oh, she will hate us — at least, she won’t 
hate us, perhaps, for she is too good and sweet for that ; but sho 
will think badly of us and despise us. If there is any truth in 
this story, why don’t you go and give her fair warning of it, like 
a man? Let me go and tell her — oh, Robert, do. It wouldn’t 
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seem go bad than as all this secrecy and all this plotting — it 
looks like plotting. Let me go and tell her.’ 

* Go and tell her that your husband is plotting against her ? 
That is just what you would like to do, I dare say ' 

4 Oh, no, Robert ; how can you say so ? Only just to warn 
her; just to put her on her guard, that tho poor young lady 
mayn't be taken quite by surprise. Why, Robert, it might kill 
her/ 

4 Perhaps you would like to go and warn him too, lest he 
should be taken by surprise 1 You bad just better do so/ 

Janet’s colour came up again. She began to despise her 
husband. She was silent. Her silence seemed to impress him 
somehow more than her words had done ; for he said after a 
while, in a tone intended to be gentle and more persuasive : 

4 Look here, J anet : you are very foolish. Don’t you see that 
this woman’s story may prove not to be true at all ? And why 
should we torment Mrs. Yanthorpe about a stoiy that may be 
all false? I am sifting this woman’s statement very carefully. 
I hope you will admit that I am not wholly devoid of brains, 
although I am your husband, Janet ; and if I find that it breaks 
down, you may be sure I shall know how to act. But it would 
be simple madness to breathe a word of it to Mrs. Yanthorpe 
just yet. Your supposed friendship would only lead you 
into a mere act of unnecessary cruelty. Don’t you see that 
yourself] ’ 

4 If I only could think that you wished it not to be true ! 
But you go on to her as if you wanted it all to come out true/ 

4 It’s nothing to me whether it's true or false ; only, if it is 
true, I don’t want an innocent lady made a victim and a 
scoundrel to go unpunished. Perhaps you would rather see the 
lady victimised than the scoundrel punished ; but that isn’t my 
way/ 

4 But why docs that woman come here to us ? I hate to see 
her always hero/ 

4 Jealous of her, I suppose 1 ’ Robert said, with a sneer. 4 1 
don't think you need be alarmed, Janet.' 

4 She is a boast, ’ said Janet emphatically. 

Robert laughed. 4 Just like women,' he said. 4 1 believe 
she is a little bit jealous of you, Janet/ 

4 Jealous of me ] ' J anet asked in wonder and anger. She 
was growing surprisingly courageous of late. 

4 Oh, yes, I think so. She is under tho impression that her 
husband was quite taken by your charms/ 

4 Her husband ]' 
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* Yes, lier husband. The fellow that used to lire below 
stairs. She is under the impression that he took chambers here 
m order to have the pleasure of looking at you.’ 

4 1 didn’t believe he was her husband before/ said Janet ; 4 1 
know he is not now. I know there isn’t a word of truth in all 
she says. Look here, Robert : I won’t have that woman com- 
ing here any more. No, I’ll not have it.’ 

Charlton looked up amazed. II is wife was standing up now, 
and there was a sparkle in her eyes such as he had not seen 
before. She was trembling all over; but she had evidently 
plucked up a spirit. 

The stairs of Bolingbroke Place were given to much creaking. 
The step of a mounting visitor was hoard a long way in advance 
when there was no other noise prevailing. This was now the 
quiet evening hour — about six, when Bolingbroke Place was 
having its tea. The silence of the house was disturbed for 
Charlton and his wife by the light rapid tread of a woman coming 
up the stairs. It came nearer and nearer. 

4 It is she ! ’ Janet exclaimed. 4 Oh, yes, it’s she.’ 

4 It’s who?’ Charlton asked, catching some of his wife’s ex- 
e ; lenient. 

4 It’s Mrs. Vanthorpc ! I know Jier step ; she’s coming here/ 

Robert jumped up. 

‘ Now, remember, Janet, if you say a word of this, you may 
make her miserable for nothing ; and I’ll never forgive you.’ 

Janet was moving towards the door. lie came between and 
stopped her way. 

4 1)o you understand 1 * he asked in a fierce, low tone. 4 You 
are not to say a word ; not a word.’ 

4 1 understand/ Janet said. 4 I’ll say nothing, Robert — for 
her sake, mind.* 

4 For any soke you like/ he replied, 4 as long as you hold 
your tongue.* Then he gave way and allowed her to open the 
door, which she did even before Gabrielle had knocked. 

Gabrieli e came in looking l;ke a living illustration of youth 
and grace and happiness. There was a certain shyness about 
her manner not usual to it, and which perhaps gave it another 
charm. She felt her own happiness so much that it made her 
timid. It seemed to her that she owed a sort of apology to 
human beings in general for being so happy when they perhaps 
were not all so. Besides, she had oomc with the resolve to 
cany out a somewhat difficult, or at least a somewhat delicate, 
purpose with the Charltons. She kissed the pale Janet and 
shook hands with Robert, 

0 
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* You are looking very pale, Janet/ she said. * Is she not 
well, Hr. Charlton V 

* Thank you/ he answered, < I don’t fancy she is unwell. I 
haven’t heard her complain.* 

( Ah, but I am afraid that is not quite a proof — I don’t think 
she would complain. She is too much in town, Mr. Charlton ; 
and you too. I see now that you are looking very pale. You 
ought to get out of this place for a while/ 

4 People like us can’t so easily get out of town ; we must 
stay where our work is. We are no worse off than our neigh- 
bours, I dare say/ 

His manner was somewhat sharp and brusque ; but Gabrielle 
did not feel in any way hurt by it. She set it down to the not 
unnatural pride of on unsuccessful man who is resolved to show 
that he seeks no favour. Just now his words were welcome 
to her, far they gave her a chance of coming to her point. 

4 Well/ she said, 4 1 came to see Janet and you to day for the 
purpose of saying something about that. You know I sup- 
pose ’—and she hesitated a little and coloured — 4 that I am going 
to be — -married soon — to Mr. Fielding 1 ’ 

Yes ; the Charltons both stammered out that they had heard, 
and Robert added something about congratulations. As for 
Janet, she trembled so that she could hardly make herself heard. 

4 Well, after that we are going out of England for some time ; 
perhaps rather a long time. I have no one to live in my houso — 
I don’t know yet what I shall do with it in the end, but it must 
remain as it is for some time ; and Mr. and Mrs. Bramble will 
stay in it as they do now for the present. Now, what I thought 
of was this— if you and Janet would kindly occupy it while I 
am away— a year, perhaps, or so — ft would be a great favour, 
and take ever so much responsibility off my hands. It is a nice 
place, you know, with good air and open space all around, and the 
park, and its own little patch of ground ; and I think you would 
find it a pleasant change* Janet would like it, I am sure/ 
She looked from one to the Other with lialf-shy eagerness. 

i You are very kind/ Robert said ; 4 but lam afraid one must 
keep near one’s work. * 

* Oft, but I have thought of all that. We are not so stupid 
about business affairs, we women, Mr. Charlton, as you think 
ns — are we, Janet f Of course I know that people couldn’t be 
expected to find you out in a little house hidden away among 
trees. Biit our idea — Mr. Fielding’s and mine — was to look 
you out a place in one of the streets quite near where you 
could have your studio or workroom, or whatever you like to 
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call it, and where you could go during the day, and Janet too ; 
and you could have your name up, and you would get no end of 
work there, Mr. Fielding thinks. In fact, he says that an artist 
of your skill is quite thrown away in a place like this. In that 
other end of the town he is sure you would soon get a splendid 
lot of work, and you would grow rich, Janet and you, even 
before we came back, perhaps/ 

* It’s very kind of Mr. Fielding to think of us poor people,’ 
ItoKert said ; 1 we are very much obliged to him/ 

Janet could only sob out, ' Oh/ Mrs. Yanthorpe ! ’ and tako 
Gabrielle’s hand and press it to her lips. GabrieHe did not un- 
derstand the repelling tone of the one or the emotion of the 
other. 

‘ In truth,’ she wont on, f \vc have in our minds just tlio 
place for you ; we saw it the other day, a] id it can be had at 
once — if you will only let me tako it for you. Come now, my 
friends,’ she said, going straight to the heart of the matter at 
once, 1 will you not let me do this poor little piece of kindness 
for you, p - i. help to make me happy — to make me more happy, 

I mear or indeed I am so happy myself that I long to bring 
other - in to share it with mo. Come, Mr. Charlton, you won’t 
refuse me this pleasure? Janet, you will tell your Lushaud 
that lie need not lie quite so independent as to refuse a little 
trilling bit of kindness from a very sincere friend? I should 
welcome any mark of friendship from anyone I liked. Why 
not ? * 

Charlton walked up and down the room, lie could not 
make up his mind or arrange the strife of his lighting soul in a 
moment. One inclination was to throw himself on Gabrielle’s 
generosity and confess the whole of the base plot into which, he 
had been entering against her. Another was to reject her offer 
with bitterness because it came from Fielding, of whom now es- 
}>ecially, since Paulina’s suggestions, he could hardly think with 
patience. Perhaps his better inclination might have prevailed. 
Perhaps he might have yielded to the softening and sweetening 
influence of Gabrielle’s kindness and flung away his miserable 
morbid hates and spites and owned himself repentant. If he 
had done so things would have gone differently with him. Bui 
at that moment a tap was heard at the h door, and Gabrieli© 
sprang to her feet. „ 

* Oh, here is Mr." Fielding,* she said. * He has just come in 
time to help me to persuade you.’ And she rail herself "and 
opened the door and brought Fielding in. If is presence seemed , 
to fill the dull old room with cheerfulness and energy. 
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4 Have you talked over this dreadful old man ? 9 he asked, 
after the first exchange of salutations. 4 Do you know, Gabrielle, 
how old he is 1 He is a hundred and ninety years old at least ; 
and Janet is fifteen. He is so old that he grows quifcfc crabbed, 
and he won’t let anyone be pleasant with him. We used to 
have such arguments, lie and I. But lie’s a good fellow at 
heart, Gabriel le ; and a manly, independent fellow. His failings 
lean — I wouldn’t exactly say to virtue’s side, but to the side of 
a sort of gnarled and rugged wild-growth of virtue. ’ Fielding 
rattled on in this way with the object of saving Charlton as 
long as he could from the embarrassment of having to give an 
answer or make any acknowledgment. 

4 You are both very kind, I am sure, ’ Charlton began. ‘We 
don’t well know what to say. We are not very happy at ex- 
pressing ourselves, Janet and I.’ 

‘Never mind expressing yourselves,* Fielding struck in. 

1 Eloquence, my dear Charlton, is the gift of men of geniuslike our 
friend Lefussis ; men born to sway the multitude and the fierce 
democraty, and all that. It isn’t for common men like you and 
me. All wo would ask you now — Gabrielle and I — is just to 
turn this little affair over in your mind and give it a favourable 
consideration — you and Janet together. Then you’ll tell us an- 
other time ; not now ; we don’t want an answer now. I want 
Janet to have her chance of thinking it over; she has ever so 
much more sense than you have. Wo are stupid fellows, we 
men. When I have a wife, I shall do everything she asks mo 
to do. That is the right way, Janet, don’t you think so ] ’ 

Fielding could not rouse either of the p air into any show of 
animation. Gabiiello could not understand how there came to 
be such a cloud of constraint over them all. The talk of 
Fielding, even, was evidently only inspired by a forced cheerful- 
ness. Perhaps the manner of the Charltons was owing to excess 
of gratitude, she thought ; but really the favour did not seem 
by any means great enough to call for such emotion. She 
would have wished to do a great deal more for them ; but this 
seemed about as much as Charlton would be likely to accept. 
It only amounted to the lending of Gabrielle’s house for some 
undefined time, and to the setting-up Charlton for a year or two 
in a West End studio or workroom, where he could have a 
better chance of making a business and a reputation. Nothing 
more was said on the subject. They talked for a while ; but 
there was no heart in the talk, somehow. Gabrielle felt de- 
pressed. 

4 We must modt again before — before I leave England,’ sbo 
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said. 4 You will come and see me, Janet ; I am staying at 
Lady Honeybell's now. But if you and your husband will do 
me the kindness to occupy my little house, then I can see you 
ever so often, and that would be much better. ' 

She kissed Janet again, and she was positively alarmed by 
Janet's pale face and moist eyes, her trembling lips and affrighted, 
miserable looks. * 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

PAULINA ‘AT If 0 JH E.' 

From light of any sort into gloom is usually a depressing 
change. The gloom of the staircase in any Bolingbroke Place 
tenement is especially sombre and dispiriting. The light in the 
Charltons’ room was, at all events, sunlight — as much of it as 
could get in ; the slanting sunlight of evening. It ought to have 
been a depressing thing to pass suddenly from that sun -lighted 
room to a darksome and mournful staircase, that seemed to tell 
only of poverty and shabby failure. But our lovers felt only a 
sense of relief when they emerged from the light into the gloom. 
Nor was this merely because they were lovers, glad to be alone 
anywhere, carrying in whatever darkness their own little halo 
of peculiar light around them. There was something in the very 
atmosphere of the Charltons now that depressed and dispirited. 
Even the gladness of lovers felt rebuked and chilled in that sad 
companionship. 

4 They seem unliappy,* Cab riel le said as she and Fielding 
were going down the stairs together. 

‘ 1 can't quite make Charlton out to-day,' Fielding answered ; 
* perhaps I can't quite make him out ever. He seems almost 
always morose and discontented ; be w T orks hard, poor fellow, 
and not much seems to come of it. But this evening he is 
particularly out of spirits — seems to he like what the Scotch 
call fey\ 

4 1 wish we could do something to make them happy.' 

4 Perhaps we shall ; perhaps he will get iuto a more reason- 
able mood ; Janet may prevail on him. Gabrielle, you never 
saw my rooms % You nevor even looked into them. Come, you 
must give one glance in now before you go, and leave a memory of 
brightness and love there. I shall always hold them in my re- 
collection as if they were a shrine, because it was there I lived 
when I first knew you. I hope to be able to get Lefussis to 
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take thorn : they are much better than his ; and if I could only 
juggle him into some belief that he is to have them on the same 
terms, and if I could make up the difference without his know- 
ledge But all these fellows are so ferociously, independent, 

one does not know how to manage them.* 

* You talk of ferocious independence, who would not even 
accept benefit at the hands of a wife ! * 

* Well, that’s a different thing, don’t you see. These are my 
rooms ; this is the door. Come, you must cross the threshold and 
consecrate the place for poor old Lefussis. Then he’ll find some 
breath of happiness in the old den that he never will be able to 
account for to the end of his days. Apparently some one has 
been lighting my lamp for me. How considerate ! ’ 

Fielding opened the door and held it open for Gabrielle too 
pass in. She had barely crossed the threshold when she saw that 
there was some one, a woman, already in the room. She did not 
draw back; she assumed that it was some servant or caretaker 
who had been lighting the lamp. She entered the room. The 
woman turned towards her, and Gabrielle saw that she was in 
the presence of Paulina Y antborpe. Paulina was there, without 
bonnet, or shawl, or cloak, like one at home. 

4 This is the old den, Gabrielle,’ Fielding said as lie followed 
her into the room. 

Gabrielle stepped back and laid her hand upon his arm, as if 
to stay him from going any farther. It flashed across her mind 
that Paulina was mad. Fielding broke into an exclamation of 
surprise and anger at seeing the woman there. 

1 You didn’t expect to see me, I know/ Paulina began in her 
grandest tone. 4 No, I am an unwelcome apparition. But I am 
here, and I propose to stay here/ 

4 How did you get in here ? ’ Fielding asked sternly. 4 1 can 
do nothing for you. You must leave this place/ 

Paulina laughed scornfully. 

4 You had no right to enter my room/ Fielding said. 

4 Have I not? Yes, but I haye, though — and I’ll soon show 
you that I have. Gabrielle Yanthorpe, I am sorry for you. 
I said I would never harm or annoy you ; and no more I would 
now, if I could; but you will know in the end what a service I 
am doing you, and you will thank me for it one day/ 

4 What are we to do? ’ Gabrielle asked in a low tone. 4 The 
poor creature is mad.’ 

4 1 don’t think it’s madness/ Fielding said. 4 1 fancy it is a 
different cause. Look here, Mrs. Clarkson—-* 

4 My name is ffct Clarkson * 
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i Well, Vanthorpe, then — whatever you like — it is of no use 
your coining here and thrusting yourself on me. I can do 
nothing for you. You have taken your own course, and you 
know very well that this lady has already been only too kind to 
you. Why do you continue to annoy and alarm her] What do 
you want] Why do you come here] What good can you get 
by such foolery]* * 

4 1 have come here because this is my proper home, as you 
know well. Oh, yes, you are a very clever actor, as I know well, 
and you can play the port of injured innocence delightfully; but 
I tell you what — the game is up. 1 didn’t mind until I heard 
that you were going to get married — married I ’-r-and she laughed 
an hysterical laugh — 4 and I wasn’t going to stand that, you 
know. Oh, no ! So the game is up; I’ll not play my part in it 
any more.’ 

4 Come, Gabrielle,’ said Fielding; ‘this is no place for you,’ 
He now began to be convinced that she was right, and that 
Paulina’s various excitements had ended in madness. 4 Como 
away; and I’ll see to this poor thing afterwards. Come, 
Gabrielle.’ 

4 Come, Gabrielle,’ Paulina said, mocking him. 4 Come, 
Gabrielle! But I say, No, Gabi^elle. Gabrielle don’t leave 
this room until she hears who you are, and what a trap Bhe was 
near falling into. Gabrielle, do you know who that man 
is]’ 

*Yes,’ Gabrielle answered quietly; 4 I do.’ Somehow it 
seemed to her now that Paulina was not mad. 

4 Are you going to marry him] ’ 

4 Oh, yes; I hope so.’ 

4 You can’t !’ Paulina screamed, suddenly changing her tone* 
for one of wild excitement. 4 He has a wife already ! I am his 
wile. He is my husband. His name is not Fielding. He is 
your own brother-in-law, Philip Vanthorpe! ’ 

She screamed the words at Gabrielle. Her face, white with 
excitement, was close to Gabijelle’s face. The whole scene, the 
suddenness, the prpsenco and the words of the furious woman — 
all these were too ipuch for Gabrielle, and for the first time in 
her life she succumbed to the heroine’s immemorial weakness. 
She seemed to hear the sound of a strange singing in her ears, the 
ceiling and floor of the room appeared to be in motion around her, 
and the whole world seemed to'be foiling on her; and then, at the 
acme of this tumult of odd sensations, there was a sudden sweet 
sense of ease and relief; and, in short, she fainted. She 
would have fallen on the floor if it had no V been that she was 
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still leaning on Fielding’s arm ; and he caught her up and held 
her as if she were a child. 

4 Look here * — he spoke to Paulina in a low tone, suffused 
with passion — 4 you stay here. If anything happens to her , I'll 
come back and kill you ! * 

Ho carried Gabrielle in his arms out of the room. In all his 
alarm for her, and with her for a burden, he contrived to get one 
hand free to take the key from the inside of the door, to draw 
the door after him, and to lock it on the outside. He had 
locked Paulina in. He had one distinct purpose in his mind : 
if any harm came to Gabrielle through that woman's means, 
he would come back and kill her. She was locked in there 
meanwhile as a hostage and a prisoner. 

Even the intrepid Paulina felt her heart fail her as she heard 
the key turn on the outside after his words of terrible warning. 
* He would do it, too,' she thought. She could not help liking 
him all the better for it. 

Fielding, for all his burden, literally ran up the stairs until 
he got to the Charltons’ room, and there he knocked loudly at 
the door and called, 4 Janet! Charlton! Janet 1* until Charlton 
aud Janet both opened the door, and then he staggered into the 
room. 

4 She has fainted, J anet,' lie said in rapid tones, but with a 
marvellous composure. ‘Some water, please. I'll lay her hero 
on the sofa, and you will see to her, Janet. She 1ms been 
frightened.' 

-Janet knelt on the ground beside Gabrielle and began to 
touch her forehead with cold water. - 

4 Open tho window, Hubert, ’ she told her husband, who 
looked like one affrighted near to death ; ‘ we must let a thorough 
draught come to her. If you would keep a little away, Mr. 
Fielding ; we mustn’t crowd her, please.' 

The little woman was entirely mistress of the situation. 
The men only seemed oiltof place and in her way. She looked 
round kindly on Fielding, and s- ( \id, in the tone of one wiio 
reassures a frightened child : * 

‘ It's nothing, Mr. Fielding ; she will be well in half a 
moment.' Q 

Fielding gave vent to a deep sigh of relief. He could have 
embraced Janet in the fervour of his gratefulness. 

Janet was right. Hardly half a minute passed away before 
Gabrielle came to herself again. Her first sensation was a sort 
of humiliation at the thought that she had fainted when perhaps 
her lover was in some trouble or danger. Her first thought 
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was of him ; a pang of remorse, aa if she had deserted him. 
, She sat up suddenly and looked round for him. For a moment 
she did not know where Bhe was ; but before she recovered her 
senses clearly enough to recognise the Charltons she saw Fielding. 
She gave a little cry of joy and stretched out her hand to him. 
Fielding knelt on the ground beside her and caught her hand 
and pressed it again and again to his lips. 

‘ I was foolish to be frightened in such a way,’ she said in a 
low, fond tone to him ; 4 but I am quite happy now as you are 
with me.’ A whole story of love and confidence was told with 
fullest expression in the words. Fielding felt as if his heart 
might burst with gladness. „ 

4 Oh — Janet!* Gabriclle said^ recognising her; 4 1 did not 
know that I was here with you. 1 have been making rather a 
foolish exhibition of myself, Mr. Charlton; 1 never fainted 
before ; I never thought people fainted except in novels.* 

She was not saying any tiling about the cause of her alarm. 
Fielding wondered whother the shock to her nerves had been so 
great as to drive away for the time all recollection of what had 
happened before her faint. To Janet the whole thing .was a 
mystery. Robert had his suspicions, and felt very miserable 
and cowardly. • 

Suddenly Gabriclle said very quietly : 

‘You were right, my friend* — she often spoke to him in this 
way, for the sake of that first time when, not having courage 
yet to use a closer and dealer expression, she had called her 
new ly- confessed lover ‘my friend* — ‘yes, you were right about 
that^ woman ; and I was wrong. She is bad; there is no good 
in her. But she cannot trouble us much — can she, Clarkson? * 
81 ic looked down into his eyes with such love and confidence 
that Clarkson almost felt his own eyes grow wet. Oh, what a 
moment that would have been for him if he were conscious of 
any secret thing that ought to come between him and that love 
and faith ! 

4 She can give us no trouble/ he said, with pride as well as 
tenderness in his .voice. ‘Some little annoyance, I suppose. 
She is capable of anything in certain moods; and she is 
shameless; but wo shall soon get rid of her. Listen : Charlton 
and Janet too. This thing will have to come out one time or 
other, and of course it need not be any secret even now from 
you two. That woman, Paulina Vanthorpe — I dare say you 
have heard of her — is getting up some foolery to annoy me. 
She insists that I am not myself at all, as the song says, but 
that t am Philip Vanthorpe and her husband/ 
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Janet broke into an inarticulate sound of pain and shame. 
The fact that this was no news to her made her feel as if she , 
were a patty to the conspiracy. Robert Charlton muttered 
something about its being very strange; very strange indeed. 
Fielding did not notice the manner of either. But Gabrielle did. 
It concerned her lover, all this story; and she had keen eyes for 
anything that seemed to imply a doubt of him. 
Characteristically, she leaped to a conclusion. 

‘Did you know anything of this, Mr. Charlton V she asked, 
with lighting eyes. She suddenly remembered some former talk 
of his about Fielding. 

‘I had heard something of it,* Charlton answered slowly, 
anil without venturing to meet her looks. 

‘ Had you heard of it, Janet?’ Gabrielle asked. 

‘Oh, Mrs. Vanthorpe!' — Janet turned imploringly to 
Gabrielle — ‘forgive me; do, do forgive me; I had heard it; but 
I didn’t dare to say anything.* 

‘ I forbade my wife to speak of it, madam/ Robert said, 
with an awkward effort at firmness; ‘it wasn’t a thing to talk 
about — at least, until something certain came to be known of it.* 

‘ Then you know this woman, Charlton?’ Fielding said; and 
he turned on Charlton with so stem an expression that poor 
Janet gave a little moan of alarm. 

‘ I have known her — yes; that is, I have met her ; * Charlton 
said. ‘She spoke of this matter.* 

‘ You knew of it, and you didn’t tell mo — or tell this lady ? * 
Fielding said, pointing to Gabrielle. ‘ 1 shouldn’t have expected 
that of you, Charlton.* 

‘ I wasn’t at liberty to speak.* 

Fielding shrugged his shoulders : 

‘ Well, you are at liberty to speak to that woman below, 
I suppose — as she seems to be a friend of yours. Very good; 
then, take this key with which I have locked your friend in my 
room. I told her why I locked her in there, and she can tell 
you if she likes. # Let her out, and tell her she can go where 
she pleases, and say what she pleases; and that the sooner she 
proclaims her story to the four comers of London, the better I 
shall be pleased. * She will have to go on with it now — tell her 
that. Tell her, too, that I will never see her or speak to her 
again except in the presence of a good many witnesses and under 
the authority of a criminal court. Tell her that, Charlton; and 
, read up the laws relating to conspiracy meanwhile, and see what 
you make of them.* Fielding flung the key upon the table. 

* ‘ Come, Gabrielle/ he said, ‘ this is no place for you.* 
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An imploring look from Janet’s eyes met him. 

, ‘ Was this well dono, Janet ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Oh, Mr. Fielding 1 oh, Mrs. Vanthorpe ! * the J>oor Janet 
pleaded ; ‘ you would not blame me if you only knew ; I would 
have died rather than do anything to annoy Mrs, Vanthorpe. 
I would, indeed/ 

‘ I do believe you, Janet/ Gabrielle said kindly. 

‘And so do I, Janet/ Fielding said, with his habitual good- 
nature shining again in his eyes. ‘ You are a good and true 
woman, and I don’t believe any harm of you/ 

‘ Nor I of you, Mr. Fielding,’ Janet declared with 
courageous fervour. 

‘ Thank you, Janet. I do thank you really/ 

‘ You all look on me as if I was a wretch and a villain and 
I don’t know what all,’ Charlton said, with tremulous lips. 
‘ What have I done? How was 1 to know that the woman’s 
story wasn’t truo ? — how am I to know it now ? * 

‘ Ah, just so ! ’ Fielding said contemptuously. ‘ Come, 
Gabrielle/ 

, Gabrielle was only too willing to go. Janet stopped the 
way for a moment. 

‘ Won’t you shake hands with* me, Mrs. Vanthorpe, before 
you go ? I should not feel quite so miserable if you did/ 

Gabrielle drew the poor little woman towards her and kissed 
her on the forehead. She did not speak a word. 

Fielding held out his hand to Janet. Gabrielle was already 
at the door. Charlton came up to Fielding and said, in a voice 
hardly audible for passion : 

• Hadn’t you better kiss her too ? I dare say she would like 
it well enough/ 

He was standing in Fielding’s way. The young man caught 
him by the collar and flung him aside ; tossed him out of his 
path as if he were some wretched bundle of rags. Fielding 
did not even look back to see whether he had fallen, or what 
he was likely to do. ‘ Come* Gabrielle/ he ^said once more; 
and giving her his hand, he conducted her down the dark- 
some stairs. The evening had now gathered in, and all was 
gloom. As they passed the door of Fielding’s room, they did 
not stop a moment or say a word about its present inmate. 
But on the threshlod of the old house itself they stood for a 
moment. 

‘ Look back upon it, Gabrielle,’ Fielding said. ‘ It was here, 
just on this spot, I saw you for the first time ; but I don’t want 
ever to see it again. To-day I asked you to look in on my old 



3©o DOXATA QUIXOTE . 

place and consecrate it. It has been descecratod since then; and 
1 don't wish ever to see it again/ 

* Still, I shall always love it/ said Gabriclle, ' because I first 
saw you there. I think I must have loved you even that first 
time — if I had only known/ 

‘ Then — and now?' 

' Ah ! now, of course, I do know it. But there is nothing 
wonderful in that. It was strange, though — was it not, my 
friend? — that we should botli have felt so suddenly drawn 
towards each other that very first time?' 

‘And you trust me always?' His voice had a tremor in it. 

4 Only try me/ was Gabrielle's quiet answer. 

4 Ah/ he said cheerily, * you are a companion to go tiger- 
hunting with. The tiger has appeared, Gabrielle, and you are 
not inclined to run away. Come ! shall we walk once or twice 
round this old square, in memory of the day when we walked 
round it before, and you asked me about poor Phil Vanthorpe, 
and you told me you were resolved to bring Wil her force and 
myself together again?' 

‘ Yes ; and I told you that J would always be a friend to 
my friend/ 

‘ You did/ 

They walked round the little square, keeping on the strip 
of flags near the railings. They walked for a while without 
speaking. Gabrielle had not asked Yielding one single question 
about Paulina and her story. He understood her silence. She 
disdained to say a Word which might even suggest that she 
needed any assurance of Paulina's falsehood from him. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

* rERCIIANCE, iAGO, I WILL KE'ER GO HOME/ 

Robert Charlton had not fallen, when Fielding, giving way to 
that one burst of temper, flung him aside. t IIe only staggered 
a little and nearly came against Janet, who shrank from him 
and drew herself away into a corner of the room and sat in 
silence. She had heard his words to Fielding, and she despised 
him for them. She might have been in terror for herself. It 
was not easy to count on what a man like Robert might do at 
such a moment, and now she was alone with him. But 
somehow, she did not think about her jjersonal safety; Bhe had 
hardly any sense of fear. It did not seem to matter much what 
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happened to her or to him now. They never could be the 
jBame; she never could love him any more. He had shown 
himself basely ungrateful to Gabrielle; he had helped that 
detestable woman in her vile conspiracy; he had been in 
constant communication with her before she, Janet, ever knew 
that there was such a creature in existence. Now he had 
humiliated and insulted his wiiel>efore Mr. Fielding; he had 
disgraced her almost as much as if he had publicly branded her 
with shame. If it pleased him to kill her now — why, let him 
do so, she said to herself. She did not see much use in living 
any longer, since it had come to this. 

Still, she had a sort of dulled curiosity as to what lier 
husband would do or say first. He appeared to be very quiet. 

1 Light the lam])/ he said. i And get the other lamp; and 
then take that key off the table and go downstairs and let that 
womnu out./ 

1 I’ll not go near her/ Janet said, without looking at him. 

* Are you afraid of her? Do you think she would bite you l 9 

* No; I am not afraid of her; but 1 will have nothing to do 
with her. And if she comes up here, Robert, 1*11 go out of the 
place Mind that. J told you 1 would not have any more of her/ 

Robert looked up at her angrily. She was trembling; but 
she was not afraid. At least, she was driven to desperation. 

* I don't want her up here/ he said, i anymore than you do; 
but you Avill please to remember that this place is mine. Any- 
one I choose shall come into it. 1 am the master; not you.' 

He took up the lamp and the key himself, and he went out 
of the room. lie knew now that Janet despised him, and that 
she would always do so. But lie hardly cared much for that 
now, R e did not care whether she saw Fielding throw him aside 
or not. He too was desperate. He was not even afraid of 
Paulina, although one who proposed to confront that impetuous 
prisoner at such a moment might well feel some alarm. He 
turned the key in the lock and threw the door broadly open. 
Paulina stood at the farther end of tho room, with her 
back to the chimney piece and her hand clinging to Fielding’s 
heavy bronze lamp. Her attitude was like that of some furious 
petrolevse on whom the Versaillists had come, and who turned 
in despair for one last effort at resistance or revenge. 

Oharlton was in no humour for admiring picturesque atti- 
tudes. If he had been, he might have seen something in tho 
stand and the look of Paulina that would have supplied a bold 
artist with a good idea for a picture. Paulina had no shawl or 
cloak, and all the proportions of her really fine figure were 
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clearly seen by the light of the lamp which stood before her oh 
a small table, and on which she kept her hand.' Her eyes* 
flashed what Carlyle calls i hell-fire . 1 Her face, - free for once of 
paint — at least, of fresh paint — was livid. The ravages of time 
as they showed in the dim light were only linos that lent to her 
face a certain wasted appearance of severity and of something ' 
like dignity. Her too full lips were firmly pressed together, and 
gave the idea of sensuous strength collecting all its energy for 
some last ordeal. Clytemnestra, one might have thought, must 
have looked somewhat like this after the deed was done and she 
stood prepared to defy the consequences. 

But Paulina’s words wore not by any means in keeping with 
the dignity of Clytemnestra. When she saw who was coming 
she took her hand from the heavy lamp to which she had been 
holding as her sole available weapon of defence, as Byron’s 
Olimpia clung to the great golden crucifix. 

4 Is it only you? Ain't there any more of you? ’ 

Her whole manner coVaps »d with t he change in the condition 
of things, and she was the vulgar Paulina Vanthorpe again. 

4 There’s nobody else,’ Charlton said sullenly, but a little 
relieved nevcitheless to find that tho Clytemnestra attitude. was 
not meant for him. As he was coming down the stairs lie had 
begun to think that Paulina might, perhaps, be in the haj^. ^ 
carrying a dagger in her garter ready for any emerge’'- * ,rA 
‘WWs /fersho M 


* Gone away with her. He sent me to let you f , 

4 I am sorry the little woman was frightened,’ I'. t * 

1 She’s a dear little angel, and that’s a fact; and .‘ lllua * 
sorry to have to givo her any pain. But in war, ^ /» 

sho added, assuming her grandiose way, 4 * * * * * * women L 11 TV 
suffer.’ * vc S 01 - 0 


4 Besides,’ Charlton said very slowly, ‘if ho is you. , I 

already, you are only doing her a great service, you k: ms , a c 

1 Oh, bother ! ’ was the somewhat unsatisfactory t! w ' , ^ 

tho unsympathetic Paulina. * wel 

4 Is he your husband?’ Charlton asked sharply* 

4 Didn’t you hear me say he was? ’ 

4 And you are prepared to prove all this — that he is 
Vanthorpe, and all the rest of it? ’ 1 ^ 

4 You bet I am/ 


4 Bemember,’ Charlton said, with slow emphasis, 4 it wh 
easy for him to show that he is not Philip Vanthorpe if? € 
really isn’t. You are running a very serious risk. He says ? 
is determined to have the whole thing out now.' * 1 
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Paulina laughed. * • ' * 

f ‘ Why, of course he must have the whole thing out. You 
don’t suppose she is going to marry him until he can prove 
that he ain’t Philip Vanthorpe and toy husband? Not likely. 
How is he going to prove that, I want to know ? I’ve got him 
In a hole, you’ll see. He can’t find any evidences nearer than 
New Orleans anyhow, if he can find any there. By that time 
nobody can tell what may happen. We’ll have a fine bit of 
fun, I tell you, . I Ve played hell-and-tommy already with the 
lot of them.’; 

At that moment Charlton felt as certain that her story was 
all a falsehood and a concoction as he felt certain of his own 
existence. For a moment he was on the verge of a resolve to 
denounce her and leave her. She saw, perhaps, his wavering 
purpose. 

‘ Now,’ she said, ‘you and I have got to go to work and fix 
things. I ain’t much of a litery character myself, and you can 
use the pen much better than me. You must write a letter 
for me to old Mrs. Levon, and I’ll copy it out the best I can. 
We want to tell her that her son’s alive, and expose a villain, 
and that sort of thing — you know/ 

‘ Do you know,’ Charlton asked significantly, ‘ vvliat you are 
liable to, if you fail in this? Do you know there arc laws 
to punish ; and he won’t spare you?’ 

She faced him suddenly with blazing eyes. 

‘Man! do you know anything of women? Do you know 
'anything oven of your own little wife? Don’t you know 
that we never care for anything that may happen when our 
blood is up? What do I care for laws and punishments? If 
I burst up this marriage business, and have my revenge on the 
pack of them, they may send me to Botany Bay if they like; I 
don’t care.’ ' 

Paulina was not well-informed as to the changes that had 
taken place with regard to punishment by transportation. 

‘ Yes, but if I assist you, I jnay be accused of conspiracy- 
lie talked of prosecution for conspiracy.' 

‘What have you got to do with it? Don’t I tell you my 
story, and ain’t you impressed with the truth of it? — and what 
conspiracy is there in that? You are an honest man yourself, 
and you believe the word of an honest woman — where’s the 
harm in that? Why, even supposing I hasn’t an honest 
women, what blame could there be to you for believing me? 
You wouldn't be the first mail that was taken in by a woman* 
I suppose?’ 
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He hesitated. ‘ I don’t quite see my way,’ he said. 

‘ You're a coward,* she replied fiercely. 4 You haven't the 
spirit of a man or of a cat. You are afraid of liiin — although 
I told you enough about him to make even a coward pluck up 
a little bit of courage. Lord ! what awful cowards you men are! 
and we women ain't afraid of anything, once our blood's up. 
Your little wife seems as meek as a mouse now; see if she 
doesn't fly in your face if you carry things too far. I can see 
already that she won't stand much more ot* you and me hugger- 
muggering together, and of our trying to do anything to vex 
my fine Master Fielding, as he calls himself.' 

The wretched Charlton mentally acknowledged with bitter 
pangs that thero was truth in what she w#s now saying. 

4 Anyhow,' Paulina said, 4 I’ve got yon in my power, and I 
mean to make use of you. You have gone a good deal too far 
to turn back now, let me tell you. You have been in with me 
from the very first. Lord ! how long is it sinco you first did mo 
the honour to call on mo in my modest abode on the Surrey side? 
Come along; you and me against any two* Sit down and make 
yourself comfortable; we’ll prepare a rattling good letter for my 
Moved mother-in-law. We’ll send a bombshell in among Idiom. 
Won’t the old Major look funny I' 

4 Are you going to stay here?' Charlton asked in amazement, 
as he saw Paulina setting chairs, and bringing out pens, ink, 
and paper with the air of one who is thoroughly at home. 

4 Of course I am. Ain’t this my husband's place of abode? 
Ain't possession nine points of the law ? It will be a strong card 
in my hand that I have settled down in my husband’s rooms, 
and that I refuse to go out of them. What’s the fellow in the 
pipers, Punch and that — that says, in French, you know, “Here 
I am, and here I stick"? Well, I'm him, as far as that's con- 
cerned. Here I am, and here 1 stick.’ 

4 But the people who are in charge of this house ? ' 

* I'll tell them. These are Mr. Fielding’s apartments, ain't 
they? Very good — ain’t I Mr. Fielding’s wife ? * 

But if they don't believe you ? ' 

‘You'll tell them it’s all right/ said Paulina composedly. 
4 You are known to be a respectable person, and you’ll say it’s 
all right. That will be enough. Come, don't bother any more, 
but go ahead and write. Don’t you seo it’s no end of points 
in my favour to write to the old lady from this very place, 
and to have the old Major nnd her come over and find me here?' 

In a shuddering sort of way Robert admired lior courage and 
her coolness. 4 If one must be bad/ he thought, 4 it is some 
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tiling at least to have nerves that are equal to one’s purposes.* 
For his own part, he gave himself up now to her plans. Some 
of her words had made him morally, though not physically, as 
reckless as herself. # , 

‘I say,’ Paulina suddenly exclaimed, ‘can’t we have some- 
tiling to drink? I’m awfully thirsty. I have money enough, 
if you’ll send out for some brandy. And, I say, hadn’t we better 
have the little wife down here ; *or lets go up to her? I don’t 
think it seems quite proper, you know, Charlton, for you and 
me to be alone together in this sort of way. People might 
be making remarks. Lord ! the world is all scandal.’ 

4 I have brandy upstairs,’ Charlton said sullenly ; 4 and I’ll 
go and ask Janet if she will come down, or we go up.* 

He wont upstairs to Janet. She was sitting in a chair at 
the window looking out upon the cheerless narrow street. The 
light of the lamp was very dim. She was not working. Her 
hands lay listlessly on her lap. She looked blankly round as her 
husband entered, but she said nothing. Something made him 
anxious to propitiate lier now. He put on an air of good- 
humour. 

4 That’s an extraordinary woman below, Janet,’ lie said. 4 1 
don’t quite know what to make cf hpr ; but she persists in her 
story, and declares she can prove every word of it. She is going 
to remain in the rooms below ; they are her husband’s, she says, 
and she has a right. Of course that’s no affair of ours. All 
she wants me to do for her now is to write to Mrs. Leven and 
tell her story— and then let the Levens call on her for proofs. Of 
course I’m not in any way responsible for that. If she fails, she 
must.take the consequences. But I think you had better come 
down, Janet ; or let us have her up here. It would be more 
proper.* 

4 Robert, I’ll not go near her,’ Janet said, with a white face 
and lips that trembled. ‘ 1*11 not go near her, and I’ll not stay 
in this room if she comes in. She is a vile woman ; she is 
making up a lie, and she know s^it— and you know it too, in your 
heart, Robert. Yes, you do— and you are helping her and 
prompting her all the same. I’m not vory clever, but I can see 
that there isn’t a word of truth in her story. I am ashamed cf 
you that you would have anything to do with such a wretch as 
that.’ 

4 Your partiality for Mr. Fielding blinds you a little,’ he said, 
with a sneer, and throwing away the pitiful olive-branch of peace 
he had b$en pretending to hold out. 4 Has ho been here since ? 
I wonder you are not jealous of Mrs. Yanthovpo, as he is so fond 
of her.’ 
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She looked at him with a flush coming over her cold face. 
She mad© one or two efforts to speak, but could not get the words 
out* At last she said : 

‘You have spoken in that way too often, Robert; I 
have put up with a great deal ; I’ll not bear with any more of 
that.’ 

He muttered some bitter reply, and then he got a decanter 
with some brandy in it and went downstairs to write the letter 
for Paulina. He wrote the letter, which was all Paulina wanted 
him to do for her cause just then. She got rid of him soon, and 
he was glad to go. Paulina was very anxious to maintain every 
appearance of the strictest propriety. 

When he left her, he did not go upstairs. He went out into 
the streets and wandered for hours, shamed, misorable, and hope- 
less, hating everyone, and burning with the conviction that all 
earth and humanity and the destinies had done him bitter wroug. 
When, long after midnight, he returned to his rooms, they were 
a solitude. Janet was gone. She had not left a written word 
behind her to say wherefore she had gone, or whither. But the 
rooms were empty; Janet was gone. 


CHAPTER XXXITL 

4, tis a quick lie: ’twill away again. ’ 

Major Leven sat in his study annotating a Blue-book and mark 
ing passages for extract from it. He was making up a formid- 
able case against the Foreign Office, and he was full of the 
present effort .and the joy of the coming strife. Suddenly his 
wife broke in upon him. Her appearance in that room was un- 
usual. Mrs. Leven always considered it a part of the formal 
dignity of her position ^as a wife not to show any familiarity 
with the occupations of her husband, and not to follow him into 
his study. She thought it became man and wife to be habitually 
apart. Therefore, when Major Leven saw her enter, he knew 
that there was matter in it. She really looked alarmed and 
agitated to a degree that was uncommon indeed with her. 

‘ George, look at that letter — read that ! ’ 

She handed him Paulina’s letter, just come to hand. He read 
it over, growing more and more porturbed as he read. * I don't 
understand this,’ ho said, and he applied himself to read it all 
over again. It was not very long. Mrs. Leven sat down and 
waited. 
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‘Stuff !* Major Leven exclaimed at last, throwing the epistle 
•contemptuously on the table. * 

4 You don’t believe it, George 1 9 

1 Not a word of it. It’s all rubbish — it’s a weak invention of 
the enemy/ he added, under the erroneous impression that he 
was quoting from the writings of William Shakespeare. 4 Fancy 
this young fellow being your son, Philip Vanthorpe ! 9 

4 I don’t know, George ; my mind misgave me the first 
moment I saw him. I disliked him from the first, although 
then I knew no reasofi why.’ 

4 But, good heavens ! Constance, you don’t really mean to 
say that you think your dislike of him is evidence that he must 
be your son ? ’ 

4 1 do,’ Mrs. Leven answered solemnly. 4 1 have reason to 
dislike my son — good reason ; and the moment I first saw this 
man, I disliked him. George, I believe this woman’s story.’ 

Major Leven rose, and walked up and down the room. Ho 
was distressed by this evidence of implacable and what seemed to 
him unnatural feeling. He could understand hatred of a wicked 
minister or a plotting despot ; but he could not understand private 
hates ; above all, ho could not understand a mother’s hatred for 
her son. He did not lecture her or bcold her. They had married 
in such an impulsive way, and they had got on together so 
quietly, and as it were by virtue of a tacit compromise, making 
the best of the thing when done, that they hardly felt like husband 
and wife. Mrs. Leven’s sentiments, however much they pained 
him, seemed to Leven like the talk of some wrong-headed lady 
of his acquaintance which he could only regret and mildly depre- 
cate, but for which he was not responsible, and which he could 
not attempt to control. 

4 At any rate, Constance,* he said, with some anger in his 
tone , 4 1 can tell you that your instincts and presentiments in 
this case set you quite astray. This young man is the son of old 
Sir Jacob Fielding, and no one else. I knew him the very 
moment I first set eyes on him. I’m never mistaken in re- 
cognising faces.’ ■ 

4 1 always felt a doubt of him,’ Mi's. Leven said decisively. 
4 Only the other day I told that mad girl myself that I thought 
that young man was just such another as my son Philip, and 
that I didn’t believe be was Sir Wilberforco Fielding’s brother.’ 

« 4 What do you propose to do 1 ’ he asked abruptly. 

4 1 propose to do nothing, George.’ 

4 Hadn’t you better send for this young man % 9 

1 No, George. Why should I send for him 1 If lie is not 
x2 
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my son, I don’t want to see him ; if he is my son, I want a7 
the less to see him. I have nothing to do with the whole affair.. 
But you, perhaps, who think more of that mad girl than I do — 
you might see her and advise her for her own sake to be care- 
ful now. She is standing on the brink of a precipice. If this 
man is my unfortunate son ’ 

4 But he isn't, Constance, I can assure you/ 

4 Whoever he is, this woman claims him for her husband/ 

4 Yes, that’s quite true/ Major Lcven acknowledged, in much 
distress. 4 Gabrielle must be seen at once. This is a terrible 
business; I don’t believe a word of it; but still — one can’t be 
too careful ; and she is so impetuous, and of course would believe 
anything he said, poor clrild. It’s perfectly awful all this. I 
know it’s only a pack of lies. Good God, what a world it is ! 
I’ll go and see her at once.’ 

He put away his Bluo-bpok, not without a half-sigb. He was 
just about to be very busy, and his heart was in the work. He 
had only got fairly into it ; and Major Leven's thoughts in general 
moved a little slowly. Wl^en he was interrupted in any piece 
of work, he did not very easily find his place in it again. It is 
probable that in his righteous wrath against the inventors of false 
tales just then there was mingled a certain personal resentment 
because of his interrupted task. But he put the Blue-Book aside 
and started forth to seek Gabrielle. 

Soon the story was spread all through the little circle of which 
Lady Honeybell may be called the centre. It did not get talked 
about or even known very much among Lord Honey bell’s friends. 
Lord Honeybell was then much engrossed by questions of local 
government and the adjustment of the burdens on land, and he 
had only a very vague idea as to who Gabrielle Vanthorpe was. 
He knew she was some favourite of liis wife’s, hut he was not 
clear as to the difference, if any, between her and Miss Elvin ; 
and when liis wife, seeking for his advice as a practical man, had 
made that clear to him, he got it into his head that Professor 
Elvin, whom he had seen once or twice, was Fielding; and he be* 
wildered Lady Honeybell by telling her that he really did net 
think that man could be a gentleman. 

Four persons, besides Gabrielle, resolutely declined to believe 
Paulina’s story. These were Sir Wilberforce Fielding, Major 
Leven, Mr. Lefussis, and Janet. Sir Wilberforce turned a deaf 
ear to the whole affair. Ho never could be got to say more than 
* My brother Clarkson ? Why, of course, he is my brother 
Clarkson. Stuff and nonsense 1 stuff and nonsense ! ’ Major 
Leven merely repeated that he knew Clarkson the first moment 
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he saw. him to be old Sir j acob Fielding’s son. Lefussis declared 
’that Mr. Clarkson Fielding was a gentleman, and a man of 
honour, 4 and my esteemed friend/ and that he would .take his 
word against the oaths of all the painted ladies the Haymarket 
or other place could turn out. In the mean time, he made it a 
point to leave his card on Fielding about twice a day, in token 
« “ undiminished confidence and regard. 

, But there was not much in the instinctive conviction of Mr. 
^efussis to satisfy sceptics; and on the whole the testimony of 
Sir Wilberforce made rather for Paulina’s story than against it. 
tor Sir Wilberforce had often said that he should never have 
known Clarkson Fielding for his brother; and this very fact 
helped to make Major Lcven’s testimony of little value. How 
could Major Leven, it was pertinently asked, have seen so striking 
a likeness to old Sir Jacob Fielding where Sir Jacob’s eldest son 
could see none 1 This criticism told very effectively with many 
persons. It had in reality about as much value in it as the ar- 
gument that it is impossible John can read the figures on tho 
btocplcclock with liis naked eye, when James has to put on 
spectacles to make them out. It may have chanced to somo 
of the readers of this story to revisit after many years of absence 
some place familiar to their youth. Such persons will, perhaps, 
have observed, as this writer has liad*occasion to do, that among 
the old acquaintances whom one rejoins there are two sets of 
what may he called extremists in tho matter of recognition. 
There are those who know you at tho first glanco and positively 
affirm that they cannot see the slightest change in you ; and" 
there are those who declare that they should nover have known 
yon again, and that they cannot even now trace the slightest re-^ 
semblance in your features and manner to the friend whom they 
knew so well long ago. The writer is personally acquainted 
with two distinct cases in which the identity of a brother was 
doubted by those who were nearest of kin to him, and ought to 
1 have known him he^t, while mere friends recognised him at once, 
and wondered that there could be any doubt about the matter. 

Tho sceptics in' the case of Clarkson Fielding knocked all 
argument down by reminding people triumphantly that Sir Wil- 
l>erforce never recognised the man who called him brother, and 
simply took him on trust. 4 You know what sort of man Sir 
Wilberforce is/ somo sagacious pei'sons said. 4 His mind is all 
taken up with drain-pipes and plans of ventilation. If you or 
* 1 went boldly up to him and claimed to be his brother, he would 
have said, 4 Dare say yoU are. How are you ? Hope you am 
well/ Some ladies added that ‘the young man was presented 
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to Sir Wilberforce by that pretty Mrs. Vanthorpe, and Sir Wil- 
berforce was awfully in love with her. He would have taken the 
Claimant for his brother, if Mrs. Vanthorpe had only asked 
him. 1 

Janet, indeed, might have given some evidence that would 
have borne more directly on the question. She could have told 
how she had seen Paulina and her husband making up the case , 
against Fielding time after time, and that she had noticed how I 
adroitly Paulina modified her statement, improved, rounded it, \ 
and reduced it to symmetry and harmony in accordance with the 
slightest suggested hints or questions of Robert Charlton. But 
Janet could hardly be called upon to give testimony even in 
private bearing thus distinctly, if not directly, against her own 
husband ; and in any case not many persons would have relied 
upon her judgment or her powers of observation ; and many 
would assuredly have said that she was now furious against her 
husband, and glad to say anything to liis discredit. 

On the whole, then, tho case stood thus as it was presented to 
the outer world. Only one person professed to have recognised 
tho man calling himself Clarkson Fielding as the son of old 
Sir Jacob Fielding. Sir Wilberforce did not recognise him. 
Gabrielle Vanthorpe was convinced, when she saw him first-, 
that he was not Clarkson Fielding, but Philip Vanthorpe. She 
had sent for him to come to her house under the full conviction 
that ho was the brother of her dead husband. Every act done 
by him since his coming to London was move consistent with the 
assumption that he was Philip Vanthorpe than that he was 
Clarkson Fielding. He had always carefully kept away from Sir 
Wilberforce Fielding until Gabrielle undertook to bring them 
together, and insisted on doing so. Then, with her to stand his 
sponsor on the first introduction, he had ventured to go. II o 
had come between Sir Wilberforce and his intended marriage ; 1 
for of course, as the knowing people said, it would never suit 
him to have the owner of the property married. He had been 
known by various names in various parts of the world ; but /i 
they were names that would rather have served as a r™ns of ) 
identification than a means, of disguise to Clarkson Fielding. *’■ 
He had been known as Mr. Clarkson ; he had been known as Mr. 
Selbridge. But Clarkson was the Christian name of the younger 
Fielding ; Selbridge was his mother’s name. What young man 
endeavouring to conceal his identity for any purpose would have 
taken these names 1 But they would have served the purpose 
of Philip Vanthorpe admirably ; and Philip Vanthorpe had con- 
fessedly boon a close friend of Clarkson Fielding. Again, it 
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was certain, that Clarkson Fielding had quarrelled with his father 
. in the first instance, because Sir Jacob had imposed tho name of 
Clarkson on him. Was it likely that he would make the name 
more conspicuously than ever his own ? 

The balance of opinion, therefore, loaned heavily against 
Clarkson Fielding and in favour of Paulina's story. Paulina, 
too, had the great advantage of telling it for the most part in 
her own way. She did not say much about the hostility Fieldi ng 
had always displayed towards hor, and the manner in which he 
had endeavoured to rescue Gabriel le from any companionship 
with her. When she had to touch on all this part of tho case, 
she explained it her own way, after a fashion we have already 
described, and -which, indeed, had been suggested by one or two 
questions from Charlton. 

Gabrielle, of course, never spoke on the subject to any but 
her most intimate friends, who were very few. One of these was 
Lady Honeybell. 

4 I think, Lady Honeybell, I had better go back to my own 
house while all this is going on ; it is my own house still.' 

4 Why should you do that, my dear young woman 1 You are 
better here, I think. It would never do for you to be living 
alone in that way while all this, as you say, is going on. No, no ; 
I liavo got you here, and here for the present I mean to keep you. 
I’ll do what your mother would do* if you had one.' 

4 But I am afraid 1 bring annoyance on you and disturb you ; 
and then, Lady Honeybell, I am sometimes not quite sure that 
you are entirely with me in this.* 

4 Entirely with you in what ? * 

1 Well, of courso I can't blaine you; I can't wonder; you 
don’t know him as I do ; you can’t feel to him as I do ' 

4 Eh, surely no,' Lady Honeybell gravely admitted. 

‘And I am sometimes afraid that you join with the people 
who think I am unwise and doing wrong, and who don't believe 
in him as I do — as 1 do.' 

4 My dear,' Lady Honeybpll answered sooth ip gly, 4 1 should 
„ ^iixious to believe everything you believed and to like every- 
one you liked, especially at a time like this. But it is quite 
enough for me in this case that Sir Wilberforce Fielding believes 
in this young man, and that Mu jar Levon is positive on the sub- 
ject. I put you out of the question — your opinions, I mean ; 
you are not in a condition to judge. But I am satisfied with the 
declarations of these men ; I don’t think the word of that woman 
counts for anything. But still I think you arc bound in duty 
to yourself to be very careful how you act ; and you arc not at all 
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the woman to be cautious in anything. That is why I am glad I 
have you safely here. We must have no marryings and no en-. 
gagements while this thing is unsettled.’ 

* If he thought I had any doubt of him——* Gabrielle began, 
with tears in her eyes. 

* But, my dear young woman, goodness gracious ! hpw could 
he posvsibly think you had any doubt of him 1 Why, you go on 
to him as though you thought ten thousand times more of him 
than ever.’ 

4 So I do, Lady Honeybell, 1 ’^Gabrielle said warmly. 

Gabrielle sickened at the whole scandal. She was made miser- 
able by the thought of her lover being called on to prove any- 
thing to anybody. It was enough for her that he said 4 This is 
so ; * she would have had it enough for all the world besides. At 
least, she would have wished that he and she could act with ab- 
solute indifference to the opinion of the rest of the world. What 
did it matter to them, sho often thought, if a wicked woman 
chose to invent monstrous lies ? . She was hardly patient with 
Major Leven, for all his kindness, when he came to implore her 
to have the whole scandal disposed of at once for all before she 
entered into any engagement with Fielding. She was almost in- 
clined to complain of Fielding himself, because he was evidently 
determined to act as Major Leven advised her to act, and have 
the whole thing disposed of before he allowed Gabrielle to stand 
too far committed to him in the eyes of the world. Fielding did 
not very often come to see her these days. They were very 
melancholy days to Gabrielle. The sweet sanctity of their lovo 
seemed to h®r to have been cruelly profaned by all this vulgar, 
hideous controversy, this prospect of fending and proving. 
These days we now speak joi were very few. At an ordinary 
time they would have passed so unnoticed away that before long 
Gabrielle would have ceased to have any idea of their number. 
But now they seemed to make up a whole season of melancholy, 
impatience, anxiety, and pain. 

Gabrielle was distracted from ijhe thought of her own trouble 
when Mrs. Bramble came one day to tell her that Janet was 
with her ; that she had left her husband, and declared she would 
not go back to him. He had been very bad to her, Mrs. Bramble 
said ; although Janet had not explained to her exactly what it 
was all about. 

4 She hasn’t cared about him this long time,* Mis. Bramble 
went on to say. 4 1 knew it, though she wouldn’t let on even to 
me. I know he must have been, very bad to turn her so against 
him. She used to be fond of lum once; and she’s such 
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a good girl. I wish she had never seen him ; and so does she 
now! t , 

4 I'll go and see her/ Gabrielle said. 4 Perhaps shell tell me. * 
It seems a dreadful thing her leaving her husband in that way ; 
but I know it can’t be Janet’s fault. 1*11 go to her at once.* 

But Mrs. Bramble explained that Janet would not see any- 
one just yet ; that she had begged to be left quite alone for the 
present ; and had even said that she could not yet open her mind 
to Mrs. Yanthoipe. 4 And she loves you, ma’am, more than any- 
one else in the world — now.’ 

Gabrielle was not astonished to find that something had gone 
wrong between Janet and her husband. She thought with 
melancholy reflection of the days when first she used to go to see 
them, ana of the schemes she had for making them happy. 
How many dream-blossoms had she nourished; how few had 
ripened ! 

Her heart leaped up with joy one evening when her lover 
came to see her. He came so seldom now ! He was so careful 
on her account ! He kept away almost as if he had some fever 
in his veins that his mere presence might impart to her. And 
slie — why, if there were such a fever, she would have liked to 
share it; at least, she would have welcomed the risk rather 
than lose an hour of his presence.* ‘I should never do to be 
a man,* Gabrielle thought : 4 1 never could be so prudent and 
considerate even for one I loved.’ 

4 Gabrielle.’ Fielding said, 1 we begin to see our way at last. 
We can only moot this thing in one way. Major Lcven and I 
arc going out to New Orleans at once. We shall, follow the 
track of poor Philip Vanthorpe, and get among those who knew 
him and knew me; and then we’ll come back and crush this 
ridiculous story at once. Just now we can’t do anything. This 
unfortunate woman hasn’t put herself directly in the way of a 
prosecution yet; and even if she did, we haven’t the means of 
putting her story completely down. The whole thingis only 
a farce; but for our own sakes -we must allow it to have for the 
time the proportions of a melodrama-.' He said some words of 
encouragement anti love to her; told her how the time would be 
short until he came back again ; put on a cheery face, and de- 
clared that he knew she had courage for anything. 

Even he was for a moment surprised to see how her eyes lighted 
and her cheeks got colour. In place of looking depressed, she 
had become all radiant. She felt as if a burden of stone were 
1 aised off her heart. For she too saw her way now. She had 
formed a resolution, and she was happy. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

* WE WILL HAVE NO MORE MARRIAGES.* 

Cabrielle was in such good spirits that she was even inclined to 
trifle a little with her lover’s evident perplexity. 

‘Did you ever read any of Plutarch V she asked him sud- 
denly. 

He was amazed ; but he was equal to the occasion, and 
answered with perfect gravity : 

‘Yes, I read a good deal of Plutarch, long ago. Generals 
and great soldiers of all kinds usually carry copies of Plutarch 
about with them in tlieir campaigning; so their biographers 
always toll us. They are the kind of generals who always sleep 
on little iron bedsteads at home, no matter what splendour may 
be all around them. I always associate Plutarch with great 
generals and iron bedsteads.’ 

‘ I found an old translation of Plutarch at home long ago, 
and I used to be very fond of reading it. I used to like the life 
of Alexander very much. Didn’t you like the life of Alexander V 

‘Immensely; and also that of Numa Pompilius ; to say 
nothing of Martinus Seriblerus, and Thomas Diafoirus.* 

‘No these are not in Plutarch. But do you remember 
about Alexander and his friend the physician ? * 

‘ I do remember it. But just now I had rather you spoke 
to ine as if I didn’t.’ He know she had some serious meaning, 
and he was anxious to get at it as soon as possible. 

‘ Well, Alexander was sick, and he had a friend a physician, 
whom he loved and trusted. I am like Alexander in that ; I 
have a friend whom I love and trust ■ — * 

She stopped. 

1 Tell me the rest,’ Clarkson said. 

‘ Yes ; the physician was to cure him with some draught, 
and just then Alexander got a secret message warning him that 
the friend was false and meant to poison him. He read the 
letter, and he showed it to no one. The physician came with the 
draught. Alexander looked into his eyes and drank all that 
was in Jhe cup ; and then he showed the letter.* 

She stopped again. 

‘Yes, Gabrielle?’ 

‘ Oh, don’t you seel* she asked impatiently. ‘ Where would 
have been the proof of his faith in bis friend if be had shown 
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him the letter and questioned him before he swallowed the 
draught? Very well, you must let me be Alexander now/ 

She held out her hand to him and he pressed it to his lips. 
He began to understand her little classical allegoiy. 

1 Go to Hew Orleans, my friend/ she said, find out all you can 
and all you like; prove anything you will for the satisfaction of the 
world and yourself, if you care about it; but you shall not prove 
anything for me. Ho one ever shall say that I waited for any evi- 
dence. * You must make me yoilr wife before you go, or I will never 
bo your wife at all. Hotbing on earth shall make me change from 
this resolution. If you refuse this proof of my confidence in you, 
you refuse me/ 

What could Fielding do? Was it likely he would refuse 
this proof of her confidence, or endeavour to reason her into 
caution ? It gave him a feeling of joy and of pride such as he 
had scarcely had even when first ho knew that she loved him. 
The more likely it was that all her friends and their little world 
would think her rash, the more he loved her for her trust, and 
the more he felt that he must for ever be worthy of it. He 
pledged himself to her in one or two simple words that he 
would never take one step or travel one mile to prove Paulina’s 
story false until he had made her his wife, who would most of 
all human beings become a victim if that so-called story were 
to prove true. He left her that evening happy, proud, and 
humbled. lie was deeply humbled in all his joy and his pride 
because he could not see how he could ever make himself truly 
worthy of her. A certain sensation of fear, utterly unknown 
before to his easy, careless nature, began to take possession of 
him. Suppose he were to die and leave her — what grief that 
would be to her ! Suppose by some strange concurrence of evil 
fates be found himself unable to establish his own identity to 
the satisfaction of all the world? He had read of such things. 
The controversy about Sebastian of Portugal, dear to our grand - 
, mothers who read romances, has never been settled. Suppose 
I falsehood and wickedness were for once to win the day against 
him and against Gabrielle, and people were to believe that lie 
had wronged beyond measure of words that most generous and 
trusting woman? Suppose that while he was away in Hew 
Orleans, Gabrielle were to die ? He tortured himself with vain 
irrepressible doubts and fears. It is thus with the purest hap- 
piness man can have. Like the miser’s money, the despot’s ill- 
1 gotten power, it brings its torturing anxieties with it. We 
have got it — can we keep it ? Is it to be stolen from us — torn from 
us? Are there not threats and dangers here, there, all around ? 



3*6 DONNA QU/XOTD. 

Strangely, perhaps, such doubts just now hardly intruded 
themselves on Gabrielle at all. She had become a different 
woman since she had made her compact with her lover. She 
had for some days been looking depressed and spiritless; quite 
unlike her old self. Now she was all brightness and high spirits 
again. She feared nothing; distrusted nothing; was satisfied 
that all would come well with her and her lover. Lady 
Honeybell was surprised and delighted at the change. The 
gladness of the young woman touched hor. There was*a good 
deal of the sentimental still left in Lady Honey bell’s nature, 
amid much shrewd sense and perhaps a little tendency to 
ilightiness in patronage and favouritism. She found her house 
made more happy while Gabrielle was there. She was delighted 
to see Gabrielle in good spirits again ; and she set the change 
down to the fact that Major Leven had frankly taken up 
Fielding’s cause and was about to go with him to New Oi leans 
to find out the evidences of its truth. She had no idea of 
Gabrielle’s resolve, and would have been much alarmed if sho 
had known of it. Her sentiment would never have carried her 
the length of giving encouragement to the marriage of any 
woman on such trust as that which seemed to Gabrielle only 
the rightful tribute to one who really loved a man. Nor would 
Gabrielle be satisfied with any secret marriage. It was not 
enough for her that she believed in Fielding and was willing to 
stake all on her belief. She must have her friends as well to 
see that she had such implicit faith. Nor would Fielding for 
his part have consented to any secresy. He was content to 
wait, while it was not certain that Gabrielle was willing to give 
so signal a proof of her faith in him ; but now since she had 
declared her resolution he felt that it would be unjust to her to 
allow of any secresy about their marriage. The more he thought 
over it, the more he felt convinced that in no way could the 
growing scandal be more bravely and wisely met than by his 
o]>en public marriage with Gabrielle. 

Gabrielle felt proud and happy. If anything could have 
been needed to complete the happiness of her love, it was an 
opportunity of proving her confidence in her lover; and now 
even this had come. When Lady Honeybell and almost every- 
one else at first opposed the idea, and urged her even for tho 
more form’s sake to wait until her . lover’s identity had been 
fully established and his character cleared, she was glad that 
they did so, because their remonstrances made the firmness of 
her purpose more apparent. Nothing on earth, she declared, 
should induce her to wait for any proof or evidence. Who 
proven, doubts, she declared in triumph. She was so happy 
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then that she instantly fell to tliinking she was bound to earn 
1 her own happiness by forthwith doing or trying to do something 
to make others happy. Her thoughts turned to poor Janet 
Charlton, living her lonely miserable life apart from her husband. 
Gabriel lo made up her mind that she would do her best to bring 
that pair together again. She was sure Robert Charlton must 
be the one in the wrong. But she was sure too that ho had 
some principle of good in him, and she resolved to seek it out 
and make her appeal to it. 'She would send for him; he must 
^come to her ; she would meet him with confidence, and address 
lierself to liis spirit of self-respect and of manhood; she would 
find out wliat had happened between Janet and him; and it 
should go hard if she did not restore them to each other. This 
should be her apology to the powers above for being happy and 
for delighting in her happiness. 

One day Gabrieli e had a visit from Claudia Lemuel. It was 
long since she had seen the little pessimist; and she was glad to 
see her now. Claudia came out of pure good-nature, for she 
laid long given up all hopes of Cabrielle as a supporter of any 
great cause for the advancement of the human race through the 
remodelling of the social and political laws which deprive 
woman of her just ascendancy. Nothing could have better 
proved the ingrained liberality of thought which lived beneath 
all Claudia's little pedantries than her friendship for Gabriel le, 
because she could seldom help regarding as a sort of traitress to 
her sex any woman who openly professed, as Gabrielle did, a 
great esteem and regard for the creature called man, and was 
willing to acknowledge in a certain sense his title to supremacy. 
Curiously enough, Gabrielle had never had an opportunity of 
doing the smallest kindness for Claudia, who nevertheless liked 
her greatly; and she had heaped kindness on Miss Elvin, who 
detested her. 

Claudia had heard some rumour about Gabrielle wliich not 
a little troubled her. She had some other trouble on her mind 
u. same sort as w'ell. Gabrielle saw from the fir^t moment 
of their meeting tkpt something was pressing down the spirit of 
her friend. The cause of pessimism she supposed was going 
wrong somehow ; or perhaps Mrs. Lemuel had not been lately 
heard of, and w T as to be explored for in Africa like another 
Livingstone. 

4 And you are going to be married ? ’ Claudia said in tones of 
deep compassion. 

t 4 Yes, Claudia I am going to be married. Won't you 
congratulate me ? * 

) ‘I should like you to be happy/ Claudia said meditatively. 



31 s DONNA QUIXOTE. 

1 1 am Sure you will Mi eve I am sincere in that. But I don't 
know that I ought to congratulate you. That would seem 
wanting in principle on my part, would it not 1 * 

‘ Why wanting in principle, Claudia ? ' 

‘ Well, it is forfeiting a woman's independence to get married. 

I can't approve of that. I think women would have so much a 
nobler destiny if they were independent.' 

‘ I have tried independence, Claudia, and I don't know that 
anything very noble came of it.' 

‘ But there might have been — oh, surely yes, there might 
have been, if you had but understood your own capabilities in 
life and exerted them. Pray, Mrs. Vantborpe, don't think it 
rude of me if I talk in this way. It is only because I think 
you liave so much capacity for doing good and great things, if 
you would only try. I don't mind frivolous women getting 
married ; but the really earnest and capable — they ought to 
keep their independence and their opportunities of doing good. 
And I suppose you will even change your namo? ' 

‘Indeed yes, Claudia — if you mean that I will take his 
name.' 

‘ Well, now, that I do think is a pity,' Claudia said with 
great earnestness. ‘ On that point I may argue, may I not ? ' 

‘ Oh yes, Claudia, by all means. But I am afraid you will 
find me very wrong-headed and hard to convince. Why should 
I not take my husband’s name 1 What harm is there in that ? 9 

* It is an acknowledgment of a woman's complete absorption 
in a man, as if she were never to have any being or any rights 
separate from him. It is such a confession of inferiority. 
Why should he not take your name?' 

* I really don't know,* Gabrielle said. ‘ Because it isn't the 

custom, 1 suppose. I believe there are places where the 
men do take their wives, names, to distinguish them from other 
men. I don't see how it matters either way.' ^ 

‘ Oh yes, Mrs. Vanthorpe, surely yes. For one thing, it is 
confession of inferiority ; or rather I should. say a profession oj . 
inferiority ; for I don’t admit that we are inferior, or can trulw 
confess ourselves to be such. And then it is an untruth. 
Your name is not his name. The name you got on coming 
into the world is your name. To assume any other name is to 
sanction a departure from the truth ; it is to give one another 
encouragement to the falsehoods of our human system. Why, 
why will women consent to marry ! 9 ’ 

Claudia was so bitter against matrimony that Gabrielle 
could not help fancying there must be some special reason 
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just then for her bitterness. Could it be that she was only 
soured in the vulgar way because no one had yet asked her to 
marry him ? Gabrielle thought better of the girl, somehow, 
than that. In order to turn the talk away from this painful 
subject, she asked Claudia when she had heard from her mother. 
Claudia winced, and almost shuddered. 

4 1 heard from her yesterday,* she said. 1 Oh, it is really 
too dreadful ! I am ashamed of women.* 

Gabrielle’s surprised eyes asked for some explanation of this 
outburst. 

‘ Mamma writes to me from Zanzibar,* Claudia said ; 6 she 
1 tells me she has got married ! to an American traveller 1 at her 
time of life ! And when she might have made good use of 
woman’s independence ! 1 feel it so deeply. Sim says she only 

knew him a fortnight. Slie met him somewhere in her travels 
through Africa ; and now they are married ; and they are 
bringing out a book of travels together. She has taken his 
name. She calls herself Mrs. Ful lager. He is a Dr. Fullager. 
The book is to be by Dr. and Mrs. Fullager.* 

* Gabrielle was not surprised so much now at poor Claudia’s 
invectives against matrimony. 

I * Well, Claudia,’ she said, trying to make the best of it , 6 1 
suppose your mother understands what she needs for her own 
happiness better than anyone could know for her. It is not 
much of a loss to you; I mean, she was not much with you.’ 

I 4 No, our ways were very much apart ; it isn’t that I feel so 
much about. It is the giving up of a principle. Why must 
1 there be nothing but marrying 1 There was a friend of mine — 
a man — oh, such a valued and useful friend, so full of principle 
knd high purpose ; such a noble creature ; we all so respected 
Ijiim. I mean, we women who think deeply on our position 
*and our future. He went with us in everything. And now 
vwliat does he do 1 He wants to get married ! Nothing will 
Ido for him but to talk of getting married.* 

I Another grievance, Gabrielle thought. Perhaps in her heart 
|)oor Claudia felt too Warmly towards this model man ; and now 
*10 proposes to another ! No wonder the poor little maid is rather 
sore on the subject of marriage. 

i I suppose it is the common weakness of humanity, Claudia. 
You must forgive us all. And this misguided friend of yours — 
is he married ? ’ 

4 Oh, no,* Claudia said indignantly, and with a slight flush 
on her cheek ; * he is not indeed. * 

4 Was he refused — or was he reasoned out of his folly I * 
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‘He was refused; he was refused in the most decisive 
manner. He will not attempt such a thing again, I venture to 
think* 1 

* Poor fellow! I am quite sorry for him. Who was the 
girl Hs it a secret % 1 

* I was the girl/ said Claudia. * I told him what 1 thought 
of his offer. I was in no mood for such things just then — he 
came to me the very moment after I had received mamma’s 
letter announcing her marriage.' 

‘That was an unlucky moment indeed,' said Gabrielle, 
hardly able to repress a smile. * But if I knew him, Claudia, I 
think I should advise him not wholly to despair. I think I * 
should recommend him to approach you at some other time, when - 
the effect of your mamma’s announcement is not quite so strong 
on your mind. You speak so highly of him, that I am sure he 
must be worthy of you and would make you a good husband.' 

‘I always thought highly of him until that moment/ 
Claudia admitted. * I thought he had too earnest a soul for 
such weakness as that. I told him so.’ 

4 Ah, well, I don’t think, somehow, he can feel quite 
despondent,' Gabrielle arid. ‘ If I should ever come to know 
him, I shall tell him what I think ho ought to do, Claudia.' 4 

Gabrielle felt reassured as to the future of poor Claudia. Itl 
did seem hard on the child at first that her mother should have l 
married again at such a time of life and left her. But Claudia’s ’ 
subsequent revelation made things look brighter. Tbfll noble 
young man with the earnest bouI will ask again, Gabrielle 
thought; and Claudia will prove an adoring wife one of theso 
days ; and her sisters in the cause will mourn over her fall. 1 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

TAULIXA PUTS llEIt FOOT IN IT. 

An ominous calmness prevailed for some days in Gabrielle’s 1 
little world. Nothing was going on, to all appearance, as regarded 
Paulina and her plot. It "was ceasing to be talked about among 
the people Gabrielle knew. Some had only heard of it in a 
vague way, and began now to think there was no truth in the 
story of any such accusation having been made by the odd woman ■ 
who spoke at public meetings. Clarkson Fielding was seen 
with Sir Wilberforce almost every day. They rode in the park 
together, and often paid visits to Lady HoneybelL Sir Wii- 
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herforce was very happy. One of the reasons, it will be re* 
‘mem bored, why he had long hesitated about asking Gabrielle to 
marry him was that he feaied if she should refuse him he would 
have to be shut out of her society for a long time, and he liked 
her so much that this would have been a very severe privation 
to him. Now, however, things had so turned out that he could 
see her as often as he liked. She was to be his brother’s wife ; 
his sister-in-law. They would always be the closest friends. 
Sir Wilberforce came gradually to the sound conclusion that this 
was really better for him than marrying her. He called her 
‘ Gabrielle ’ already ; she called him e Wilberforce.* He knew 
she liked him very much ; she always told liim so. He had, 
indeed, behaved with the most simple chivalry in the whole 
affair. He never felt the slightest doubt as to the falsehood of 
Paulina's story, and he entered at once into the meaning of 
Gabriel] e’s resolve to be married before any step was taken to 
prove it false. 

i Quite right, quite right, Gabrielle ; just the proper thing to 
do ; she always knows best, Clarkson. It would never do for 
you and me, Gabrielle, to have it said that we wanted Clarkson 
to prove anything to satisfy us. No, no; never do.* We’ll 
have the marriage first ; and then we’ll go to work about the 
proofs and all that. Gad, I only hope that beastly woman won’t 
bolt- in the meanwhile. Shouldn't wonder if she did, you 
know. She'll want to escape punishment ; but we must have 
her punished.' 

Gabrielle in her heart wished Paulina would escape ; would 
take herself off somehow. She shrank from the idea of inflict- 
ing criminal punishment on any woman, however had ; and as 
long as Clarkson and she were happy and Sir Wilberforce was 
content with them, she cared nothing for what anyone might 
say. 

Therefore a curious quiet set in. It was useless to think o^. 
taking any proceedings against Paulina without the most dis 
tmet evidence of the falsehood of her story. Until this ha< ■ 
been got, the less said or done the better. Up to the present, 
Paulina had done little more than write letters to various 
persons declaring that she was the wife of the man who now 
called himself Clarkson Fielding. Some of the persons thuL 
addressed began after a while to regard her as a mad-woman. 
They knew that Clarkson Fielding visited Gabrielle openly 
every day at Lady Honeybell's. That was enough for them. 

Clarkson still paid his lonely visits to Gabrielle's house in 
the park. It was still unsettled as to the purpose to which 

T 
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Albert Vantliorpe’s money was to be devoted. Mrs. Leven, 
when addressed upon the subject, had resolutely declined to* 
have anything to do with it, or even to offer any suggestion 
about it. She intimated through her husband that she would 
receive any or all the memorials of her- dead son that Gabrielle 
might be willing to part with, and could no longer have any 
interest in ; but she would do no more than that. She declined 
to see Clarkson Fielding, or to offer any opinion as to whether 
he was or was not her eldest son. When her husband told her 
that she would probably have to give evidence in a court of 
law on tho question, she calmly answered that she would wait 
until she was compelled to do so. The trip to the Pyrenees 
had to be put off indefinitely. Major Leven was making pre- 
parations to accompany Fielding to New Orleans. He had 
been seeing a good deal of Fielding lately, and had come to 
admire him very thoroughly. Ho, too, had been won over to 
the scheme of the immediate marriage. So for a few days 
things went very quietly on with Gabrielle and with her lover. 
Miss Elvin was extremely disappointed. She had been in full 
expectation of a splendid scandal; and now it began almost to 
seem us if nothing were going to happen. She was afraid 
Paulina had disappeared altogether. 

Paulina, however, had no notion of disappearing. She was 
impatient for an opportunity of asserting herself. It was time 
that she made some new stroke for notoriety. The public 
whom she had cliarmed for a time — the peculiar part of the 
public, that is to say, which is always on the look-out for any- 
one with a grievance — was beginning to grow tired of her. 
Some were not only tired but scandalised. She had been taken 
up in the first instance a good deal by a certain advanced and 
sentimental section of the advocates of woman’s rights. It was 
the creed of most of these ladies that in every dispute which 
could by any possibility arise between man and woman, the 
tan must be in the wrong. A woman in any case ought to 
5 bo assumed to be in the right, With such ladies, therefore, 
^Paulina Vauthorpe was at first a sort of heroine. But, to do 
Hhem justice, they were a ll women of thorough integrity and 
tpurity. They were well-bred women, for the most part— ladies 
r in the true sense of the word. They soon became a little 
astonished at Paulina’s manners. This, however, would not 
have greatly affected her in their estimation ; for who shall say 
that a woman is to be abandoned to injustice, and flung down 
a defenceless victim at the feet of man, merely because she 
breathes her aspirates occasionally in the wrong place, and uses 
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her handkerchief a little too noisily ? But after a while some 
of her patronesses began to entertain grave doubts about the * 
whiteness of Baulina’s soul. Even her lies did not always 
seem oxactly white. The sentimental advocates Of women's 
rights began to shrink away from her. Furthermore, the wiser 
among them were well aware of the harm done to their cause 
by the exhibition of eccentric figures as its representatives. 
Most of them, therefore, drew away from Paulina; and she 
seemed likely to have to fall back on that class of admirers 
who can always be interested in a woman 's-rights advocate if 
she wears trousers, or who take up the representative of a 
grievance only after several courts of law have declared that he 
or she has no grievance at all, and that the only just fault to 
be found with society is that it has not long before consigned 
him or her to prison or madhouse. 

Therefore, even if she had no other motive to spur the sides 
of her intent, Paulina would have been moved to seek some 
new way of creating a sensation by the evident decay of her 
hold over what she grandiloquently called the public opinion of 
the English people. She saw that something new must be 
attempted, and she had cleverness enough to know that if once 
she made herself the heroine of some astonishing story, some 
people would be found to believe her statement, even though 
arithmetical and mathematical evidence had given it the lie. 
Paulina loved notoriety almost as much as she loved revenge, 
and i fizz,' and fine clothes. Her energetic soul was happy only 
when she was doing something — ‘kicking up a row / as she 
called it. Therefore she looked forward with genuine delight 
to the prospect of the great struggle in which she was about to 
engage, and the stupendous scandal of which she was to he the 
heroine. 

She was not allowed, however, to remain an occupant of 
Fielding's rooms in Bolingbroke Place. A cool solicitor, em- 
ployed at Major Leven's suggestion, came to the care-taker of 
the house, formally announced the expiration of Field/ 
tenancy, paid duly up for the proper time of notice, and 
warning that Mr. Fielding had nothing whatever to do 
the person who claimed to be his wife, and whom he v 
probably have occasion to proceed against in a court of 
Paulina, therefore, had to go, or to be expelled by the 
hands of the police. Her own idea at first was in favd 
the dramatic ©fleet of the injured wife dragged from the hearth 
that ought to he liers, by the violent hands of the minions of 
the law. But the few advanced ladies who still held by her 
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discouraged this idea altogether, and Robert Charlton, being 
appealed to, expressed utter disgust at the bare suggestion of it. 
Paulina therefore withdrew, rather reluctantly, ana not without 
many doubts that a grand effect had been missed. Sho con- 
soled herself by writing, or having written for her, a letter to 
the United States Minister in linden, in which she repre- 
sented herself as a lady from New Orleans who had been 
trapped into marriage with a British aristocrat, and was now 
made a victim by British law because of the machinations of 
her husband's powerful relatives. The United States Minister 
proved unworthy of his high place. He l>egan by drily re- 
questing through some underling the evidences of Paulina's 
nationality. These were not quite satisfactory, and when 
Paulina undertook to supplement them he wrote again, still 
through the underling, to say that it would not be necessary to 
trouble her, inasmuch as in any case the United States did not 
Claim the right to compel London lodging-house keepers to let 
their apartments to American ladies. 

Paulina's committee — she had a committee already organised 
all to her own grievance — comprised one brave American lady, 
who was a professor of spiritualism, and a contributor to one 
of the leading journals of the city of New Padua in the United 
States — a city of which some readers may possibly remember 
to have heard before. This lady wrote a series of letters for 
that journal, in which she denounced the United States Minister 
in London as a disgrace to his country, as a man who made 
himself the tool and sycophant of the British aristocracy, and 
who had done what was in him to further the ends of a base 
conspiracy of that aristocracy against a noble and much-injured 
New Orleans lady. Her descriptions of Paulina's personal 
appearance were such as only the adulation of lovers would 
have applied to Marie Antoinette or the beautiful Gunnings. 
Short passages from them appeared as paragraphs in the ‘ per- 
sonal ’ columns of most of the American papers, and led to tho 
impression in many Western States that Paulina Vanthorpe 
was the reigning beauty of Europe. 

Paulina took quiet lodgings not far from Bolingbroke Place. 
She was in constant consultation with Robert Charlton. He 
always came to see her; she did not go to see him, not caring 
to obtrude her presence any more on the place from w hich she 
had been harshly expelled. Robert Charlton preferred in any 
ca e that she should not come to his rooms. He did not want 
to he openly identified with her there. Besides, he did not 
wish her to know that his wife was no longer w r ith him. He 
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bold by Paulina still, because he blamed Fielding for every 
misfortune that had come on him, or that he had brought on 
himself, and it soothed his soul to bo a sharer in any effort to 
interfere with Fielding’s happiness. He felt sure that Gabrielle 
Vanthorpe must liate and despise him now ; and this thought 
made him desperate, made him long to do harm to somebody. 
He had visions of his wife being sheltered and made much of 
by Gabrielle, and of the two women denouncing and despising 
him. The unfortunate Charlton’s feelings towards Gabrielle 
were strangely mixed. She was the only woman he had ever 
seen before whom he could have fallen down in admiration. 
She was the only woman of that class who had ever treated 
him like a man and a brother. Therefore his head was turned 
by her ; and at the same time he hated her, because she was of 
a higher class than lie, and must, therefore, ho felt convinced, 
have looked down xipou him even while she was kind to him. 
Some of Fielding’s early chaff with Charlton about Gabrielle 
had genuine truth in it. He was a good deal of the * Caliban- 
Robespierro-Desmoulins ’ order, as Fielding called it. He 
would have found some satisfaction in adjusting to the guil- 
lotine the neck of the prettiest and sweetest woman, if he 
fancied she had despised him in her days of pride. The lower 
ho sank the more I10 felt sure Gabrielle must despise him, and 
the more intense grew his anger towards her. 

He was very poor. He got very little work to do now. 
He had been inattentive and idle bf late ; and an idea had gone 
abroad among his patrons, or those who once were his patrons, 
that he was given to drink — a very wrong idea, but which told 
heavily against him. His odd ways and strange aggressive 
speech gave strength to the impression. He owed for the rent 
of his rooms ; he did not know how to get the money, and the 
idea of being turned out, and of this coming to the ears of 
Janet and her people, who he presumed would exult over it, 
made him ready to encounter any degradation rather than that. 
80 he went down one step, more in meanness and borrowed 
money from Pauljna. Paulina, to be sure, offered the loan, for 
she saw his uneasiness and easily guessed at its cause, and 
volunteered a helping hand with the free way of a regular 
comrade. He had done her good service, sho said, and why 
shouldn’t she lend him money while she had it? 4 Poor 
devils ought to help each other/ was her pithy way of ex- 
pressing her sentiments. Charlton took the money, and hated 
her. 

lie made no effort to recover his wife, He knew where 



%i6 DONNA QUIXOTE . 

she had gone well enough ; at least, he had no doubt upon the' 
subject. It is one of the curious inconsistencies of human 
nature that the jealous should sometimes torment themselves 
and others with suspicions and accusations in which they have 
not really the slightest belief. Charlton knew that Janet was 
as true and loyal a wife as ever lived ; and yet a word about 
anyone offering her any attention made him furious even in 
his best days, and in later days not alone made him furious, 
but made him vent his wrath in taunts and reproaches directed 
against the poor little woman herself. His jealous anger had 
lately been still more intensified by the consciousness that he 
was unworthy of her, and that a woman of any feeling and spirit 
could not help despising him. He had gone down from meanness 
to meanness until now he recognised himself the depth of his 
descent, and did not believe that it could be recovered. So he 
allowed Janet to pass away out of his life, as every good pur- 
pose and manly hope had passed out of it. He did not think 
that they could ever live together again : and now he preferred 
not to see her or hear from her any more. Sometimes, when 
he had been wandering about the streets, and came home — if 
that wretched place could be called a home — he was almost 
afraid that Janet might have been stricken with pity for him 
and so have come back. 

Meanwhile, it puzzled and alarmed him not a little that he 
heard of no movement being made by Fielding. Paulina’s 
enemies appeared to be going on just as though she were not 
in existence. She had now written letters to everyone who 
could possibly be supposed to have the remotest interest in the 
case ; she had formed a committee to assist her in the redress 
of her wrongs; she had spread her story as widely as she 
could ; and 4 the other side/ as she called it, had not yet taken 
the slightest notice of her. Mrs. Leven had not even .acknow- 
ledged the receipt of her letters. To Charlton this appeared 
gravely ominous. Ho began to feel more and more convinced 
that 4 the other side ’ saw its way only clearly, and was 
simply biding its time to come do\vn on Paulina, and perhaps 
or*dmn too, with the heavy hand of the criminal law. Paulina, 
on the other hand, was what she would herself have called 
1 chirpy.* 

4 They daren’t meet me/ she declared. ‘ That marriage is 
off, you’ll find.’ 

Charlton made up his mind that he would, once for all, get 
to the truth or untruth of Paulina’s story. She had him in 
her power now ; and he determined that he would either have 
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her in his power or he would at least satisfy himself that he 
was right in taking up her cause. He thought long over a 
conclusive test by which to try her story. He paid her a hasty 
visit one day and found her alone. 

4 1 say, we must be doing something,’ he said. * I hear the 
other side’s preparing a move. We ought to strike the first 
blow, don’t you think ? ’ 

4 Soon as you like, old man ; only tell us the blow to strike. 
We’ve been letting them have it a good deal already, haven’t 
we?* 

4 Yes ; but I hear many things, you know,’ he said coolly ; 
4 my wife is staying with her a mt, Mrs. Bramble, in Mi's. Van- 
ihorpe’s house; and sho gets to know things.* This story lent 
him an opportunity of giving a plausible explanation of Janot’s 
absence, in case Paulina should hear of it. 

4 Oh, and tolls you all she hears ? I say, ain’t she a trump 
of a little woman ! J never thought she had the cleverness — 
and I didn’t think she’d have done it, anyhow ; she seemed so 
infatuated about one who shall bo nameless. Eh, Charlton? 
Don’t bo angry, my dear boy ; it’s as bad for me as it is for 
you, if there’s anytliing to be said about it at all. Well, get on. 
So we have a spy in the enemy’s camp ? Lord, how nice ! * 

4 Suppose they were going to get married, what would you 
do ? ’ Charlton asked. 

‘Present myself at the church, and stop the business/ 
Paulina answered promptly. 

‘Well, hut you know that your more word would not 
exactly do. It may carry conviction to my mind,* he said, with 
a sneer which he did not try to hide ; 4 but it might not to 
those who did not know you quite so well. You have some 
proofs at hand ? ’ 

4 Of course I have/ the undaunted Paulina answered without 
a moment’s hesitation. 

4 1 hear/ he went on in a low tone, 4 that they are very 
anxious about some letter thgit Clarkson Fielding once wrote to 
you and your husband. I fancy it was a farewell letter written 
to you when he was on the point of death, saying something 
about his brother and England, and all that sort of thing. I 
hear about it in this way. Our gentleman, your husband up 
yonder, I am told volunteers an explanation of this ; he fancies’, 
I believe, that you have it in your possession leacly to produce.* 

Paulina tossed her head knowingly as if sho meant to say, 
1 Just wait and you’ll see.’ She did not quite understand the 
drill of the matter yet, and therefore would not commit herself. 
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4 He tries to explain it now,* Charlton said. 

4 Oh, does he 1 I should just like to see him.' 

‘Yes, he says he only wrote it as a practical joke, and that 
he never had the faintest notion of dying. You see, he still 
insists that he is Clarkson Fielding, and not your husband. He 
says you are going to bring out this letter which he wrote as a 
mere joke, and oiler it as a regular death-bed farewell and a 
proof that the writer is really dead. He wants to be beforehand 
with his explanation.* 

4 Oh ! does he, though ? He won’t succeed, though. I see 
his dodge well enough.* 

4 Then it was really a death-bed farewell 1 * 

4 Why> of course it was. Poor Clarkson was dying, and he 
knew it, dear boy ; and he wrote to me.* 

4 To both of you, was it not 1 you and your husband 
together.* 

* Yes, yes ; didn*t I say so ? * 

4 You did, certainly. 1 suppose, when your husband gave 
it to you to keep, he had not much idea that he would ever 
have any occasion to pass himself off as Clarkson Fielding ] * 

4 Mot a bit of it. He only thought of that after, and when 
we were still in partnership.* 

4 If you had that letter,* Charlton said meditatively, 4 1 fancy 
it would be a great blow for them.* 

4 Of course I have it,* Paulina answered unhesitatingly. 
1 You don*t suppose I was going to allow a thing like that to 
go losing ? * 

4 Why, no,* Charlton said, 4 it is rather too important for 
that. I saw its importance first from the efforts he was making 
to explain it away in advance and make it out a practical joke. 
But I wonder you never told me before.* 

‘Man! do you think I can keep everything in my head] 
I have lots of proofs as good as that ; and I have that too.* 
‘That’s a capital thing for ns. And it was just such a 
letter as I say — taking a farewell of you both as his closest 
fiiends, and telling you he was on the point death ] ' 

4 Just that,* Paulina* coolly replied. ‘Every word of it is 
engraven on my memory. Poor Clarkson ! * 

4 Have you it with you here 1 * 

4 Well, no; not exactly here. But I have it all the same. 
I was reading it over the other day. Poor Clarkson ! He was 
a good chap.* 

4 IIow lucky that you kept it ! * Charlton said. 

1 Ain’t it, just ] ’ she answered, 
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€ If it were lost/ Charlton went on slowly, 4 1 suppose you 
could dictate it all over again to me V 

4 Every word/ the guileless Paulina proudly declared. 

4 1 don't see what harm there would be in restoring it— 
— writing it out again, from your dictation, with the proper 
dates and all that — always supposing that it should have been 
mislaid somewhere, and of course always supposing that you 
are perfectly certain there was such a letter and certain of all 
its contents. Are you perfectly certain about all that 1 * 

* Why, of course I am. Didn't I tell you again and again 
that I was? I know where .to put my hand upon it in a 
moment ; at least, I'm sure 1 do. But of course if I can't just 
find it, why then, it would be quite proper to supply its place 
as you say.* 

* All I want to be certain of/ Charlton said emphatically, 
4 is that there is such a letter \ and of course I am certain of 
that now. I suppose you have read it over often 1 ’ 

4 Hundreds of times— shed many a tear over it too.' 

4 1 dare say ; very natural. Well, it is a great score in your 
favour to have that letter. We might never have known how 
valuable it was only for his fears about it.' 

‘ His conscience l>etrayed him/ Paulina said grandly. 

Charlton knew it all now. He knew that he had to deal 
with an impostor of the coarsest kind. There was no such 
letter as that he talked of ; he had invented the whole story of 
it to try Paulina; and he saw how* she jumped at it with an 
eagerness which only the most audacious impostor would have 
shown. It was almost childish, the unthinking manner in 
which she allowed herself to be drawn into such an exposure of 
her falsehood. Charlton had had doubts before, amounting at 
moments to something like conviction; but he had not had 
actual conviction until now. He now saw himself entered as 
the confederate of a brazen-faced and vulgar impostor ; destined 
perhaps to share the punishment that would most certainly await 
her. To this he had sunk stpp by step. From the first mean 
action, even from the first indulgence of a mean motive or 
suspicion, the descent had been by a logical process of successive 
steps. As he went to his lonely lodging that night, he was 
thinking whether he could do anything better than commit 
suicide. To denounce Paulina and expose her would hardly 
now restore him to the good opinion of any decent creature. He 
regarded himself as lost l>eyond all depth. The very trick by 
•which ho had detected Paulina was in itself hardly worthy of a 
man. The truth, too, must be spoken : he fonred Paulina and 
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her possible revenge. He had a nervous dread of her much 
greater than he would have had of a man. His was a nervous 
and a feeble nature altogether | most or many of his offences 
came in the first instance from want of animal spirits and 
animal courage. Ho had more than once thought that it is easy 
for those to be virtuous who are brave. Many men and women 
might have acknowledged to themselves tho melancholy truth 
of the reflection. It is easy to speak the truth when one has 
the nerves that do not shrink from any little explosion that 
may follow. The moral descent often begins in the first shrink- 
ing from a slight trouble of this kind. Becky Sharp saw no 
difficulty in being virtuous on ten thousand a year. Many a 
broken-down and degraded mature would once have found it 
easy enough to be truthful and honest if ho could only have 
commanded his nerves and ordered his heart to be calm. 
Robert Charlton was afraid of the stalwart fury whom he had 
allowed to gain an ascendancy over him. He thought of expos- 
ing her and then committing suicide. He thought of throwing 
himself on tho generosity of Gabriello. llo thought of this 
again and again. But he feared that in Fielding he would find 
no mercy, and that Gabriello would spurn him. 

lie entered his miserable room. It looked wretchedly 
lonely. It was late and dark. A drizzling rain had been falling, 
and he was wot ; and there was no fire. He struck a match 
and lit his lamp. The place seemed even more choerless now. 
There was the seat wlieio poor Janet used to sit; poor Janet ! 
she was very fond of him once; and now she despised him. 
There, near to her, he used to sit and do his work in those early 
days — not, truly, so far away — when ho yet had mbition, and 
hoped to rise <o bo somothing of an artist, a real artist, not a 
mem handicraftsman, and when he boliined he could mako 
Janet happy and give her a home worthy of her, and when lie 
used to love to sec her let down her golden hair. He had treated 
her badly, he began now to feel, lie had made her miserable 
with mean jealousies ; and then }ie had taken to despising her 
and snubbing her because she was not clever, and educated, and 
a lady. Hhe would have stood by him in any povorty or trial, 
he was sure: and she would always liavo admired him and 
thought him a great man. Well, well, no nso thinking about 
all that now. 

His eyes wandering about the room tinned to the door with 
its little letter-box; and he saw that there was a letter in the 
box. He got up listlessly and took out the letter. He knew 
the handwriting well. It was that of Gabriello Vantboipe. 
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He found a few kindly lines from Gabrielle saying that he must 
excuse her if she intruded, but that she had been deeply pained 
to hear that Janet and he were not happy now, that she had set 
her heart on bringing them together, and begging that he would 
come and see her next day, not at Lady Honeybees, but at her 
own house. It was plain that she at least had no suspicion of 
the part he was playing as Paulina’s accomplice. She at least 
believed him worthy of something yet. The thought was too 
much for the unhappy creature ; he sat down and burst into 
tears. 

At that same moment Janet was gliding mournfully through 
the empty rooms of Gabrielle’s deserted house. The rooms 
looked ghostly in the misty atmosphere of the damp evening. 
Poor Janet came into the room where she had been with her 
husband on that memorable night when she thought things 
were to go so happily for him and for her, and when Gabrielle 
seemed like some heaven-commissioned angel sent to make their 
lives bright. She was thinking sadly of the change that had 
come over her husband of late, and of the hard bitter life she 
had lately had with him. How it all began she could not 
understand ; but she knew that she could bear it no longer. It 
was strange, she thought, that he had never tried to find her 
out. He might have guessed, he must have known, where she 
was ; she bad for days been in great personal fear that he would 
come to drag her back. Now that there seemed no ground for 
such a fear, she tormented herself with wondering why he had 
allowed her to pass thus quietly out of his life. Suddenly she 
heard a stop on the stairs outside, and she shrank into a comer 
in a kind of terror. A man came in. She was on the point of 
giving a little scream, why she could not have told, perhaps 
with some wild nervous idea that it might he Robert come in 
search of her. It was Mr. Fielding. He started at seeing her. 

* Janet ! ’ he said with surprise — * Mrs. Charlton 1 ’ 

1 You didn’t expect to see mo here, Mr. Fielding,’ she said in 
trembling tone. . 

‘ Well, I didn’t expect to see you, perhaps, in this room just 
now, but I think I had a sort of belief that you were somewhere 
sheltered in the house. I have heard something of what has 
happened. I am very, veiy sorry for it.’ 

He spoke so gravely and so kindly that the tears came 
rushing into Janet’s eyes. All his old easy familiarity of manner 
was changed into a quiet respectful way that her instincts 
enabled her to understand. Her sorrow, her loneliness, her un- 
protected condition gave her in his eyes a new title to respect. 
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4 Can nothing bo done 1 ’ he began ; 4 but no, I shan’t ask 
you anything about it, Mrs. Charlton ; I know that GabrieHfc 
hopes and believes she can do something, and she is better 
qualified than 1 or any man could be. Do you know tbst I 
come here every evening only for the purpose of sitting a little 
in this room because she used to sit there ; your aunt lets mo 
in ; she humours me, and is so kind.’ 

4 Oh, Mr. Fielding,* Janet exclaimed, ‘how I wish you joy, 
and her ! You were always so good to me. You ought to be 
happy ; she and you ! * 

Then she broke down and burned out of the room, and waff 
scolded by her aunt for having gone into it at such a time. 


CHAPTER XXXYI. 

1 AT ONE O'CLOCK TO-MORROW.’ 

Gabrielle returned for once to her old home. She had thought i 
it best for many reasons to see Robert Charlton tlioie. One 
reason was because she hoped to accomplish her end so com- 
pletely that she could bring Janet and her husband together in 
a moment. She hoped to see them go out of the house re- 
conciled, arm-in-arm ; ‘and then,' she thought, ‘it will be time 
to have done with the place ; it will have served a last good , 
purpose for me, and may well pass into other bands.' 

There was something oppressive to her good spirits in tlio 
atmosphere of the lonely house. As she passed fiorn this room 
into that, she felt as if she should not be surprised to see a ghost 
coweiing on each hearth. She went into the niemotial loom, 
and was ready to sigh over the vanity which would perpetuate 
a sentiment by means of a few symbols. She was glad that all 
the things there were to be sent to Mis, l^even, to whom alone 
they would now lightly belong. Then the house would be 
disposed of after a while, and Gabrielle would feel lieisolf fi\e 
thenceforward of all its unwelcome obligations and its mournful 
memories. She would be freo to think of it over alter only as 
the happy place whero she first learned that Claikson Fielding 
loved her, and wheie she acknowledged her love for him and to 
him. 

But she still thought it possible that she might persuade the 
Charltons to occupy the place for some time, until the scheme 
for Charlton’s becoming a West-end success should be in a fair 
it a y towards accomplishment. She had been greatly impressed 
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: by some words of Fielding's about Charlton, and men of liis 
r morbid nature. 1 Such men would be very good fellows in 
| prosperity ; it was the wind of adversity that drew out all the 
sour bad qualities in them. The snow resting on them brings 
out the flavour of some fruits, but it destroys that of others; 
and Charlton’s is a nature that can’t stand the frost. Warm 
him up in the sunshine of a little prosperity, and he would be 
’ sure to come all right. What we call cynicism and ill-nature 
, in some fellows, Gabrielle, is often only the physical effoct of 
want of success ; just as we sometimes fancy a friend is out of 
Siumour with us, when he is only suffering from the tooth- 
' ache. 1 

Gabrielle felt convinced that if she could put a little pros- 
. polity in Charlton’s way lie would become a good husband and 
[ a happy man. She did not think there was anything bad in 

* him. Of any treachery towards herself and Fielding she had 
not ilie slightest idea. She never thought of anyone being 
treacherous. She felt that she should have earned a title to be 
happy herself, and should have propitiated the lowers above, if 
she could succeed before she left England in reconciling Janet 
and her husband, and at least opening for them the door to 
prosperity. 

She did not ask to seo Janet. She did not even ask Mrs. 
Bramble if Janet was then in the house. This rather surprised 
Mi's. Bramble, who, however, only assumed that Gabrielle hacl 
too much to think of concerning herself to have any time left 
for thinking about Janet. Gabrielle did not say why she thus 
suddenly presented herself in her old home ; she only told Mrs. 

» Bramble that if anyone came to see her he was to be shown in 

* to her at once. Knowing the jealous temperament of the un- 
happy Charlton, she felt that her enterprise would have much 
better chance of success if she could tell him at once that Janet 
had nothing to do with it ; that she had not spoken with the 
little woman, or even seen her. 4 lie will come, surely 1 ’ she 
said to herself from time to time. She was as anxious about his 

I coming, and about the success of her attempt, as another woman 
might havo been about a presentation at Court, or her first 
experiment in private theatricals. She wandered about the 
rooms restlessly, waiting for him to come. She had herself 
come to the try sting-place long before the hour appointed. She 
| might have been a girl waiting for her lover, instead of a kindly 
1 impulsive woman trying to do some good for a poor broken- 
down and feather-headed worker in one of the lowest of the 
artistic grades. She positively trembled with emotion when at 
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last she was told that Mr. Charlton begged to be allowed to 
speak a. few words with her, and would not detain her Ions 
4 No ; but I will detain him longer than he thinks, perhaps,' 
she said to herself in great good-humour at the promising omen 
given by his ready obedience to her summons. 

His appearance somewhat shocked her. He was looking 
haggard and broken-down. There was a furtive, cowering way 
about him, half-defiant, half-fearful, which she could not under- 
stand. He was slovenly and careless in his dress — a thing 
unusual in him— and his small, thin, girlish hands had a sickly 
look. He stood a moment at the threshold of the room and 
looked nervously in, as if he expected or feared to see someone 
else there. So manifest was the meaning of his look, that 
Gabrieli© replied to it as though it had been something spoken. 

4 Come in, Mr. Charlton ; there is no one here but myself. 
I was anxious to say a few words to you alone.’ 

He came in slowly, still glancing round him as a man might 
do who fancied that he was being drawn into an ambush. Tins 
made Gabrielle a little impatient. 

4 May I ask you to take a seat, Mr. Charlton ? I dare say 
you can guess why I sent for you 'l ' 

4 About Janet ? 9 he said, with a weak attempt at a smile. 

4 About Janet, yes.' 

4 She has spoken to you, perhaps 1 ' 

‘No; I have not seen her since I saw her last in your room ; 
and 1 have not heard from her.' 

He bent his head, but said nothing. 

4 1 do so waut to bring you and Janet together again. I do 
fo wish to bo the means of doing that much good. I can’t 
tali eve there is any reason why you should not be brought 
together. I know there is nothing in her that is not good, and 
sweet, and true ; and indoed I can’t believe any tiling bad of you. 
Let me send for Janet.' 

4 It is too late,' he said. 

4 Too late, Mr. Charlton ? Why, what folly ! You talk as 
if you and she were separated by some gulf ' 

4 So we are,' he said gloomily. 

4 Oh, no, there is no gulf separating man and wife but death, 
or some evil of which you are no more capable than she. I 
don't believe anything bad of you.' 

4 If you did but know ' 

4 Well, I don't know. Tell me, trust to me. I have taken 
an interest in you for a long time. I always associate you with 
Bolingbroke Place, and days that if I lived a thousand years 



* 'AT ONE O'CLOCK TO-MOXROW: 


335 

would always be dear to me. I was very anxious to do some- 
thing to mate you two happy, Janet and you, and I am afraid 
somehow that I did more harm than good \ 1 don’t know why, 
but I am afraid it is so.' 

, * Yes, it is so,' Charlton said without raising his eyes. 

‘ But why — toll me why ? Why was it harm more than 
good ? I meant nothing but kindness.' 

‘ There are people,' Charlton said desperately, ‘ on whom 
some kindness is thrown away — and I'm one of them. You 
meant it well, Mrs. Yanthorpe; but the more kind and friendly 
you were to me, the more miserable was the contrast of my own 
beggarly and pitiful sort of life. Why shouldn't I have been a 
gentleman ? Why shouldn't I have a woman of education for 
my wife 1 Why should I live in a garret, and have paupers for 
my companions, and a woman without half an idea for my wifel 
I used to think once I was meant for better things — I was a 
fool, of course ; but every time you came near the place, I only 
thought of it more and more. Why couldn’t I have been a man 
like him — and why couldn’t I have had a wife like you 1 Look 
at it yourself — I don't care now what I say — do you think it 
likely a man like me could help seeing the contrast between 
Janet and you ? ’ 

He talked on in such a quick, excited way, that Gabrielle 
did not at first get time to follow his meaning. When she 
began to understand it, there was something sickening in this 
pitiful display of vanity and egotism. 

* If I were a man,’ she said. 1 1 should be ashamed of such 

feelings. 1 don't care what my class might be, or my way of 
life, I would not have allowed that any other human creature 
was better than I for that reason, and that I ought to grovel 
before him ' 

* I didn’t grovel ' 

* What is that but grovelling 1 You envy some one because 

be has a house and you have only a couple of rooms — what is 
that but grovelling ? For shame, Mr. Charlton ! Go and pluck 
up some spirit, and,, don’t bo ashamed of your wife because she 
doesn't dress in silk and drive in a carriage ' 

‘ Ho, it wasn't that ; a man wants education ; a man wants 
companionship of mind.' 

‘ Stuff! ' the impetuous Gabrielle exclaimed ; c I lose patience 
with such folly and vanity. It is miserable vanity, Mr. 
Charlton. Why didn't you, with all your ideas, and your 
genius, and the rest of it, teach your wife to be a companion ? 
She would only have been too glad to learn. You might have 
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moulded lier like wax ; and if you want adoration, she would 
have given it to you as — as— as nobody else would. You waul'd 
have been Shakespeare, and Newton, and anything else you like 4 
for her. Well, we have said enough about this. I don't want 
to speak angrily to you, Mr. Charlton ; but I am not surprised 
at Janet any more/ 

* You look down on me with contempt now/ he said, ‘and 
I deserve it all. I despise myself ; but if you only knew how 
much worse I deserve of yon than you think * 

‘I don’t think I want to hear any more, Mr. Charlton. I 
am not a confe .»or/ She had really lost patience with hin. 

‘ But it "really concerns you and Mr. Fielding/ 

Gabrielle \ as about to decline any further revelations, but 
.when he sj.-. c of Fielding she thought herself bound to listen, 
-She sat down patiently and allowed him to go on, affecting j 
composure she did not feel. He told her in words now dis- 
jointed and stammering, now inflated into a kind of egot* deal 
rhetoric, the whole story of his acquaintance with Paulina, of 
his share in Paulina’s plot, and of the manner in which he had 
at length convinced himself that it was ail a fabrication. Hi s 
was not a nature that could be candid even in a moment of 
remorse and self-abasement. In the confessional itself he would 
have kept sometning back. He did not allow GaWelle to 
suppose that he had never really believed in Paulina s story. 
He exhibited himself as one who feels ashamed of having been 
deceived by an unworthy fabrication, but who, the moment he 
finds out its falsehood, is resolute to expose it. 

‘This is extraordinary/ Gabrielle said when he had come to 
an end. 4 I can’t understand it ; I can’t understand the motive 
or meaning of anyone concerned in it.’ This wretched woman 
must be mad — why should she have such a hatred of Mr, 
Fielding 1 ’ 

4 She made love to him and he wouldn’t have her/ Charlton 
said bluntly. 

‘And you, Mr. Charlton, why did yon take any part in this 
wretched affair! What wrong had he dpne to you! What 
^vrong had I done to you ! * 

‘ He had done me the wrong of being happy, and free, and 
well-off, and a gentleman with friends and loved by — loved by 
people ; and with a man of my stamp that was wrong enough/ 

‘ Yes/ said Gabrielle ; ‘ and I ! what wrong had I done 1 , 1 
always tried to do you good/ 

‘ I told you before ; you made my wretched miserable life 
more miserable because you showed me what sort of life other 
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people have. You were beautiful, and a lady, and clever, and 
. charming, and if I could have had an ideal woman she would 
have been — like you. I could not stand Janet after I had seen 
you. There, I have said it all now. Think anything you like 
of me ; I don’t care what anyone thinks of me now.* 

Gabrielle rose very quietly. 

4 Mr. Charlton,' she said, 4 I bad some thought up to this 
moment ol trying to bring Janet and you together again. I 
have no such thought now. As her sincere friend, I should 
never advise her to return to your home any more. Anything 
would be better than that. You* are not worthy of the love of 
any good and faithful woman. You could not be a fit husband 
for a wife like Janet. The first woman who came in your way 
with finer clothes or a little more book- . ending than your wife 
would carry your thoughts away *rom Janet. No; if Janet 
asks for my advice, I will give it to her — ‘live alone for ever 
rather than submit to a companionship like that. Neither God 
1 jr man dooms a woman to thai/ 

4 Still, she is my wife. by law,' he said, making feeble protest. 
4 I could compel her to come back to my home.’ 

* 1 don’t know much about law/ Gabrielle said; 4 1 dare 
say you could. You couldn’t compel her to respect you and to 
love you, as she always did before.* 

* You said yourself that nothing but death ought to part 
man and wife/ 

* 1 had not then heard what you told me of yourself/ 
Gabrielle answered. £ I w as thinking of some common quart el 
or anger ; I w as not thinking of such utter unworthiness/ 

* You are very hard upon me. You have no pity.* 

4 No/ Gabrielle declared emphatically ; 4 1 have no pity for 
such things as that.* 

He was inclined to make some abject appeal to her on the 
ground that she of all w^omen ought to have some pity for his 
weakness, but her expression of face cowed him. He did not 
venture to make the attempt, 

4 I might perhaps/ he pleaded, 4 be able to do you some 
service, you and Fielding ; I could help you to show up 
* tlpit woman’s plot/ 

4 Mr. Fielding and I are utterly indifferent to that woman's 
plot, or any other plot/ Gabrielle said. 4 We arc going to be 
married at once, to show our contempt for it. She will bring 
harm on herself ; she can’t injure us/ 

4 She is a dangerous w T oman ' 

4 Dangerous for those who consort with her/ Gabrielle said 

Z 
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with emphasis. ‘ Nat for those who defy her. You can tell 
her so, Mr. Charlton, if you will.’ 

Perhaps there was some barb of feminine malice in these 
words.* Gabrielle could not keen them back, so. much did she 
now despise him ;*so indifferent had die grown to his feelings. 
He was keenly pierced by the words; they showed him how he 
had fallen. 

‘Oh, you have no mercy/ he said, with a despairing 
gesture; ‘you are like all the rest. You have no pity, and yet 
you were the cause of all this to me. You didn’t mean it, I 
know ; you meant it well ; but you were the cause of it all, 
Mrs: Vanthorpe ; you were the cause of it all. I might have 
been happy if you hadn’t tried to be kind to Janet and me.’ 

Ho was turning to leave the room. There was something 
of desperation in his looks which made Gabrielle for the first 
time afraid. A rush of pity camp on her, too, with the fear. 
She had never seen * any human creature so abject before. It 
seemed, to be brought home to her conscience that she had no 
'.right to be so hard on his weakness and wrong- doing. What if 
her mistaken efforts to be kind had really done this wretched 
creature harm ? What if his lost life and mined nature were 
to be laid to her account in a higher world ? 

The thought made her feel humbled and almost penitent. 
There is a kindness which kills the character of its recipient, 
provided the recipient has any character left to be killed ; the 
kindness of indiscriminate almsgiving which curses him who 
gives and him who takes. Perhaps there is a kindness of 
anothor sort as baneful when it too is indiscriminate; especially 
when it is offered to man by woman. It began to dawn upon* 
Gabrielle that perhaps she would have done much better if she 
had not arrogated to herself the part of a little providence to 
Charlton and his wife. Perhaps it would have been better if 
her kindness had been a little more modestly distrustful of its 
own right to intervene. She began to feel Ibis painfully. No 
thought for a moment entered her mind that the very despair 
of Charlton was what some women in her place would have 
considered a tribute to their own attractiveness. What she 
Z&ost despised Charlton for was the appeal that would have 
suggested such an idea. But it began to be clear to her that 
there may be a dangerous levity of kindness as well as of 
coquetry. She was softened in a moment by the thought. Slio 
stopped Charlton as he was going. 

‘ One moment,’ she said ; ‘ pray stay. Have I really dpne 
you this wrong — this harm, at least, for I meant no wrong? I 
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should he so sony for that. I only meant to do yon some little 
* good if I could. I liked your wile so much — and you for her 
sake;’ * ■ 1 

4 It does not matter now/ he said grjjnly ; and be was 
going. 

4 Oh yes, it does matter/ Gabrielle pleaded earnestly — she 
was now the one to plead — 4 If I have been the cause of any 
harm* to you, it is only right that I should be made to know - 
of it.' 

4 You did the harm/ he said j 4 that is certain. You didn't 
thhuk of it — and I'll tell you why you didn't : because you 
thought an unfortunate devil like me could have no feeling 
towards a woman like you, and wouldn't presume to contrast 
you with any poor ignorant creature of his own class who might 
be tied to him. I wish I had never seen you — although I 
know that you haven't a thought to me or to anyone that isn't 
good and kind — yes, I wisli I had never seen you ! I might 
have been content for ever with my poor little Janet, and never 
fancied that I should have been happier with a woman *qt 
education who could talk to me. I wonder who will talk to me 
now V 

4 Mr. Charlton/ Gabrielle said with quiet earnestness, 1 1 
am more deeply grieved than I could say to hear that ipy unfor- 
tunate interference has been tho cause of any pain ; but I will 
try to make amends. It is not too late. You spoke of Janet 
just now in a manner that makes me hope you are sensible of 
the cruel injustice you have done to her. I welcome your 
words. I take back all that I said before ; I think J anfet and 
you ought to be brought together once again. Let me be the 
peacemaker and atone in that way for any harm I may have 
done.' 

He shook head. 4 Too late,' he said again. 

4 No j not too late. Nothing is too late while we live. 
Perhaps Janet is now in this very house. Stay here for a 
moment — I will go and look for her ; and you shall meet face 
to face, and speak t>o each other.' 

S|ie was leaving the room in haste. Charlton interposed, 

* To-morrow/ he stammered ; 4 let it be to-morrow ; not to- 
day, please. I would rather not to-day.' 

4 To-morrow/ Gabrielle said with a faint blush, 4 1 am to bo 
married ; and 1 am then leaving England.' 

4 So «oon ? 9 Charlton said. Then ho asked abruptly : 

* Where are you going to be married, and when h ' 

A moment's doubt crossed Gabrielle's mind. Could ho 
*2 
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possibly be asking such a question in the interest of the irrepres- 
sible Paulina, and with some purpose of enabling her to make 
some disturbance 1 But she dismissed the thought at once, and 
quietly told Charlfcn the place and the hour. 

4 Why should not you and Janet be present ? 9 she said, a 
sudden hope coming up in her mind. 4 It would seem like a 
blessing on my marriage, Mr. Charlton, if I could see Janet and 
you there together and reconciled. Do let me have this happi- 
ness. If I have done you any harm, be generous and do this 
much good for me in return. Stay here; I will look for 
Janet/ 

She made a half-imperious gesture to him, to tell him that 
he was to wait, and she ran out of the room. She did not find 
Janet : Mrs. Bramble had sent the poor little woman out for a 
walk with one of the maids. Mrs. Bramble had now got to 
expect a regular visitation from Fielding every evening, and 
with a superfluous prudence, having known of Robert's absurd 
jealousy, she resolved for the future to have Janet out of the 
house when Miss Gabrielle’s lover was likely to present hifhself. 
4 One can’t be too careful about these tilings,’ the good woman 
thought. 4 We must not leave anything in the power of that 
bad man to say/ Thb bad man, it is perhaps well to observe, 
was not* Clarkson Fielding but Robert Charlton. Gabrielle’s 
return to Charlton was a little delayed, for in her way she came 
upon Fielding himself, and was caught unceremoniously in his 
arms. Not having had the faintest thought of meeting her 
there, he felt the wilder delight. She explained to him in the 
hastiest manner what she was trying to do ; and then broke 
away, released on parole with a positive promise to return. 

She felt disappointed as she made her way back to the room 
where she had left Charlton. It was unfortunate that she 
should have failed to And Janet at once. It was a great chance 
lost. If she could have brought the husband and wife together 
at that moment, she might have joined their hearts before the 
sun had wholly gone down. So she was thinking Tas she entered 
the room. .But then she nadly changed her mind. Charlton 
had gone. He had managed to get out of the bouse unseen by 
anyone. It was plain that he had escaped in order that he 
might not meet Janet. Gabrielle was disheartened and almost 
dismayed. It seemed to her that the misunderstanding between 
Janet and her husband must Lave deeper roots than she bad 
supposed. Like a woman, she was more concerned about the 
estrangement between the husband and the wife than about the 
treacherous part which Charlton acknowledged that ha had 
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played in regard to Paulina's story. She thought that a very 
bad thing for him to have done ; hut she was not impressed by 
it as & man would have been. Most men would have regarded 
the breach of manly honour and truth as a graver offence than 
any quarrel with one's wife. Gabrielle went back to her lover 
and told him of her trouble. But it must be owned that they 
soon ceased to talk of Chailton, and began to talk only of them- 
selves. To-morrow they Loped to be free to meet when and 
where they pleased ; to-morrow they hoped to leave England 
together. 

While they sat in the gloaming, Robert 'Chari ton sought out 
Paulina. He found her in her lodgings alone and a good deal 
dispirited. Shfe yawned and was melancholy ; ‘in the blues/ 
she put it. 

‘ Oh, dear me, Charlton, I'm glad you have come in/ she 
said, 4 although you know very well you ain't a lively com- 
panion, But you’re better than nothing. Ain't it a dull 
evening? I don’t know what to do with myself — really, I 
don't,' 

‘ Why do you sit at home in this dull way ? ; he asked. 
‘Why don't you go out somewhere] Why don't you amuse 
yourself] 1 There was an unusual animation about his manner. 

‘ Well, I don't know where to go exactly. I should like to 
go to some rattling good music-hall, or to some place where one 
could see dancing. I should like, to go to Cremornc. Is 
Cremorne running yet? We say “ running ” in America, 
Charlton, for going on, you know.' 

‘ Why don't 3'ou go to Cremorne ] 9 

* Because, you see, while all this business is going on, I am 
forced to be very prudent and proper and all that sort of thing. 
It would never do if J were to be seen showing myself off at 
some dancing-place. One can't be too careful, Charlton; a 
woman can't, I mean.' 

‘You are tired of playing at respectability/ Charlton said. 

1 That’s about it, Charlton ; I’m very tired of it. That sort 
of thing was never made J for Paulina Vanthorpe. I say, 
wouldn't it be a Urk if you and 1 were to go off to Cremorne 
together] How would the little wife like it, I wonder ? * 

‘ If you are tired of being respectable/ Charlton asked, not 
replying to her question about the little wife, ‘ why don’t you 
give it up and amuse yourself] ’ 

‘ Lord, man, I can't until I have put this business through 
one way or the other. It would be no end "of a score for the 
other side if I were to be making a frisky matron of myself. I 
wish the whole thing was over; I’m sick and tired of it/ 
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‘ Why don’t you drop it altogether ? ' 

* Well, you see, I have gone too for for that. Besides, I am 
determined to have my revenge on him. I have old scores to 
pay off on Master Fielding, I can tell you — things a woman 
never forgives. I'll mate trouble for him out of this ; I'll stop 
his marrying for him ; there will be scandal, and there will 
have to be investigations and witnesses, and goings and 
comings; and before it's half over, no one can tell what mayn't 
happen. I'm sorry for her ; I am indeed. But I must have 
my revenge on him.' 

‘Besides, you know,' Charlton said slowly, ‘he is your 
husband, Philip Vanthorpe. You could not let him many 
another woman while you were living.' 

He spoke in so peculiar a tone that Paulina looked suddenly 
at him with a suspicious gleam in her eyes. 

‘ Of course I can't let him marry another woman ; and I 
don't mean to. I dare say they would pay me to drop the whole 
thing, but I'm not going to do anything of the kind ; 1 want 
revenge.' . 

‘Suppose they wore to steal a march on you and get 
married ? ' 

Paulina jumped up from her chair with passion flaming in 
her looks. ‘ I wish you wouldn’t say suck things ! ' she said. 
‘ They can’t do it, and they shan't ! Didn’t I tell you I would 
go to the church and denounce them and stop it up? I should 
like that of all things.' ».*> 

‘ After all,' Charlton said meditatively, ‘ I don't know that 
it wouldn't be better for you to let them get married. You 
could prosecute him then for bigamy.' 

‘Don't bother me about your bigamies. That ain't my 
game. I want to keep them unmarried. I don’t care about 
your prosecutions. I tell you they shan’t marry. And now 
don't annoy me any more with your talk of that kind, there's a 
good fellow, or I may lose my temper.' 

She sat down again. 4 

* Well,' Charlton said,- ‘ i only called in to-night to say that 
T am promised some news to-moirow. Sometliing is going to 
be resolved on, I am told. I believe it is pretty certain that 
he and Major Leven are going out to New Orleans together.' 

‘ Oh, capital ! * Paulina exclaimed, clapping her hands ; ‘ just 
the tiling I am glad to hear. There's the marriage broke off for 
goodness knows how long. The voyage out and the hunting up 
‘of proofs a^id evidences and things, and all the delays, and then 
the coming back — Lord ! it will take six months at the very 
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least; and who can tell what may happen between this and 
then V * • - , 4 > 

‘Just so/ Charlton assented; 'who can s ecy what may 
hnppen between this and. thenl Between this and then? 
W ho can say what may happen to-morrow V 

' This is good news yon bring me, Charlton, if it only turns 
out to bo true/ 

‘I believe it is true; I am told positively that they are 
going out together to New Orleans. Anyhow, I shall know 
for certain to-morrow. I shall come and let you know at 
once/ * ' ■ 4 

1 That’s a dear good fellow ; I shall be wild with anxiety. 
When shall I expect you 1 ’ 

* Lot me see/ He stopped and considered. 4 Twelve o’clock 
I shall probably be able to leave that place ’ — he did not say 
what place — 4 and I shall come straight to you. Oh, well, let 
us say one o’clock. I shall have the news for you at one o’clock 
to-morrow/ 

4 All right. I’ll stay in bed until late. I shall only get up 
in time to see yon at one o’clock. I think when one is expect- 
ing anything, one doesn’t mind the anxiety of waiting so much 
when one is in bed/ 

4 At one o’clock, then/ lie said, 4 I’ll bring you the nows. 
At one o’clock, inind. We shall know for certain then/ 

There was something odd about his manner. 4 1 can’t 
quito make out that chap,’ Panina .said, when he had gone. 
4 Anyhow, I shall be glad to see him jit one o’clock to-morrow/ 


CHAPTER XXXV-II. 

THE FAIR PENITENT. 

The clay for which Paulina was looking out, the 'to-morrow* 
of her last evening’s conversation, came with wonderful soft- 
ness and brightness. So dear was the sky, that one might see 
at the far end of long London thoroughfares the faint outlines 
of gentle hills and uplands of which he had not before sus- 
pected the existence. If he happened to be looking south from 
any point of tolerable elevation, be was sometimes amazed to 
see the Crystal Palace standing out on the shoulder of its hill 
as clearly as if it were just under his eyes. The sunlight had 
something magical in its soft intensity. It was so gentle one 
might look it straight in the face, and so bright that it lit tip 
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lanes and crannies that always before seemed too darksome to 
admit any genial influence. Just the very morning, 'one might ’ 
have said, for a young bride. No auspices could be more 
gracious for a wedding. No doubt the experienced would see 
something ominous of sudden change in the almost' unearthly 
brightness and the strange stillness. Once there came in Weimar 
an hour of indescribable quiet ; the very clouds stood still ; the 
air was breathless in its soft delight : and Goethe knew that an 
earthquake was impending over some part of the world. Ex- 
perienced persons who looked up at the skies this day said that 
a sudden change was coming. But it will not matter to the 
young bride if only the change keeps off until the sun goes 
down. The happy omen is complete then. The future of the 
young wife is supposed to be assured if only the day be genial 
up to the time of the sun’s sinking. Then, come foul weather 
or fair, it is all the same so far as augury for her is concerned. 

Some such thought may have been passing through the 
mind of Clarkson Fielding on this particular morning as he 
looked up at the sky. He understood enough of the evidences 
of the atmosphere and the season to know that a change was 
coining ; but he was glad to think that it was some hours off ; 
and he wished the sun to shine and give good omen for yet 
a while. As for Gabrielle, she knew nothing and thought 
nothing of weather symptoms : she only knew that she was 
full of happiness, although nervous and tremulous enough 4 
withal ; and the sun would have shone for her if it were the 
midst of an arctic winter. It must be owned that; Clarkson 
Fielding was nervous and restless, too, that morning. When 
Wilberforce called for him, Clarkson was glad to be compelled 
to talk. It took him out of himself and his own emotions for 
the moment. There are occasions when even a Briton must be 
nervous. Wilberforce ventured on some mild pleasantry con- 
cerning his brother’s evident condition. 1 1 didn’t think you 
knew there were such things as nerves,’ he said. Clarkson 
answered good-humouredly and yery truly that he had found 
out in himself a good many emotions lately of which lie had 
not known anything before. Then they went out together. 

Paulina was waiting in much anxiety and impatience the 
coming of her confederate. She had adopted the plan which 
she told him of in order to render her anxiety bearable, and 
remained in bed until a very advanced hour of the morning. 
Paulina was a person of that not uncommon class to whom the 
most delightful thing after great exertion is the full indulgence 
of laziness. She was as indolent as she was energetic. When 
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she had nothing better to do ahe could lie in bed with all the 
‘ satisfaction that Vendfonc himself might have felt. That gieafc 
soldier, as we are told, cover got out of bed except when he 
could not help it ; as, for example, whert he had to put in an 
appearance at court, or to fight the English in the field. Even 
in his campaigns he lay in bed until it was'absolutely necessary 
that he should get up and take command. Then he jumped 
up, put on a tremendous spurt of energy, showed that he had 
all the genius of a true commander ; sometimes, let us acknow- 
ledge, giving the English general a good deal more than that 
officer liked ; and then Vendomo went to bed again. Paulina 
was a sort of feminine Vend 5 me in alternation of action and 
repose, and equal rclisli of each in its turn. She was, as a 
rule, very fond of having her breakfast in bed, and indeed 
seldom consumed that meal except while lolling thcie. 'This 
one particular morning, however, she was lazy on piinciple. 
Mr. Shandy finds that all mental trouble is best endured by 
moitals in a*recumlx*nt posture; Paulina's philosophy had 
taught her that this is especially true of anxiety. So she lay 
in bed until it approached the hour at which Charlton might 
be expected ; and then she got up and dressed. 

Her anxiety had more than one cause. She had been a 
good deal iinpiessed by Charlton’s peculiar manner the evening 
Wore ; and the longer she thought over it the more she 
became convinced that it was in some way ominous While 
lie was with her she w r ns too eager alxnit the news he brought 
to pay much attention to liis odd manner or to her own suspi- 
cion> ; but after he had gone the impression deepened and 
deepened. 4 Something is up with that chap/ she kept repeat- 
ing to herself; and she at once thought of tieacheiy. Had he 
gone over to the other side 1 Was lie up to &ny dodge of that 
sort ? Was he playing into Fielding’s hands, and letting the 
other side see every caid that she and he were preparing to 
use? When he came at one o’clock, might it perhaps be in the 
company of the minions of Jbhe law about to escort her to 
prison? Paulina had said very truly to Charlton that she 
would not care much about punishment if only she got her 
revenge. But suppose she only got the punishment, and her 
enemies had the revenge? Suppose she were diasrged off to 
prison, and while she was there Fielding and Gahnelle got 
man ied ? 

The idea was insufferable. Paulina wall od up and down 
the i*oom restless as a hyaena in a cage. She had at one 
moment a thought of going out to find Charlton, so dreadful 
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did the delay and the suspense begin to seem. But the time 
was nearly up, and it would be merely absurd to run the risk 
of losing him altogether by vaguely himt-ing for him she knew 
not where. So she kept indoors and waited; if that can be 
called Waiting — that sort of performance which the hyaena 
keeps up in her- cage. The last five minutes seemed of never- 
ending length. Paulina hardly took her eyes from the little 
clock on the chimney-piece ; until at last she put her -hand 
over her eyes and said she would not look up again until 
she heard it strike one. So she walked up and down; seeing 
nothing but the strip of floor just beneath her feet. At last 
the little clock piped out the one stroke. ‘He isn't coming 
at all!’ Paulina said to herself at once, almost before the 
stroke had ceased to echo. In another moment, however, 
she heard his foot upon the stairs. He seemed to come with 
deliberate and torturing slowness. 

The door opened. Charlton crime in. He bad a strange 
expression on his face, partly as of triumph, partly as of amuse- 
ment. The moment Paulina saw liim she felt sure he had gone 
over to the other side. She met him with a fierce abruptness. 

‘ Come, man, your news ! ' she said. 4 Have you any 
news ? ' 

‘ Oh, yes,’ Charlton said slowly ; 4 1 have news.’ 

« * Is it good or bail ? Out with it.' 

‘Good or bad for whom?' he 'asked with provoking de- 
liberateness. ‘ For you, or for them ? ' 

‘ For mb, of course. Is it good for me 'i ' 

‘ Capital news for yon/ he said ; ‘if your story is true, and 
you really want to have revenge on him.' 

‘All right — that I do. Come, let’s have it.' 

‘ Well, you have him in your power now — that's all ; under 
your very feet You can send him to penal servitude at once/ 

* Why ? What lias he been doing ? ’ 

‘Committing bigamy, I suppose, Charlton quietly said, 
4 if your story is true ; and it is true, is it not 1 ' 

‘ What has ho been*' doing V she said again fiercely, and 
going up so close to Charlton that he involuntarily drew 
back. 

‘He has just been married/ Charlton answered, ‘to 
Gabrieli© Yanihorpe; to her that was Gabrieli© Yan thorp©, 
I mean.' 

‘It's a lie/ Paulina screamed. ‘He daren't ’do it; she 
wouldn't do it. Don’t you believe it, Charlton ; it's a lie.* 

‘ Seeing is believing. I saw them married/ 
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* You saw them married V 

4 1 saw them mariied; I saw them with my own eyes; I 
was inefehe church. Oh, it. was quite a tijg^op ^ffair ; you ought 
to have been there* I dare say you woulclliave been if you 
had only known in time/ He sneered undisguisgdly at her 
now. 

* Look here/ she said ; 4 if you don't want me to do some- 
thing* dreadful to you, or to somebody, just tell me plain and 
straight where you were to-day and what you sw.’ 

* It's easily told. I was at the church ' — he named it — 4 this 
morning, and I saw Gabrielle Vanthorpe that was, married to 
Clarkson Fielding that is. I saw the whole ceremony ; they 
aro married as fast and firm as church and parson can make 
them. Sir Wilberforce Fielding was there ; and Lady Haney* 
bell and Major Leven ; and you should have seen old Lefussis 
in a suit of new clothes and such a flower in his button-hole ! 
The bride looked beautiful, everyone said. She stopped to speak 
to me as she was leaving the church leaning on her husband's 
arm ; 1 didn't want to be seen, but she stopped and saw me and 
spoke to me. She is as good a woman as there is under heaven : 
she was able to think even at that moment about saving a 
wretch like me. She was, indeed. Saving me ! 7 He laughed. 

Paulina did not pay much heed to this part of the story. 
She was thinking of other things. • , 

4 Whore have they gone ? * she asked, making a movement 
as though she were about to rush out wildly in pursuit of 
them. 

‘They have gone off by train to Sir Wilberforce's house 
somewhere far down in the country ; a hundred miles off, I am 
told. They are actually gone ; I thought it would not be worth 
pile coming to you until I could give you the news all 
mplete.' 

4 When did you know of this ? ' 

4 About the train ? oh, well, I asked someone in the church, 
and then I went to the railway station and saw that they did 
actually go off— so that I might bring you all the news.' 

*1 don't mean about the train/ she said; ‘I mean, when 
did you hear that they were going to be married to-day ] 7 . 

4 1 heard it last evening ; on the best authority, as people 
say/ 

4 Before you. came here to me 1 ' 

4 Yes; oh yes; certainly. As it happened, just before I 
came hero to you.* 

4 And you kept this a secret from me 1 ' 
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4 Why, yes. 1 thought it best. You might be going to the 
church, perhaps, and malting a' distur bance, and bringing your-* 
soil into trouble. .Besides, don't you see, if he is your hgsband, 
you have him completely at your mercy now, seeing that he has 
actum ly married this woman, i wouldn’t spare him if I was 
you. He Soes not deserve it, if your stoiy is true; and of 
course it is true, is it not ] ’ 

lie. spoke in such a tone as to make it perfectly plain that 
he knew her stgry to be false. 

4 You wretch!' she exclaimed. ‘You coward ! * and she 
heaped other opprobrious names upon him. ‘You have been 
deceiving me all this time. You were pretending to be my 
friend, and you were my enemy. You were a spy for them— 
that’s what you were.' 

‘Not at all,’ he answered composedly. ‘You will find, 
perhaps, that 1 have been your best friend. I have saved you 
from putting yourseif in the way of being sent to the treadmill. 
If you had put yourself in their power one bit, they would have 
come down on you, don't you see 'l .Besides, you know, what 
would be the good of it] You see, they didn't care twopence 
for anything you said*; they didn’t bolieve your story for half a 
minute. They were sharper than 1 ; 1 was taken in for a while. 
Of course they knew all about it, and I didn't. But I found 
you out lately. You’ve#made a bad business of it, Mrs. 
Vanthorpe ; and you ought to ho greatly obliged to me for 
preventing you from making it still worse. But 1 don't know 
yet what Sir Wilberforcc may be inclined to do ; find I think, 
if I were you, I wouldn’t be found here any longer.’ 

‘You were in the business as well as I,* she screamed, 
turning on him a face white with passion. ‘ You coward and 
sneak ! You helped me ; you set me on ; you put things into 
my head ; you knew as well as I did that the whole thing w as 
only a dodge to prevent him from getting married to her ; and 
you went into the plot with all your heart. If 1 suffer you shall , 
suffer too.’ , j 

‘ No,’ Charlton said, with a grim distortion of the lips which, 
was too painful to be called a smile ; ‘ I am safe enough. They 
can’t touch me.’ 

‘ You coward ! ’ she exclaimed. ‘ I suppose you have given 
king’s evidence, or whatever they call it. You are safe ] Oh, 
it is like you ! Lord, what a fool I was ! I might have seen it 
in your face. A coward like that couldn’t even he true to 
his pal.* ** 

‘I haven’t given any evidence to anyone,’ he said. ‘I 
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'didn't mean that l was safe in that way. If you like to go and 
give king’s evidence, as you call it, and try to get off, I think it 
wouldn’t be half a bad thing. You may say, if you like, that 
I was a party to the whole plot. So I was ; I don’t deny it ; I 
shan’t find any fault with you if you go before any magistrate 
and tell the story from first to last.’ 

Charlton expected with almost every word bespoke that she 
would actually make a furious assault upon him, and, what 
with her strength and her desperation and his*physical weak- 
ness, he did not believe his life would be safe in her hands. But 
somehow the crisis Was too great for any mere burst of personal 
fury to satisfy Paulina. Her passion was not equal to any 
adequate expression of her wrongs, her complete discomfiture, 
\er betrayal, her utter failure. She threw her arms once 
rildly about almost as one does who suddenly falls into deep 
water; and then she sat in a chair, and leant her elbows on the 
table, and covered her face with her large white hands. Sud- 
denly she looked up and waved one of her hands at him ; an 
imperious gesture as if she were pushing him from her; and 
she said in a hoarse voice : 

4 Get away, man ! Get right away 6ub of this ! I don’t 
want to be seen in this state by a fellow like you. Get away, 
I tell you, or it will be worse for you ! Get away ! * 

Then she put her head down again* and did not look up until 
she knew that he was gone. He went without saying a word, 
and he was never seen by her again. 

As soon as he had gone she gave full way to one of those 
tropical bursts of furious passion in which she seldom indulged 
except when alone. She knew quite well that the indulgence 
was- necessary to her getting any such self-control again as 
^ would enable her to think over her situation with any tolerable 
degree of cool judgment. At last the tempest racked its. If out, 
and she found, when she came to think things over, that her 
one predominant desire was for revenge upon Robert Charlton. 
She could forgive everybody new but him. She even began to 
persuade herself thai> she owed something, after all, to that good 
sweet Gabrielle, and to be sorry that she had ever done % thing 
to harm the kind dear creature. She wrought herself at length 
into a mood of very sweet penitence, and out of sheer goodness 
convinced herself that she was bound to minister to her own 
revenge. She dressed herself anew and with much care. She 
had had a light silk dress on ; she now arrayed herself in solemn 
black velvet with white lace collar and hardly* any ornaments 
—a kind of * Mourning Bride ’ or * Fair Penitent * sort of 
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garb. Paulina remembered having seen in her early days some 
stately tragedy queen arrayed in such a style when she appeared' 
in some scene which was intended to illustrate the dignity of 
complete repentance and self-surrender. She put on a heavy 
black yeil which was to shroud her face until the moment should 
come for lifting it and allowing someone to see that the self* 
denounced offender was not altogether without, charm. Paulina 
had been in the days of her youth a barmaid in the immediate 
neighbourhood of Bow Street, and, like most young women 
thus circumstanced, she had a familiar knowledge of the ways 
and the business hours of the London police courts. She knew 
that her present residence was actually within the jurisdiction 
of Bow Street. So when all her make-up was satisfactorily 
concluded she sent for a cab — a heavy four-wheeler, because, 
though she hated that kind of conveyance, yet she felt that the | 
sprightly hansom was quite unsuited to the business of re- 
pentance and self-denunciation. She drovo to Bow Street, had 
an interview with the sitting magistrate, accused herself of 
being a party to a conspiracy, told him the full details, and gave 
the name of the Surrey-side lodging-house keeper and that of 
Robert Charlton as«her accomplices and fellow-conspirators. 
The story at first seemed incredible and absurd, and Paulina’s 
manner filled the magistrate with the conviction that he had to 
do with a lunatic. Her tragic air was something tremendous. 
She demanded to be conducted forthwith to a dungeon \ only 
stipulating that her accomplice and betrayer, as she called 
Robert Charlton, should be conducted, for his part, to a similar 
lodging. 

* Worthy magistrate/ the fair penitent exclaimed, ‘ look on 
me ! I am not mad. Do not think it. I am a child of mis- 
fortune, and I have fallen into the hands of plotters, and I have 
been induced to join in a wicked plot against one who was 
all kindness to me. Scorn me ; I deserve it all ; but do not 
refuse to believe my story. Hasten and let the innocent he 
saved before it is too late. I am not mad ; no, by Heaven, I . 
am not mad 1 ’ 

She sank into a chair and felt that this was a scene worthy 
of a Heroine. The magistrate sent for Sir Wilberforce Yielding 
and Major Leven, and, having talked with them, came to the 
conclusion that Paulina was not mad and that there was some- 
thing in her stoiy. 
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CHAPTER XXXYIIL 

'01TE MISDED LIKE THE WEATHER, MOST DNQUIETLT.’ 

Evening whs setting in as Robert Charlton returned to 'Boling* 
broke Place. A change had come over the day ; there was 
something strange and ominous in the atmosphere and in the 
sky. Heavy yellow clouds showing as if charged with thunder 
were coming together slowly and settling along the horizon. 
An uncanny light gleamed from l>eneath their edges. The air 
was thick; there seemed a kind of yellow fog abroad; only it 
was not like the familiar visitation of our November days, any 
more than it resembled the golden haze of the Campagna or 
Thrasymene. A storm of some sort appeared about to burst in 
thunder and rain, and yet Ig did not come. It exhaled, one 
anight have thought, in the curious yellow haze, and was 
dissipated unwholesomely abroad. People passing along the 
streets sometimes stopped and looked up amazed at the unusual 
appearance of the sky and the clouds. It must be something 
very unusual that can attract the ordinary*Londoner to look up 
at the sky. A cab-horse down, or a man having his boots 
blacked, or a woman raising a .window, will attract him fast 
enough, and indeed will hold him from the pursuit of his journey 
as Punch and . Judy hold an errand-boy. But there must bo 
something wonderful going on in the sky before it will strike 
him as calling for observation. This evening, people did stop to 
look up at the sky, and they thou usually looked down hastily 
at the pavement, expecting to see it flecked with great raindrops ; 
and forthwith glanced up at the sky again as if seeking there 
for explanation of something that puzzled them. Some hurried 
on as if to escape from the expected downpour ; and then after 
a moment or two, seeing that no downpour appeared to be 
coming, they slackened their pace and looked as if they had not 
expected anything in particular. As Robert Charlton turned 
clown Bolingbroke IJlace its aspect was very peculiar, for its 
narrowness allowed it to be completely canopied by one of the 
thick yellow clouds. Charlton walked up to the door under 
this strange unwholesome ill-omened roof of cloud. He looked 
up once or twice, and hastily looked down again as if he did 
not like the sight. 

He opened the door with his latch-key and went in. Before 
the door of what were Fielding’s rooms he stopped for a moment 
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and listened. All was silence. He tried the door. It was 
unlocked as usual. He opened it and looked in. The rooms 
were evidently unoccupied still. If Lefussis meant to have 
them, he had not made any way in their occupation yet. All 
the things that Fielding owned were gone, and the rooms were 
reduced to their ordinary London-lodging condition. Charlton 
stood for a moment thinking how badly things had gone witli 
him since first he used to enter those rooms ; how happily all 
had turned out for Fielding, and how miserably for him. He 
saw everything now in cold clear light ; he had no more illusions 
about himself or anyone else. He now saw Fielding only as 
kind, generous, and manly ; his own ignoble jealousies about 
Janet appeared to him exactly what they might have nppcared 
to any impartial observer, lie saw that every evil that had 
come on him had come by his own fault, by his own direct 
action and invocation. He had persistently turned kindness 
into unkindness and interpreted*good as evil. He had allowed 
himself to be possessed of, devils. lie had invited them, and 
they came at last. Yet he did not feci exactly repentant. He 
had only a dull pervading sensation that everything had gone 
wrong, and that lie was the cause of it all; that be had himself 
to blame. But he had not the moral energy to blame himself in 
the healthy way of one who is resolved that if he has done harm 
he will try to atone for it, and that if he has fallen he will try 
to get up again. He had, indeed, a vague sense of satisfaction in 
having completely thwarted Paulina, and thus done some service, 
however small, to Gabrielle ; and there was just enough of a 
better soul left in him to make him feel a certain satisfaction in 
the thought that Gabrielle would never know it was he who 
had done this much good. He was proud, that is to say, that 
his attempt to do her a service was wholly unrecognised and 
unrewarded. But he had no true repentant purpose. He had 
no thought of the one only way by which he could have made 
his repentance of Borne account to others — of trying to redeem 
his life and retrieve himself, and win back the affection and con- 
fidence of his wife and make her happy. His nature had not,' 
the moral fibre for this. It was too limp .and nerveless. All 
,he felt was that he was good for nothing any more. 

So he closed the door of the room again, and he dragged 
heavily up the stairs. Through each window, as he mounted, the 
yellow atmosphere showed itself with what seemed to him a 
baleful glare. As he rose somewhat high he came to a landing 
with a window from which lie could just see the tops of two trees 
far away somewhere ; he could sec them against the sky, and 
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notliing else. His mind went back to a time when he lived 
with his father and mother in a small London room, very high 
up, from the window of which he could just see the tips of twe** 
trees that seemed to him then to be growing in the land of 
romance and of youth, and of the strange sweet adventures 
which fanciful boyhood expects vaguely for coming manhood’s 
days. He used to think wondeiingly of what was on the other 
side of those trees, and how they could be reached, and whether 
he should reach them, and what exquisite experiences of love 
and struggle and strictly romantic heroic suffering and final 
success he should have when he got there. The odd idea struck 
him that perhaps these were the same two trees now seen from 
another point of view. ‘ I have got to the other side now 
indeed, 1 Charlton thought as he turned away ; ‘and this is what 
1 have come to. This is the other side. This is the end.* 

He went into his room and sat down and fell into a kind of 
half-torpid reverie. After a while — he did not know how long 
it was — he was startled by a knock at the door. The idea of 
his having further communication with the outer world seemed 
unnatural to him. He got up slowly and let in Mr. Lefussis. 

The face of Lefussis was beaming with joy. 

4 1 saw you at the church to-day, Charlton/ he said. * I 
didn’t see your wife, by the way. She isn't unwell, I hope? * 

4 No/ Charlton answered; 4 she isn’t unwell.’ 

4 Was she there ? * 

4 She is staying with her aunt ; her aunt is Mrs. Bramble — 
a servant at the house of the lady who was married to-day; a 
housekeeper ; that’s the same as a servant, isn’t it ? I dare say 
my wife has told you of it often enough. She is not very good 
at keeping secrets.’ The coming of Lefussis seemed to have 
s^nt Charlton back into all the old ignoble realisms, the 
petulances and jealousies, and the rest. 

4 If it was a secret/ the chivalric Lefussis declared, 4 1 am 
convinced Mi's. Charlton could be relied upon to keep it locked 
in her breast against the tortures of all the tyrants in the world. 
But I honour her for not thinking it necessary to make any 
secret of the highly*respectable and responsible position occupied 
by her aunt in the household of a most charming and a most 
distinguished lady. At the same time, Charlton, I think it 
right to observe that your wife never said anything to me on 
the subject that I can recollect. She doubtless did not think it 
necessary/ 

4 Very well/ Charlton said listlessly. 

4 Was it not a touching sight to-day? 1 Lefussis went on. 

A A 



354 DONNA QUIXOTE. 

How charming Bhe looked ! how sweet and modest I And 
what a noble fellow he is ! They have the good wishes of all ‘ 
who know them. May I say, Charlton, my good friend, without 
seeming to soar too much into the rhetorical, that the good wishes 
of all who know them follow them into their new life as the 
plaudits of the delighted audience follow into his retirement for 
the night the great actor who has given them so much pleasure 1 9 

4 That would not have been bad for a speech at a wedding 
breakfast/ Charlton grimly observed. 4 Was it prepared with 
any such view 1 ' 

* The same cynic as ever ! * Lefussis said with eyes of 
beaming good nature. * Still the same ! Even the nuptials of 
the beautiful and the brave don’t win him for a moment away 
into more genial words 1 But I don’t mind, Charlton ; I know 
it is only words with you, this little cynicism ; I know wlmt a 
substratum of kindly feeling is beneath all that rugged surface. 
Yes, yes; the man who has tho adoration of that dear little 
wife of yours must have some right to it. Well, well, 1 was 
glad to see you there to-day ; though I hadn’t any opportunity 
of getting near you. If 1 hacl been near you, 1 would have 
asked if you had ever heard anything more of that odd vulgar 
woman who made these absurd charges against our friend 
Clarkson Fielding 1 Has she absconded 1 * 

4 1 know nothing about her, now/ 

4 No, no, of course you wouldn’t know anything about her 
yourself ; but I thought you might have heard, perhaps. It is 
an odd thing that from the first moment I saw that woman I 
set her down as a liar of the first magnitude. 1 hope Fielding 
will have the firmness to prosecute her to the utmost extent of 
the law’s rigour. 1 told him so more than once. It isn't any 
personal affair of his ; if it were, I should be for mercy as well 
as anyone ; but it is a public duty ; it is for the public safety. 
Think how that woman got taken up as a sort of leader of a 
movement here ; and think of tho harm that may he brought 
on any good and great cause by such a creature. No, no ; the 
utmost rigour of the law ought to be administered to her — to 
her and her accomplices, whoever they may tie. You agree with 
me, Charlton, my good friend ? * 

4 If I were ail accomplice of hers,’ Charlton said, 4 1 should 
take care to get outside the reach of justice/ 

4 Quite so ; yes ; you think the case so clear against her ? 
You are right, Charlton; quite right. Well, to pass to other 
topics. Do you .observe, Charlton, that I am somewhat in good 
spirits to-day, more than usual 1 9 
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* You do seem to me to l>e very happy/ Charlton said, 
looking nt|liim curiously. ‘You seem out of place in this 
dismal old room.* ** 

' Dismal 1 Oh, come, dismal ! — “ stone walls do not a prison 
make,” you know. When Mrs. Charlton is here, her presence 
gilds these — ah, ah — spaces, let us say. But I am somewhat 
radiant. First, I am delighted at the auspicious marriage of 
our two dear friends ; and in the next instance I have some 
good news of my own.’ 

Charlton, with one hand screening his eyes, looked up at 
him with a certain melancholy curiosity. The gaunt figure of 
Lefussis had in it ordinarily something that roused in Robert 
Charlton a sense of the ridiculous. He always looked with 
great contempt upon Lefussis, and did not give to his accounts 
of interviews with high officials any credit for even that basis of 
truth which they real ly possessed, and which the uncontrolled 
imagination of poor Lefussis piled up with the very palaces and 
Taj-Mahals of political responsibility. It is not difficult for a 
pushing self-conceited person in London, who is always busy in 
the political crowd, to get to an occasional interview with some 
great official ; and when Lefussis w as admitted to speech of a 
secretary of state, he took the civil commonplaces of bored 
officialism for private and confidential communications. Charlton 
did not believe in liis good news now'. * His melancholy curiosity 
was only for the poor creature who allowed himself to be gulled 
with vain imaginings. 

‘Yes/ Lefussis said; ‘congratulate me, Charlton ; I have 
got an appointment. At last ; at last.' 

‘ Indeed ? That is, you have been promised an appointment 
don’t you mean % ' 

‘ Ho, no ; more than that. Quite different, my dear friend. 
T have had private assurance that the place is at my disposal. 
Just the very thing I should have wished for; hoc erat in voti&, 
Charlton ! The place of assistant-deputy administrator of the 
St. Xavier’s Settlements, where my dear friend Victor Heron 
was administrator once. I had the news to-day in confidence 
from Sir Wilberforce Fielding himself.’ 

Charlton now began to be really surprised. This was some- 
thing like substance 

‘ Yes, indeed. The fact is, it was he who took the thing in 
hand ; inspired, I need hardly say, by my dear friends Clarkson 
and Gabrielle Fielding. He has ever so many powerful friends, 
and he doesn’t do anything in politics himself, and never asks a 
favour ; so of course, when he said a word for an old colonial 

4 a 2 
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servant like myself, who was unjustly treated by a former 
government, the thing was done. Yes ; I am to g<f. out almost 
immediately. A splendid thing, Charlton ; salary* and emolu- 
ments come to quite five hundred a year. Five hundred a year, 
Charlton ; think of that. Why, my dear fellow, I am not 
ashamed to say that for years back I have seldom been in a 
position to expend much more than fifty pounds a year.* 

There was a twinkle of moisture in the eyes of Lefussis. He 
turned away for a moment. Then he resumed his former 
position. 

4 Well, that’s the good news, Charlton,’ He said ; * and I 
was anxious to tell you first thing. I knew I could count 
on your congratulations. We are old friends ; and 1 may say 
weTiave tasted of the cup of adversity together. I say we haw 
tasted of it, because I am well assured that for you there is 
prosperity in store. You are young ; you have energy ; you 
have talents, sir — great artistic talents ; and you have friends 
who will stand by you until you can stand up for you self. 
Your course, Charlton, is clear.’ 

4 So it is,* Charlton said. 4 My course is clear.* 

4 1 am delighted to hear you say so.* Lefussis was not 
a particularly observant person, and he followed Charlton’s 
words without noticing the manner in which they were spoken. 
4 1 knew it, of course, but I am to be made sure. Thank Heaven, 
then, we are all in a fair way. And so we are all leaving this 
old place ! It will know us no more, Charlton. Fielding is 
gone; and I am going; and you will go next. Well, I hope 
three good fellows will come in our places and be prosperous too 
in their turn. Good evening, Charlton, my dear friend. You 
will give my compliments to your wife, won’t you ? ’ 

4 When I see her,’ Charlton said. 

4 1 may look in upon you to-morrow morning as I pass/ 
Lefussis said, 4 if I have any further news.’ 

4 1 am going to be locked in and very busy all to morrow/ 
Charlton answered without looking up. 

4 Oh, indeed ? very good ; to-morrow evening then, perhaps, 
somewhere about this hour.* 

4 If you knock about this hour to-morrow evening,* said 
Charlton, 4 and I hear you, I’ll open the door and shall be glad 
to see ypu. I can promise you that much.* 

4 Oh, I’ll make you hear me fast enough.* 

4 You may have to knock loudly.’ 

4 Why so, my dear friend ? are you likely to be asleep 1 9 
Lefussis asked, turning back as he was about to leave the room, 
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.and for the first time looking at Charlton with a certain surprise 
or curiosityf 

i I may be asleep/ Charlton said ; * very likely/ 

4 Then why should I disturb you, my dear friend 1 * 

* You will not disturb me/ 

Lefnssis stopped for a moment uncertain \ but Charlton had 
buried his head in his work again, and did not appear inclined 
to cany on any more conversation. Lefussis was not a very 
keen observer of men. He studied the affairs of continents 
and of nations only. But he was dimly conscious of something 
odd in the manner of Charlton which impressed him with a 
certain uncomfortable sensation, and which he was able to recall 
A ery vividly afterwards. For the moment, however, he paid 
no further attention to it. He asked Charlton if he had noticed 
the strange look of the evening, and he predicted a storm. 
Then he said good-night and went to his own room, to sit there 
alone and meditate for hours on the bright future which he saw 
at length expanding before him, and which was to repay him 
fur so many years of hope deferred. 

When Lefussis had gone, Charlton sat for some time thinking 
Then he got up and began to put things in order as if he were 
preparing the place for some new tenant. He kept going in and 
out of the two rooms incessantly, arranging every article of 
dress or furniture in its proper place. Once it so happened that 
in his arrangements he brought a cloak which Janet had left 
lieliind her out of the bedroom and put it for the time on a 
chair in the sitting-room. He forgot it there apparently, and it 
was allowed to rest on the chair while ho went on with his self- 
appointed labour. lie had now a lamp lighted in each room ; 
but the lamps were not fully turned on, and the light was dim. 
Once, as he cam© out of the bedroom, his eyes fell upon the 
chair with the cloak on it ; and his surprised imagination filled 
.the cloak with the familiar form, and for the moment he actually 
f thought that Janet herself was there. He gave a shrill cry, 
[like that of a restless sleeper, and called 4 Janet, Janet 1 1 and 
then the empty cloak became an empty cloak again, and he took 
lit up and threw it aside with a growl of contempt for his out- 
I break of imagination. When he had gSt everything into such 
order as seemed to him fitting, he went into tho bedroom, locked 
the door, carefully closed the windows, and covered over their 
crevices with table-covers and such-like articles ; and stuffed the 
chimney with old garments, and stopped up the keyholes. 



358 


DONNA QUIXOTE. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE NIGHT OF STORM. 

The storm broke at last on London ; and broke in fury. So 
wild a storm had not been felt in the metropolis for many a 
year. It was more like some tornado in the tropics than an 
outburst of bad weather in moderate London. It came first 
with a fierce downpour of rain which swept over the streets like 
the rush of a great stream bursting its bounds; and there was 
blue lightning, and a wind that made steeples rock, and seemed 
as if it meant to uproot the trees in the quiet parks wholly 
unused to such passionate vehemence. When the rain ceased, 
the wind only grew still more fierce and furious. It was about 
ten o’clock when the rain set in, and by eleven the hurricane 
was blowing. It soon swept the streets well-nigh clear of 
passengers. Those who had to fare home in despite of it found 
themselves blown round corners and glad to cling to lamp-posts, 
even though these supporters shook and creaked and rattled in 
the blast. The crossing of a bridge was a formidable piece of 
work even for a stout man. Here and there a little party would 
be seen returning southward from one of the theatres, two men 
and a woman perhaps, and their efforts to get across one of 
the bridges seemed like the enterprise of Prime's everlasting 
spider, so often were they beaten back and so sturdily and good- 
humouredly did they try the attempt again. The men put the 
woman between them, and with her clinging to eacli they boldly 
breastod the gale. They were driven back, and they were 
compelled to twirl round, to turn sideways, edgeways, any way 
to got out of the full force of the wind. Then they made a rush 
when there was a little lull and got a certain way, and so, no 
doubt, at last accomplished the passage with much laughter and 
screaming and rustling of skirts and wild clutching of hats. The 
boats and barges under the bridges were tom from their* 
moorings and dashed against each other with creaking and! 
groaning that sounded spmetimes like the agony of human beings 
drowning in some darksome pool. There was a high tide, too, 
+o make matters worse, and on the low-lying south side the 
water flooded many of the houses and drove the inmates into the 
howling and rain-scourged streets for shelter. 

In many houses that were not at all shaky or in danger 
people sat up half the night watching and shivering and not 
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knowing what to do — afraid to remain indoors and not liking to 
trust thenjselves to the wet and windy streets, with, after all, 
perhaps, no real peril to their roofs to warrant any precipitation. * 
These were, however, only the norvous few. People in general 
only thought of the storm as having a possible danger for other 
persons, perhaps even in other towns, or out at sea, but did not 
think it had any particular application to themselves. Perhaps 
the only serious danger was for old and unsteady houses that 
stood alone or at the end of a row or at a comer, and against 
which, therefore, the wind was free to blow with all its strength. 
There was not a great deal of harm done. Here and there a 
house or part of a house fell in, and then there was wild 
consternation all through that quarter, and report ran that half 
London was being blown down, and people swarmed into the 
streets until the moment of alarm passed away and they one by 
one crept under cover again. The storm had at least given good 
warning, and there was time for those to get away who feared 
that thoir roofs would not hold up over their heads. There was 
crash and noise enough everywhere to keep alarm alive and 
prevent people from being taken unawares. 

Slates and bricks and chimney-pots were falling here and 
there ; many an old sign-post which had swung for generations 
uninjured came clattering to the ground. In dull old out-of-the- 
way streets there were ancient publiefrouses with signs bearing 
names which carried one back a generation or two in tlio history 
of popular hero-worship ; where the 4 Admiral Rodney ' or the 
4 Sidney Smith ’ or the 4 Regent's Arms ' emblazoned on a swing- 
ing board told of a steady-going business that did not trouble 
itself about new ways and new heroes. In many such places 
the old signs came tumbling down, and were never put up again. 
They might have remained there for ever, only for the storm ; 
but when they actually did come down, the owners suddenly 
discovered that it was time to make a change and to move with 
the age. More than one 4 Beaconsfield Arms' and ‘.Cyprus 
House 9 dates from that stornj and the falls that it brought along 
with it. # 

Janet' Charlton was one of those whom the storm alarmed, 
although hardly for herself. She was well housed in Gabriel le's 
little dwelling, and though the trees were blown about with 
much crash and disturbance, yet the possibility of anything 
happening to the house itself, beyond at most the fall of a 
chimney-pot, could hardly have occurred even to nervous and 
timorous Janet. But it had boen a melancholy day with her. 
She was sincerely delighted at Gabrielle's happiness: she 



3 *> DONNA QUIXOTE. 

would have gladdened at anything that gave her and Fielding 
any joy. Yet the marriage and its surroundings could (not but fill 
Janet’s heart with thoughts of her own marriage, her own 
disappointments, her own misery and loneliness, and she *shed 
many a tear as she moped through the deserted rooms. They 
had a specially deserted air just now ; for Mrs. Leven had sent 
at once and dismantled the memorial room, and had every relic 
of Albert Yanthorpe carried away from the place. All this 
gave such an appearance to a house as it might have when a 
(lead body is borne out of it in its coffin. The dismantled room 
had a dismal fascination for poor Janet, who kept haunting it 
as sadly as a ghost might have done, and truly to as little 
purpose as ghosts usually have when frequenting drearily the 
houses of the living. When the sun faded out of the sky and 
the yellow ominous clouds began to cover up everything with 
a sulphurous pall, Janet got to think that the end of the world, 
:>r something very like it, must Riirely be at hand ; and when at 
Jast the storm burst, it found her with shattered nerves, all 
terror-stricken anticipation and agony of fear. Mrs. Bramble 
was an early woman, and was somewhat displeased to see, as she 
passed Janet's room, that the light was streaming from under 
the door. She knocked at the door and, without waiting for 
any answer, opened it and went in, and found Janet fully 
dressed and looking out of the window with uneasy eyes. This 
seemed to Mrs. Bramble highly irregular ; and she always held 
to the opinion that when the mistress of n house was absent, 
things ought to go on with special regularity. Otherwise she 
thought there would be a sort of defection of duty. 

Mrs. Bramble was not able to speak without a certain 
sharpness of tone when she saw Janet fully dressed at such un 
hour. 

* Goodness gracious, child ! whatever aro you doing there ? 
Why ain’t you in bed asleep ? Don’t you know it’s past eleven ? ' 

1 1 can’t sleep, aunt ; I don’t like to go to bed. Don’t you 
hear the storm how it rages "among, the trees 1 ’ 

‘ 1 hear the wind, sure enough ; and it’s dreadful ; but you 
and I can’t stop it, Janet ; and it won’t do us any harm. This 
house won’t be blown down, you may be sure of that.’ 

‘No; I wasn’t thinking of that, aunt; I was thinking * 

c Yes ; what were you thinking of ] ’ 

‘ I was thinking — of Bobert. I wonder if any harm has 
happened to him ? ’ 

‘ Goodness, Janet 1 not a bit, you may be sure. What harm 
could happen to him ? You don’t suppose the wind would blow 
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him away, ho you? You may set your mind at rest about him ; 
nothing ev*r happens to that sort of man/ % 

4 I don’t know ; I feel uneasy ; I can’t tell why, but I s*m 
afraid something bad is happeiiing to Robert/ 

Mrs. Bramble grew irfipatient. 

4 Janet, you are too absurd. Why are you thinking about 
that man at all ? I dare say he isn’t thinking about you/ 

4 1 don’t know/ poor Janet said ; 4 perhaps he isn’t ; I can’t 
help that ; I am thinking about him. I am sure we shall hear 
some bad news of him soon. Why is there such a storm at 
such a time ? and why was the sky so yellow all the evening, 
aunt? it isn’t natural.’ 

Mrs. Bramble gave a little impatient laugh. 

4 My good girl, I ain’t anything of a weather-prophet, and I 
don’t know why the sky was yellow or why the storm came. I 
suppose Providence sends storms when it sees fit, and makes the 
sky any colour it likes. But 1 can tell you one thing for 
certain : the sky wasn’t yellow nor the storm didn’t come because 
of your husband or anything about him. He ain’t of quite so 
much importance as all that, I can assure you/ 

4 1 didn’t mean that/ said Janet; 4 1 only meant that when 
such strange tilings happen, people get frightened — women do, 
and they think perhaps something is happening to those they 
care about. Robert don’t deserve it of me ; but I can’t help 
thinking of him to-night. Aunt, do you think I could go to 
Irira ? * '* 

4 Go to him ? to-night ? at this hour of the night ? ' 

4 Yes, aunt ; it is not so very late. If 1 could just go and 

make sure that he was well ’ 

4 You silly goose ! Of course you can’t go at this hour of 
the night. Who is to go with you ? and how could you get in 
there if you did go? and how do yon know he is there ? How do 
you know what sort of a welcome you would get if you saw him ? * 

4 1 don’t know; I dare say he wouldn’t like it ’ * 

4 You may be sure he wouldn’t. Go to bed, there’s a good 
girl, and we’ll talk it over in the morning/ 

4 1 suppose that is the best thing to do/ Janet said despon- 
dently. 4 1 am sorry for troubling you, aunt; but I got so full 
of strange fancies, somehow/ 

‘Please, Janet, don’t tell tell me of any strange fancies At 
this time of night ; I don’t want to be put from my sleep. I 
have something to do to-morrow, and I can’t afford to lose my 
night's rest/ 

Janet plaintively acknowledged the practical justice of this 
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appeal, and she learned from tlie increasing acerbity of her 
aunt’s tone of voice that it was time to bring the dialogue to a 
SJ^se. Mrs. Bramble was a thoroughly kind and go(d woman, 
but she had very little sympathy with people’s fancies. She was 
an efficient woman, and much prided herself on her efficiency ; 
and she was strongly of opinion that if people wanted to be of 
any use in the world, they had better jaot trouble themselves and 
their friends with such things as fancies. 

Janet made no further remonstrance. But she did not go 
to bed or to sleep just then. She stood at the window and tried 
to peer into the wild night, and shuddered at every new roar of 
the wind and crash of the trees, and endeavoured to make out 
in what direction lay Bolingbroke Place, and wondered if Robert 
was there, and if he was sorry that she was not with him. 

The wind certainly was blowing with peculiar ferocity and 
effect over Bolingbroke Place. It will be remembered that 
Bolingbroke Place consisted of one row of tall old decaying 
houses, with a long wall in front of them and another wall 
stopping up the thoroughfare at the end. Bolingbroke Place 
was, in fact, only a lane or a court, with a row of houses for one 
side and a dead wall for the other. The wall screened one of 
the drear old gardens of the institutions with which the region 
abounded, and now over this wall the wind was free to blow 
with all its might and main in the face of the row of houses. The 
house in which Charlton lived was the last in the row, and had 
therefore an unprotected side as well as anjunprotected front. It 
was always a shaky and decaying old structure. The reader 
will perhaps rememlxjr the shuddering sensation which came 
over Gabrielle the first time she turned into Bolingbroke Place 
and saw its grey and mournful old walls, with the gaunt door- 
ways and the crumbling steps. The wind now made wild work 
among the chimney pots and in and out of the corridors and 
along the rattling window-sashes of the forlorn old building. 
One need not have been very nervous to feel some alarm when 
with every fresh spasm of the storm the old house strained and 
shivered and creaked almost as much as a ship might in a mid- 
Atlantic gale. But the occupiers of the hbuse were, for the 
most part, of tho happy-go-lucky, or the unhappy-go-unlucky, 
order, who did not trouble themselves much with thinking what 
was likoly to come next, but waited indifferently and let things 
take their way. It did not appear as if the fierceness of 
tho storm much troubled Robert Charlton. No sound came 
from his rooms after he had locked himself in. Nor did Mr. 
Lefnssis at first pay much attention to the raging of the gale 
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and tlie rattling of the window-panes and sashes. lie had some- 
thing else to think of. He was at once working and dreaming. 
He was ^making preparations for his new career, and he 
indulging in the most delightful fancies as to its successes. His 
work of arranging and packing might have been easily done, 
only that when he had made any arrangement complete as he 
thought, he instantly found that it was all wrong and had to be 
gone over again. What with tliis constant work of doing and 
undoing and his delicious dreams of future success, fame, and 
happiness, the hours passod away quickly enough, and he had 
not much leisure to think of the storm that raged outside, and 
indeed pervaded very palpably the howling corridors and the 
gnsty chambers. In truth, Lefussis was not in Bolingbrokc 
Place at all. He was away in soft islands amid languishing 
southern seas, where all manner of injustice had long been 
wrought on benign natives, and where he, Jasper Lofussis, had 
come to undo all the wrong and cam a monument more lasting 
than brass. 

One tremendous rush of the wind, greater and fiercer than 
any that had gone before, startled Lefussis back to the substantial 
world of present Loudon. I11 all fierce gusts of wind in a city 
there are blended sounds that seem like cries of human agony 
and the crash of falling buildings, and Lefussis thought he heard 
some such sounds now. Could any chimney or gables have 
fallen near him? It was a terribly tmeient and shaky quarter, 
he knew, in which Bolingbroke Place stood, and Bolinghroke 
Place was about the shakiest of all, and the particular house 
which held Lefussis ho might have assumed to be the most 
rickety tenement of the whole region. Still, Lefussis was not 
thinking of that house ; no one expects that anything is going 
to happen to the house he lives in. But 'when this tremendous 
roar of wind came, Lefussis felt the floor beneath him tremble 
and shake, and for a moment it occurred to him that the shock 
of an earthquake was passing over the place. But the loud, 
splitting, crashing sound was too near to be the echo of any far- 
off convulsion ; and suddenly Lefussis saw to his horror that a 
wall before him was distinctly parting in two, near its juncture 
with another wall. The first impression of humanity on seeing 
any entirely strange sight is to regard it as something quite in 
the ordinary course of things, and Lefussis must have gazed, for 
a full second of time at the sundering wall before it occurred to 
him to think of the meaning of that portentous spectacle. Then 
he jumped to his feet and ran into the passage, crying out that 
the house was falling. He ran to the door of Charlton’s room, 
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and beat and kicked at it, and shouted to Charlton get up, 
and he tried to drive in the door with might and main, but it 

firmly locked inside, and ho could not force iu open; it 
seemed the one firm thing in all that tottering tenement. He 
found the passages now filled with excited people dressed, half- 
dressed, hardly dressed at all, making for the stairs and the street 
as for bare life. Giving one last and useless kick at Charlton's 
door, Lefussis ran downstairs too. 

Home of the rooms in the house were fortunately unoccupied ; 
and there were not many women or children there at any time. 
Bolingbroke-Place lodgers were usually persons of somewhat 
ijeady and self-sufficing ways ; and they were quick to get out of 
any difficulty with very little notice. The old house kept 
heaving and cracking a good deal before it finally collapsed. 
Rafters and beams were heard to snap, and volumes of antique 
dust poured forth on every side. Ancient wainscotings groaned 
and creaked, and at last broke up and sent affrighted rats 
scampering in whisking haste all over the crashing floors. Tlio 
inmates had good warning, therefore, and were some of them 
already out in the street, and some even in the square beyond, 
when the upper floors were heard to give way and to fall with a 
half-smothered crash like ail avalanche whose voice is stiflod in 
the new masses of snow which receive it in its descent. Every- 
one was safely out of the danger except Robert Charlton. In 
the confusion, not many thought of him ; and when he was 
thought of, people were not even certain whether he was in the 
house at the time ; everyone knew that he was out a great deal 
of nights lately ; and although Lefussis had seen him in the 
evening, yet it was well known that it was not until a much 
later hour that he usually went out. It seemed at first, therefore, 
highly probable that he too bad escaped the ruin. Lefussis was 
able to say that although he bad risked bis own life by waiting 
to give the alarm to Charlton, and although he had knocked and 
kicked end shouted with an energy that might have wakened 
the famous Seven Sleepers themselves, ho had not received any 
answer or heard the faintest-sound of life stirring in Charlton's 
room. So it was set down for the moment as certain that 
Charlton too had escaped, and that no one had been harmed by 
the sudden fall of the house. For the house was down ; the old 
tenement in Bolingbroke Place, where Gabriellc first met her 
lover, was a shapeless heap of nnpicturasque ruins. 

When the ruins came to be explored, it was found that 
Charlton had not escaped. But although his body was found 
buriod beneath a mound of fallen masomy, it was not certain 
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that he ha* j. died a victim to the accident. From a few evidences 
left behind him it was inferred by some that he had intended to 
kill himself that night with charcoal in the painless French? 
fashion — his temperament always shrank from pain ; but it was 
not certain whether he had accomplished his purpose in his own 
way, or had been anticipated by the storm and the fall of the 
house. Lofussis was of opinion that Charlton had done the work, 
or at least was doing it, when he knocked and tried to save him ; 
and that he was then too stupefied to answer, or else was actually 
dead. But he did not say much about this. It would be less 
painful for Janet and for others, he thought, if it were still 
possiblo to believe that Charlton was merely the victim of an 
accident ; and for once Lefussis knew how to hold his tongue. 
The death of Robert Charlton, it may be said at once, put a 
stop to any further proceedings in the matter of Paulina and her 
confession. Paulina was allowed to go her ways ; nobody cared to 
punish her. She returned to the United States and took to the 
stage in New Orleans. She was generally understood to have 
some romantic story, people did not precisely know what; but 
it was assumed to have something to do with a secret marriage, 
a conspiracy, and the British aristocracy. There was a some- 
what general impression that if she had her rights she would 
have been called Lady Paulina ; and indeed some persons among 
her acquaintance did address her by that title, and she did not 
reprehend them. Many biographies of her appeared in the 
Southern papers, the particulars of which were for the moot 
part inexact. A mysterious halo of fame surrounded the Lady 
Paulina, and the Lady Paulina enjoyed it. 


CHAPTER XL. 

‘FAREWELL, YE LOVERS; THE SWEET DAY IS YOURS.* 

We may be allowed to turn back a few hours in the story. It 
is evening ; and Clarkson and* Gabriel le Fielding are alone in the 
grounds around Sir Wilberforce’s house in the country. They 
hacl travelled down an easy run of a hundred miles or so, and 
found themselves now as far away from all associations of 
Loudon as though they were in the heart of some far-olf country. 
They had had all the singular beauty of the day during their 
journey ; they seemed to have travelled away even from the 
promises of storm which had been brooding over London and 
were to be fulfilled at last. It is needless to say that they were 
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very happy. Perhaps there was a certain sense of security in their 
happiness which is not given even to all true lovers. Each had 
^fJC'uiliaiities of character which marked the one as u man, the 
other as a woman, unlike others. Clarkson ‘Fielding knew 
perfectly well that he had found in Gabiielle the one woman whom 
he could love and live with, whom he could recognise as his 
appointed companion for life ; and ho knew that he would love 
her always as well as he know that he would like sunshine 
and the summer always. To G a hr idle her love and her mar- 
riage came as a positive rescue from a life of which she was 
growing weary. A new life in the true sense was opening on 
her; a life of genuine deep love, and therefore, come whs it 
might, of happiness. The reality of the past seemed at its 
best but a dull dream and a mistake. Now for the first timo 
she seemed to live and to have a motive for living. 

The new life could not have begun more delightfully than 
among those ancient quiet trees in the evening. Clarkson had 
not seen the place for years, and it gave him great pleasure to 
go over it with Gabi ielle now and to tell her of the many associa- 
tions he had with this room and that, this path among the woods 
or the other. He was not without a certain penitential feeling 
as he went over the house in which he had been so mutinous and 
discontented, and he told Gabiielle that there were many spots 
at which he felt inclined to stop and. after the example of l)r. 
Johnson, stand bareheaded for penance. 

f The truth is, I was a terribly mutinous young fool, Gabiielle. 
I didn’t like anything. Why 1 so hated the name of Clarkson 
then I can’t imagine. Now, when you call me Clarkson, it 
sounds like music, Gabiielle.* 

4 Yes; hut I supposo that is different,’ Gabiielle said ; and 
then she stopped, as if she had been saying something in her own 
praise. 

4 Well, it is rather different,’ he said. 4 And then, Gabiielle, 
think, e**ter all, if I had not been so mutinous what might have 
happened. I should probably have never left my father’s 
house — I should never have gone knocking about the world ; I 
should have been a good boy here at home with Wilberforce, and 
then * 

4 Yes, and then 1 ’ 

4 Well, then I should probably never have gone to Boling - 
broke Place ; and I might never have seen you.’ 

4 Oh, hut I don’t think that would be possible,* Gabrielle 
said quite earnestly. 4 1 know we must have met somewhere ; 
I don’t believe that things are left to chance like that.' 
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1 Well, Suppose we had met in some drawing-room somewhere, 
in the regular way. You wouldn’t have fel t the slightest interest^ 
in me ; I lever should have known poor Philip Vanthorpe, &»id 
you would never have mistaken me for him ; and I should have 
had nothing to tell you which could have interested you in the 
least ; and I should have been to you like any other young man.’ 

‘ At first perhaps ; but not after.’ 

4 But there would only be the 44 at first ; ” for I should have 
had nothing to tell you which would have interested you and led 
on to any “ after.” You wouldn’t have sent for me to your house 
and thought I was a poor artist of some kind, and tried to 

do me a good turn, and won my heart in that way No, 

1 don’t mean that either, for I fell madly in love with you the 
moment I saw you on the steps at Bolingbroke Place. But 
you would never have given a second thought to me ; and you 
would have fallen in love with someone else.’ 

4 No : that could never have been,’ Gabriellc said. 4 If you 
and I had not met, I never should have cared for anyone on 
this earth. I should have led a lonely life, and gradually out- 
lived all my illusions, and found that I could not do much 
in the world to make life worth having, and perhaps taken 
to ritualism in the end from merely not knowing what else 
t-o do with myself. Or I might have talked a pessimism all of 
my own making, like Claudia Lemuel.’ 

4 I shall always celebrate as my birthday,’ Fielding said, 4 the 
day 1 first met you on the steps at Bolingbroke Place.* 

‘ Do you know the exact day 1 * Gabrielle asked. 

‘ Know it ? I should think 1 did. I am not likely to forget 
it. I have marked it down in white in the calendar of my life. 
Know the exact day] Why, I began life on that day. I will 
tell you the date, Gabrielle, and you shall keep it as my birth- 
day too.’ \ 

‘You need not tell me the day,’ Gabrielle said, blushing 
slightly. * I know it.’ « 

4 1 love Bolingbroke Place,’ Fielding said, 4 and yet I don't 
want to see it any .more.* 

4 Nor I. I never wished to see it after that last day when we 
saw her there. I only want it to live in my memory now as it 
once was. I said farewell to it that last day, hoping never 
to see it again.* * 

They indulged in a good deal of such speculation as they 
lounged under the trees. Do lovers newly married really talk 
much about their love ? I am inclined to think they do not ; that 
they are shy and timid in their new relationship ; and that only by 



368 DONNA QUIXOTE. 

tittle occasional glimpses do they come upon the [one great 
theme that occupies the heart of each. Gabrielle and Fielding 
"elk* not talk a great deal about their love in direct \vords that 
evening; they touched upon it, for the most part, by indirect 
allusion, by reference to this day and that, this event and 
that, which bore upon their fate. A certain tender, reticence, 
perhaps, was most truly consistent with happiness like theirs 
and temperaments like theirs. Now and then some half- articu- 
late, wholly irrepressible expression of emotion would testify to 
the reality of youth and the fervour of love ; but in truth the 
tilings we feel most deeply seldom get spoken in this world. 
Besides, each knew what the other felt ; words could not have 
made it more clear. 

While they were loitering through Wilbeiforce’s woods and 
gardens, a telegram from Wilberforce himself was brought to 
Clarkson. It contained some important news. 

* Need not think of going to New Orleans. Woman Van- 
tliorpe has confessed her wholo story a plot. Don’t trouble 
about this, and don’t come back. Time enough ; only I thought 
3xm would like to know. Will write to-morrow.’ 

‘ She became repentant,' G abrielle exclaimed. ‘ I thought tl uit 
would be so. I don’t think she had a bad heart-, after all.’ 

Fielding did not say a word to disturb Gabrielle’s charitable 
belief. But ho did not himself believe that the confession had 
been brought about by pure repentance. He thought it much 
more likely that someone who had been concerned in the plot 
with Paulina had proved untrustworthy or seemed likely to do 
so, and that Paulina had found it convenient, for some reason 
or other, to anticipate a revelation. It was, however, a great 
relief to him to think that there would be no necessity for him 
to begin his married life by an expedition to New Orleans, and 
he readily undertook to promise to Gabrielle that so far as it was 
in his power he would endeavour to prevent any punishment 
from filling on Paulina. He was not by any means satisfied 
that to make such a promise was acting the part of a truly 
good citizen and a public-spirited man. He greatly doubted 
whether Solon or Socrates would have consented to such a 
leniency towards the wrongdoer ; but at the moment he thought 
a good deal more of the happiness of Gabrielle than of Solon 
or Socrates. 

‘ Very good. We will leave her,’ Fielding said gravely, i to 
the vengeance of Heaven, as they used to do in the old-fashioned 
dramas when it was time for the curtain to come down, and 
it was not thought cheerful to have anyone killed.’ 
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f Her own conscience/ said Gabrielle emphatically, ‘will be 
her sufficient punishment.' 

4 Yes/ Yielding answered. 4 1 daro say ; oh yes — exactly/ 

‘Under such conditions of education and life/ Gabrielle 
pleaded, 4 we might have been all like her.' 

4 Well, no/ he answered, 4 1 think not. J think we should 
have been a little more true to our comrades, Gabrielle, you and 
I, even if we had been brought up in the slums.' 

4 But you don't know that she has not been true to any- 
one now. She has only accused herself.' 

4 Ah, yes, quite true,' Fielding said; and he dropped the 
subject. He would not at such a time communicate to Gabrielle 
the suspicions ^hich were in his mind with regard to Paulina and 
her penitence. 

Among tho many sources of satisfaction which they had 
in the conditions of their new life was the fact that they were 
not- on the most cordial terms with Mis. Leven, and that they 
were not therefore supposed to render to her any manner of - 
account concerning the life which they might resolve to lead. 
For the wisdom of the world and its respectabilities Clarkson 
and Gabrielle had marvellously little reverence, and they were 
quite resolved to live their own lives. But it was something of 
a relief to be free from the trouble of answering friendly re- 
monstrances on the subject. As yefc k they had not any definite 
idea of what sort of life they were to lead, or even where it 
was to be led ; and they put aside the merely practical part of the 
subject. They were determined to have their holiday to the 
very full of its enjoyment. 

The house stood well on the side of a hill, and on the 
side looking southward; the greater part of the woods and 
grounds were on the other side. As Gabrielle and Fielding 
now stood in front of the house, they could see over a vast 
extent of country stretching away to the south. Below in the 
hollow, almost as it seemed at their feet, ran a brook that “Served 
as a boundary on that side to "Wilberforce’s demesne. The lovers 
stood a moment in silence and enjoyed the quiet beauty of the 
scene, and allowed its influence to steal upon them and to 
become part of their sensations and of their happiness. The 
ripple of the stream itself seemed to blend in with their thoughts 
and to be a part of the delight of their lives and of the dreams 
of their future. Sunset and a rippling stream will come up to 
the consciousness of this pair for ever after when they think of 
the opening of a happy married life. It will be inseparable 
from the thought, as a certain strain of music or the scent of 
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sotife flower is from many of our association?. For awhile they . 
were silent, Gabrielle leanod upon his arm and they looked 
srntliward, % 

After a time, the attention of both became attracted by the 
strange appearance of the clouds that were piled up far away to 
the south. 

All pver tho sky, except to the south and at this particular 
point, there was a peculiar clearness and brightness. The 
heavens were slightly purpling with the descent of evening, but 
there were hardly any clouds even at the west, where the sun 
would soon begin to sink. Only at the south, low down and 
forming a dense mass, were the yellow sulphurous clouds. They 
were so piled up and pressed together that they looked like some 
solid material object; like tin irregular wall yellow hills 
breaking the horizon line. A traveller on some broad plain in 
other latitudes sometimes does tlnis see on the horizon a yellow 
mountain-range suddenly ariso alone and awful; and is im- 
pressed with a shuddering sensation, the sight is seemingly so 
unreal and yet is so real. At first, perhaps, he thinks he is but 
looking on a cloud-heap, and it is only after a while he feels 
convinced that it is a mountain-range. As Gabrielle and Clark- 
son looked southward each was for a moment inclined to think 
that tlie tawny mass was a hill of some *ind, so fixed and solid 
did it seem ; and only after some few moments of steady gazing 
did it become certain that no solid body w ns there, but a gather- 
ing of sulphur-coloured clouds. There whs scarcely any motion 
or change perceptible while they looked. The rack did not 
dislimb. Gabrielle and Fielding stood in silence for a while, 
the eyes of each fixed on tlie same spot in the sky. 

‘ IJow strange these masses of yellow clouds look ! At tho 
south, are they not 1 ’ Gabrielle said. 

1 At the south ? yes ; they seem to bo over London/ Fielding 
answered. 1 They tell of a coming storm. I know that 109k in 
the sky very well ; but it is uncommon in these latitudes. It 
means a downright regular tropical sort of storm. We are out 
of it, Gabrielle; it is not' coming our way. We have escaped 
from it. Come, is not that ominous of our future ? So lovely, 
so divine a morning for our marriage ; ancl then wc get into 
the train and are carried away from the regions of the storm 
'„nd brought safely down here. An omen ! yes, an omen ! I 
accept it/ 

4 But I hope there will be no harm done in London/ Gabrielle 
said anxiously.* 4 Will it be a great storm really, I winder i 
I hope no harm will come to anyone we know/ 
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It seemed strange to think of ham happening to anyone as 
they stood in that sheltered and beautiful place. Fielding^ 
watched with absorbing interest the sudden look of anxietyrtm 
Gabrielle’s face. It seemed to him so characteristic of her singu- 
larly unselfish nature. In the midst of her own new happiness 
she must stop to think of the chances of others who weie not so 
happy, or who might be in danger. i Are there many such 
women ? ' he asked himself as he looked into her eyes, ‘ or is there 
only one ; and if so, by what strange chance is she given to me ? * 

4 It will be nothing/ he said, soothing her. 4 What is a 
storm in England '? only a heavy shower of rifin and a few 
chimney-pots blown down. I don't even know that that mass 
of clouds is really over London ; only it is in the direction of 
London; and I thought somehow to-day, as we came down, 
that we seemed to bo travelling out of the pith of a storm. I 
confess I was selfish enough to be glad of it, Gabrielle : it 
looked so auspicious an omen. Let the storm come. Let it 
fall on Locksley Hall, as the egotistic lover says : ho doesn’t 
care what comes of Locksley Hall, once he is out of the place. 
Well, lovers are egotistic, disappointed or happy. I can’t help 
feeling something of the same kind. Let it fall on Bolingbroke 
Place, if it will : it ^on’t do much harm, I dare say/ 

4 No ; I suppose ho great harm comes of a storm in England. 
Still, the bare idea of anyone, perhaps, who is alive and happy 
now, being harmed or killed by something that seems trifling to 
us here — well, the truth is I am too happy, and my only trouble 
now is because I know there are others not so happy; that 
there are sad hearts; that there are eyes wet with tears of grief, 
while mine, my friend — I can't look up — are wet with tears of 
happiness/ 

4 Let us sit down here for a moment/ he said. 

There was a wooden seat near them and they sat down, 
and sho leaned on him, and for a while they were silent. Then 
they began to talk again. They talked of their plans wad pros 
pects, and of the future and the past, in low tones suited to the 
place and the hour and the conditions of their new life. They 
spoke of what was to he done with the money that Fielding 
would not accept and Gabrielle would not keep, and had many 
ideas about the way in which some good might most surely be 
made to come of it. Gabrielle was resolved to do something *- 
she did not exactly know what — to make Janet Charlton happy. 
Both remembered afterwards the curious fact that neither 
mentioned the name of Robert Charlton.* In truth, both 
Gabrielle and Fielding had a conviction somehow that things 
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were hopelessly wrong with Charlton, and each shrank from 
t the intrusion of his name into the dreams and schemes of such 
an hour. They went over alLthe events of their r past, ac- 
cording to the immemorial custom of lovers*: the * don't you re- 
member ’ this day, that day, and the other ; the times they met, 
the words they spoke, before either knew that the other loved ; 
and the rest of the sweet purposeless talk which all the wor ld 
talks when it is young and in love. Let us leave them then 
ldve and their happiness, with the evening song of the birds an " 
the soft murmur of the trees, and the ripple of the water ; wit i 
the future bright before them, and the pahe v ndcarcd ; let n • 
leave them there and go our several ways. 
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What it is ; its Kinds, Causes, Symptoms, Prognostics, and several 
Cures of it. In Three Partitions ; with their several Sections, Mem- 
bers, and Sub-sections, Philosophically, Medically, and Historically 
Opened and Cut-up. A New Edition, corrected and enriched by Trans- 
lations of the Classical Extracts. [/« the fra*. 
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/Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7 s. 6 d. 9 

Byron’s Letters and Journals. 

With Notices of his Life. By Thomas Moore. A Reprint of the 
Original Edition, newly revised, with T welve full-page Plates. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 141. 

Campbell’s (Sir GO White and Black : 

• The Outcome of a Visit to the United States. By Sir GEORGB 
Campbell, M.P. 

“ Few persons are likely to take it up without finis hi tic //.''—Nonconformist. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, is, 6 d, 

Carlyle (Thomas) On the Choice of Books. 

With Portrait and Memoir. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 s. 6 d. 

Century (A) of Dishonour : 

A Sketch of the United Slates Government's Dealings with some of 
the Indian Tribes. 


Small 410, cloth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, iqs, 6d . 

Chaucer for Children: 

A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. II A weis. With Eight Coloured 

Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 

Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2 j. 6 d. 

Chaucer for Schools. 

By Mrs. IIawkis, Author of “Chaucer for Children." 

“ IVe hail with //rash tv ike aPfiarr.nce of Mis. Uawch's 'Chamcr for Schools. 
Jlcr account oj *('/•, i/ncr the Tale-teller* A certainly the pleasantest, < hattiest, 
and at the same time one of the toiyidcst dt sa ip turns a) the old master, his iije and 
works and general sut roundings, that have ever hen written. '/ he chapter can- 
not be too highly praised." — A< adraiy. 

Crown 8 vo, doth extra, gilt, 7s. 6 d. 

Colman’s Humorous Works : 

“ Broad Grins," “ My Nightgown and Slippers," and other Humorous 
Works, Prose and Poetical, of Geokge Colman. With Life by G. 
B. Buckstone, and Frontispiece by Hqgabth. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works by : 

Demonology and DeviKLore. I!y Moncuke I). Conway, 

M.A. Two Vota., royal 8vo, with 65 Illustrations, 28*. 

11 A valuable contribution to mythological literature. . . . There is much 
good writing, a vast fund of humanity, undeniable earnest ness, and a delicate 
sense of humour, all set forth in pure English .” — Contemporary RrviiEW. 

A Necklace of Stones. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. 

Illustrated by W J. Hennjissy. Square 8vo, cloth extra, fs. * 

“ This delightful* Necklace oj Stories * is inspired with lovely and lofty % 
sentiments . ’ I t.i .u stra ted London News. 

The Wandering Jew, and the Pound of Flesh. By Moncure 
D. Conway, M.A. Crown Svo, cbth extra, 41'. Cd. [ In the press. 




6 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


^ Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Map and Illustrations, syr. 6d. 

Cleopatra’s Needle: 

Its Ac quisition and Removal to England. By Sir J. E Alexander. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations and Maps, 24s. 

Cope’s History of the Rifle Brigade 

(The Prince Consort's Own), formerly the 95th. By Sir William 
H. Cope, formerly Lieutenant, _Rifle Brigade. , 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 tld, j 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West 1 

of England ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustrations 
by George Cruikshank. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, 71. 6d. 

Creasy’s Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir Edward 
Creasy, Author of “The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.'* 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, 7 s. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present. 

By Willtam Jones, F.S. A., Author of “ Finger-Ring Lore,” &c. 

Two Vols., demy4to, handsomely bound in half-morocco, gilt, profusely 
Illustrated with Coloured and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, price £7 7 j. 

Cyclopaedia of Costume ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military— 
from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George the Third; 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a General History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of 
Europe. By J. R. PlanchIS, Somerset Herald. 

The Volumes may also he had separately (each Complete iu itself) at £3 13 s.6d. each : 

Vol. I. THE DICTIONARY. 

Vol. n. A GENERAL HISTORY OF COSTUME IN EUROPE. 

Also in 25 Parts, at sr. each. Cases for binding, 5s. each. 

"A comprehensive and highly valuable booh of reference, ,,, We have 
rarefa failed to find in this book an account of an article of dress, while in most 
ef the entries curious and instructive details are given, , . . Mr, Planch? t 
enormous labour of love , the production V a text which , whether in its dictionary 
form or in that of the * General History is within its intended scope immeasurably 
the best and*richest work on Costume in English, • r , . This booh is not only 
one of ike most readable works of the kind, but intrinsically attractive and 
amusing?— Athen^um. 

u A most readable and interesting work— and it can scarcely be consulted in 
vain , whether the reader is in search for information as to military, court, 
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume, . . • All the chromo-lithographs, 
and most of the woodcut illustrations— the latter amounting to several thousands 
are very elaborately executed; and the work forms a Uvre de luxe which renders 
it equally suited to the library and the ladies ’ drawing-room?— Times, 
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NEW WfiRK by the AUTHOR OF “PRIMITIVE MANNERS? 
* AND C US TOMS ."— Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Crimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria's (< Dei Delitti e ddle Pene. M 
By James Anson Farrer. 

Crown 8vo, doth gilt, Two very thick Volumes, 7 s. 6 d. each. 

Cruikshank’s Comio Almanack. 

Complete in Two Series ; The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second 
from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A’ Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 Woodcuts and Steel Engravings 
by Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, ioj. 6,/. 

Dickens —About England with Dickens. 

With Illustrations by Alfred Rimmer and Charles A. Vander- 
HOOF. \In preparation. 


Second Edition, revised and enlarged, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 241. 

Dodge’s (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds of 

the Great West : A Description of the Plains, Game, and Indians of 
the Great North American Desert. By Richard Irving Dodge, 
Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Anriy. With an Introduction 
by William Blackmoke ; Map, and numerous Illustrations drawn 
by Ernest Griset. 

Demy 8vo, $loth extra, 12J. 6d. 

Doran’s Memories of our Great Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, au. 

Drury Lane (Old) : 

Fifty Years’ Recollections of Author, Actori and Manager. By 
Edward Stirling. v 

“Mr. Stirling's two volumes of theatrical recollections contain^ apart from 
the interest of his own early experience when the London stage w.ts a very dif- 
ferent thing from what it now is, a quantity of amusing and interesting facts and 
anecdotes , new and old. The book is one which m%y be taken up in a space quarter 
of an hour or half hour with a tolerable certainty of lighting upm something of 
interest.”— Saturday Review. 

Demy 8vo, doth, 16 s. 

Dutt’s India, Past and Present; 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects, By Shoshee Chunijer 
Durr, R&i B&b&door. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


* Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart. 
” Mr, Grosart has spent the most laborious and the most enthusiastic care on 
the perfect restoration and preservation of the text. . . From Mr. Grosart toe 
always expect and always receive the final results of most patient and competent 
schoiarshtpf—MtXAMmKR 

i. Fletoher’s( Giles, B.D.) Com- 3. Herrick's (Robert) Hesperi- 

plots Poems s Christ's Victorie in des, Noble Numbers, and Complete 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Collected Poems. With Memorial* 

Christ's Triumph over Death, and Introduction and Notes, Steel Por* 

Minor Poems. With Memorial-In- trait. Index of First Lines, and 

troduction and Notes. OneVol. Glossarlal Index, &c. Three Vols. 

2 t Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 4. Sidney's (Sir Philip) Com- 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. plete Poetical Works, Including all 

to L. in Verse, and other hitherto those in “Arcadia." With Portrait, 

Unpublished MSS., for the first time Memorial- Introduction, Essay on 

Collected and Edited. Memorial- the Poetry of Sidney, and Notes. 
Introduction and Note s . Two Vols. Three Vol s. __ _ 

Imperial 8vo, with 147 fine Engravings, half-morocco, 36*. 

Early Teutonic, Italian, and French Masters 

(The). Translated and Edited from the Dohme Series, by A. II. 
Keane, M.A.I. With numerous Illustrations. 

,4 Cannot fail to be of the utmost use to students of art history ." — Times. 

Crown 8ve, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. <By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 3 6s. 

Emanuel and Grego.— A History of the Gold- 

smith’s and Jeweller’s Art in all Ages and in all Countries. By E. 
Emanuel and Joseph Grego. With numerous fine Engravings. 

* [In preparation . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Englishman’s House, The : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with . ^11 Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. Wit h nearl^6oo Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Evolutionist (The) At Large. 

By Grant Allen. 

“Mr. Allen's method of treatment , as explanatory of the scientific revolution 
known as evolution , gives a sort of personality and human character to the trout 
or the strawberry blossom , which invests them with additional ckarm % and makes 
many of his pages - read more like a fanciful fairy tale than a scientific work. 
. . .» Mr. Allen's essays ought te (pen many a half dosed eye" — Manchester 
Examiner* 
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Crown 8*o, doth sxtra, with nearly 300 Illustrations, js. 61 . * 

Evolution (Chapters on) ; 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develop- 
ment. By Andrew Wilson, Ph.D., F.R.S. Edin. &c. [fit preparation. 
Abstract of Contents .—The Problem Stated— Sketch of the Rke and Progress of 
Evolution— What Evolution is and what it is not— The Evidence for Evolution- 
Evidence from Development— Evidence from Rudimentary Organs— Evidence from 
Geographical Distribution— Evidence from Geology — Evolution and Environments— 
Flowers and their. Fertilisation and Development— Evolution and Degeneration— 
Evol ution and Ethics— The Rela tions of E vo lution to Ethics and Theology, & c. &c. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, doth extra, aw. 

Ewald.— -Stories from the State Papers. 

By Alex. Charles Ewald. [ 7 n preparation . 

Folio, cloth extra, £i i is. 6d, 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Foreign 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns Carr. 
n It would not be easy to meet with a more sumptuous % and at the same time* 
a more tasteful and in structive drawing-r oom book . —Nonconformist. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, dr. 

Fairholt’s Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and Its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By F. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 

ioo Il lustrations byjhe Author. . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4 s. 151 

Faraday’s Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a luvenile^Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
b y W. Crookes, F.C.S. With* numerous Illustrations. ; 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4J. 6 d. 

Faraday’s Various Forces of Nature. 

New Ed ition. Edited by W. Crookes.JF.C.S. Numero us Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7 s. 6d. 

Finger-Ring Lore : 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A* With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 
11 One of those gossiping books which are as full of amusement ffof instruct 
/iW— A thbnaium. m 

NEW NOVEL BY jVSTIN MCCARTHY. 

Gentleman’s; Magazine for January, 1881, 

Price One Shilling, contained the First Chapters of a New Novel 
entitled "The Comet of a Season,” by Justin McCarthy, M.^ t 
Author of "A History of Our Own Times,” " Dear Lady Disdain, ”&c. 
Science Notes, by W. Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., will aR» 
be continued Monthly. # 

%* Now ready , the Volume for July to December, 1880, cloth extra, 
price 8j. 6 d.; and Cases for binding, price as. each. 
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THE BUSKIN GRIMM .— Square 8vo, cloth extra* 6j. 6d . ; 
gilt edges, 7s. 6 d. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor. 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. Withaa Illustrations 
after the inimitable designs of George Cruikshank. Both Series 
Complete. 

" The illustrations of this volume • . . are of quite sterling and admirable 
art , of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales which 
they illustrate; and the original etchings , as I have before said in the Appendix to 
my * Elements of Draining were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem- 
brandt (in some qualities of delineation , unrivalled even by him). . .. To make 
somewhat enlarged copies of them , looking at them through a magnifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one t would be an exer- 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave af ‘forwards little to be learnt 
in schools." — Extract from Introduction by John Ruskin. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 s. 6d. 

Glenny’s A Year’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. 

u A great deal of valuable information , conveyed in very simple language . The 
amateur need not wish for a better guide ." — Leeds Mercury. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 6 d. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The : 

An Encyclop/edia of Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor. 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Mdhuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Konek. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s . 6d. 

Greenwood’s Low-Life Deeps : 

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there. By James Green- 
wood. With Illustrations in tint by Alfred Concanen. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Greenwood’s Wilds of London: 

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience, of 
Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By J AMES Green- 
wood. With X2 Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanen. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations* 4*. 6 d t 

, Guyot’s Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray ; 12 Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index. 





CHATTO 6* WIND US % PICCADILLY, 


II 


Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), doth extra, 2s. per volume. 


Golded Library, The 

Ballad History of England. By 

W. C. Bennett. 

Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of 

the Echo Club. * 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Emerson’s Letters and Social 

Aims. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the 
Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes’s Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original Il- 
lustrations. 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 


Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Morfe 

d’ Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur 
1 and of the Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. Montgomerie 
Ranking. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A 

* New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M’Crik 
D.D. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Com* 

plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sazntb- 
Bbuvb. 

St. Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E, Clarke. 
Shelley’s Early Poems, and 

S ueen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 

UNT. 


Irving's (Washington) Tales of i 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse’s (Edward) SceneB and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb’s Essays of Elia. Both i 

Series Complete in One Vol. j 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays ■ A Tale J 

for a Chimney Corner, and other j 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- { 
tlon by Edmund Ollikr. I 


Shelley’s Later Poems : Laon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley’s Prose Works, includ- 
ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White’s Natural History of Sel- 

‘ borne. Edited, with additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4 to, cloth extra, Ss. • 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ys. 6d. 

Hall’s (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish Char&tster. 

With numerous Illustrations oh Steel and Wood by Maclisr, Gil- 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

“ The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Milford's beautiful English 
sketches in * Our Village,' but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 
bright — Blackwood's Magazine. 


Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d . ; a few large-paper copies, half-Roxb., ior. 6 d. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. 

By Don Felix de Salamanca. With 134 Facsimiles of Signatures. 
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Haweis (Mrs.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Illustrated by the 

Author. Small 8vo, illustrated cover, is. ; cloth limp, is. 6 d. 
u A well-considered attempt to apply canons op good taste to the costumes 

op ladtes op our time Mrs. Haweis writes frankly and to tho 

point, she does not mince matters , but boldly remonstrates with her own sex 
on the follies they indulge in. .... We may recommend the booh to the 
ladies whom it concerns.**— Athenaeum. 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. II. R. Ha\veis. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly xoo 
Illustrations, 10 s. 6 d. 

The Artjof Deooration. By Mrs. II. R. Haweis. Small 4to, 

handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, 10s. 6 d. [In the press. 

See also Chaucer, /. 5 of this Catalogue. 


'SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS.— Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

, “ Of really good parodies it would be difficult to name more than half-a-dozen 
outside the ‘Anti-Jacobin? the * Rejected Addresses? and the 1 Ballads of Bon 
Gaultier .* . . . It is no slight praise to say that the volume before us bears 
comparison with these celebrated collections. . . . But the merits of the book 
cannot be fairly estimated by means of a few extracts ; it should be read at length 
to be appreciated properly, and \ in our opinion , its merits entitle it to be very 
widely read indeed.”— St. J am es’s Gaz kttu. 

Cr. 8vo, bound in parchment, 8j. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 15*. 

Herbert— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J . Churton Collins. 

[In the press. 


History of Hertfordshire. 

By John Edwin Cussans. 

This Magnificent Work, ranging with the highest class of County 
Histories, the result of many years’ labour, is now completed, and in course 
of delivery to Subscribers. 

It is comprised in Eight Parts, imperial quarto, each containing the 
complete History of one of the Eight Hundreds into which the County is 
divided, with separate Pagination, Title, and Index. Each Part contains 
about 350 pages, and is printed in the most careful manner on fine paper, 
with fultydge Plates on Steel and Stone, and a profusion of smaller En- 
gravings on Wood of objects of, interest in the County, and the Arms of 
' the principal Landowners, together with*" elaborate Pedigrees (126 in all), 
now for the first time printed. 

The price to Subscribers is Two Guineas each complete Part. Pur- 
chasers are guaranteed the possession of a work of constantly increasing 
yalue by the fact that only three hundred and fifty copies are printed, the 
greater number of which are already subscribed for. 
e' Seventy-five copies only, numbered and signed by the Author, have 
been specially printed on Large Paper (Royal Folio), price Four Guineas 
each Part, 
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Complete in Four Vols <# demy 8vo # cloth extra, 12 s. each, * 

History Of Our Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen VictdHa to the General Election of 1880, By JUSTIN 
McCarthy, M.P. 

•• Criticism is disarmed before a composition •which Provokes little but approval. 
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject , and words piled on words 
could say no more for it "—Saturday Review. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5 s. 

Hobhouse’s The Dead Hand: 

Addresses on the subject of Endowments and Settlements of Property, 
By Sir Arthur Hobhouse, Q.C., K.C.S.I. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4 s. 6d. 

Hollingshead’s (John) Plain English. 

u I anticipate immense entertainment from the perusal of Mr, H olUngshiad *s 
* Plain English? which l imagined to be a philological work y but which I find to 
be a series of essays, in the Hollingsheadian or Sledge-Hammer style t on those 
matters theatrical with which he is so eminently conversant G. A. S. in the 
Illustrated London News. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2 s. 6d. 

Holmes’s The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers . By Gordon Holmes, L. R. C. P. E. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream op the Comic Annuals. 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6 j. 

Hood’s <Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah’s Arkmological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

” The amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with the jingling rhymes 
which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes do full 
justice to the writer's meaning , and a pleasanter result of the harmonious ce* 
operation of author and artist could not be desired. ” —Times. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s, 6d. 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Lhdicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes, 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s . * a 

Home’s Orion: 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Horne 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
from a Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 
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t* Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 7 s, 6d. 

Howell’s Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being* a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

“ This hook is an attempt , and on the whole a successful attempt , to place the 
mark of trade unions in the pasty and their objects in the future , fairly before the 
public from the working man's point of view"— Pall Mall Gazette. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s, 6d . 

Hueffer’s The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 

Francis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6.v. 

Janvier —Practical Keramics for Students. 

By C. A. Janvier. 

" Will be found a useful handbook by those who wish to try the manufacture 
or decoration of pottery , and may be studied by all who desire to know something 
of the art '' — Morning Post. 

A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6 d. 

Jennings’ The Rosicrucians : 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 

Jerroid (Tom), Works by: 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jkrkold, Author of "The Garden that Paid the Rent,** 
&c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d . 

The combination of hints on cookery with gardening has been very cleverly 
carried out, and the result is an interesting and highly instructive little work. 
Mr, Jerroid is correct in saying that English people do not make half the use of 
vegetables they might ; and by showing how easily they can be grown, and so obtained 
fresh, he is aoing a great deal to make them more popular." — Daily Chronicle. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 

Jerrold. Post 8 VO, cloth limp, is. 6d. [/# the press. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 145. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews ” and “ The Wars of the Jews.” 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Kavanaghs’ Pearl Fountain, 

oAnd other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and J ulia KAVANAGH. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Genuine new fairy stories of the old type , some of them as delightful as the 
best if Grimm's * German Popular Stories / .... For the most part the 
Stories are downright, thorough-going fairy stories of the most admirable kind, 
, . Mr, Moyr Smiths illustrations% too , are admirable”— Spectator, 
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Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, a t.6d. , * 

Lao6 (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 


Crown 8vo # cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7s. 6d, 

Lamb’s Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Piefces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 
of the “ Essay on Roast Pig.” 

U A comforts edition of Lamb's writings , in prose and verse , has long Been 
wanted , and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great pains 
to bring together Lamb's scattered contributions , and his collection contains a 
number of pieces which are now reproduced for the first time since their original 
appearance in various old periodicals!'— Saturday Review. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, ioj. 6d. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

•Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Carew IIazlitt. With Hancock’s Portrait of the Essayist, 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamb’s and 
Co eridge’s Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

'• Very many passages will delight those fond of literary trifles ; hardly any 
portion will fail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and his sister." — STANDARD. 


Small 8vo , cloth extra, 5 s. 

Lamb’s Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Doras. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 

41 The quaint and delightful little book, truer the recovery of which all the hearts 
of his lovers are yet warm with rejoicing"— A. C. Swinburne. 


Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, i8j. 

Lamont’s Yachting in the Arctic Seas; 

or, Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neighbour- 
hood of Spitsbergen and Novaya Zeralya. By JAMES LAMONT, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. Livesay. 
"After wading through numberless volumes of icy fiction, concocted narrative^ 
and spurious biography of Arctic voyagers, it is pleasant to meet sggth a real and 
genuine volume . . . . He shows much tact in recounting his adventures , and 
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and information as to make them anything 
but wearisome . . . . The book , as a whole, is the most important addition 
made to our A retie literature for a long time ." — Athknjeum. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 7s, 6d. 

Latter-Day Lyrics : 

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers ; selected ^pd * 
arranged, with Notes, by W. Davenport Adams. With a Note on 
some Foreign Forms of Verse, by Austin Dobson. 




i6 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


i Crown 8ro } doth extra, 6s. 

LUres and Penates ; 

Or, The Background of Life. By Florence Caddy. 

“ The whole book is well worth readings for it is full of practical suggestions. 
We hope nobody will be deterred from taking up a book which teaches a 
good deal about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones .*’ — 
Graphic. 

Crown 8vo, doth, full gilt, 6s. 

Leigh’s A Town Garland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of "Carols of Cockayne.'* 

"If Mr. Leigh’s verse survive to a future generation— and there is no reason 
why that honour should not be accorded productions so delicate , so finished, and so 
putt of humour— their author will probably be remembered as the Poet if the 
Strand.**— Athen^um, 

Second Edition.— Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lecturer on Zoology and Compara- 
* live Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

"It is well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator % 
who in the intervals of his more serious professional labours sets himself to impart 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume , made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr. 
Andrew Wilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edinburgh and Glasgow , at 
leisure intervals in a busy professional life . . . ♦ Dr. Wilson’s pages teem with 
matter stimulating to a healthy love of science and a reverence for the truths 
of nature.”— Saturday Rbvikvv. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6 d. 

Life in London; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the latej. H. Alexander, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. Page, Author of 
" Thoreau : A Study." 

Crowh 8vo, doth extrtf, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Including “Outre Mer," “Hyperion," Kavanagh," “The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe," and 11 Driftwood." With Portrait and Illus- 
trations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7 s. 6d. 

Longfellow’s Poetical Works. 

* Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With numerous 
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, $j. _ * ‘ * 

Ljnatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

M The story ts cltvtr and interesting 1 , sad beyond measure though the subject 
Be. There ts no Personal bitterness , and no violence or anger . Whatever may 
have been the evidence for our author *s madness when he was consigned to am 
asylum, nothing can be clearer than hts sanity when he wrote this oooh; it ia 
bright, calm, and to the point "—Spectator. ^ 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen fall-page Plates, cloth boards, 18s. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens, 

Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrench Doff, 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Chnst. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by : 

In the Ardennes By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

50 fine Illustrations by Thomas R Macquoid. Uniform with “Pictures 
and Legends " Square 8vo, cloth extra, xor, 6d. 

11 This ts another of Mrs Maty void's Peasant bools of travel, full of useful • 
information tj pi t unique dcst nptious of scenery, and of quaint traditions 
refuting thi vinous monuments and rums which she encounters tn*her 
0 tour To such of our naders as art already thinking about the yearns 

holiday, we strongly recommend tht perusal of Mrs Macquoid s experience*. 
The look is well illustrated by Mr Thomas K Macquoid Graphic. 

Piotures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 
Kathakine S Macquoid With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, iox 6d. 

11 Mr. and Mrs Macquoid have been strolling in Normandy and Brittany, 
and the result of their observations and researches in that picturesque land 
of romantic associations ts an at ti active volume , which is neither a work ojL+t 
travel nor a collection of stones, but a book partaking almost in equal degree 
oj each of these characters . • . The illustrations, which are numerous ^ 
are drawn , as a rule , with remarkable delicacy as well as with true artistic 
feeling “—Daily News. 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by 1 . R. Macqi oid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7 s, 6d. 

One of the few books which can be read as a piece of literature, whilst at 
the same time handy in the knapsack."— British Quarterly Review. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. MacquiJid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, doth extra, 7 s. td. 

•• The pleasant companionship which Mrs Macquoid offers, while wander* 
ing from one point oj interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft depicted sum." — Morning Post* 

• Crown 6vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, as, ft. 

Madre Natura v.* The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limner. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Fourth 
Edit i on, revised and enlarged. 

Handsomely pnnted in facsimile, pnee 51. 

Magna Charta. • 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum; 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by a feet wide, with the 
Anns and Seals emblazoned m Gold and Colours. 
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Mallock’s (W. H.) Works: 

Is Life Worth Living P By William Hurrell Mai^ock. 

New Edition, <crown 8vo, cloth extra, is. 

** This deeply interesting volume . , . • . It is the most powerful vin- 
dication of religion, both natural and revealed , that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrote , and is much more useful than either the Analogy or the Ser- 
mons of that great divine , as a refutation of the peculiar form assumed by 

the infidelity of the present day Deeply philosophical as the book 

is, there is not a hearty page in it. The writer is * possessed ,* so to speak, 
with his great subject , has sounded its depths, su> reyed it is all its extent , 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, end impassioned 
style , as well as an adequate acquaintance with the science , the philosophy, 
and the literature of the day."— Irish Daily News. 

The New Republic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 

English Country House. By W. H. Mallock. Post8vo, gloth limp, 2s, 6d. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 

W. II. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2J. 6 d. 

, Poems. By W. II. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8 s. 
A Romanoe of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo. [/« the press . 

< 

Mark Twain’s Works : 

The Choloe Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous*Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

100 Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 7 s. 6 d. Cheap Edition, illustrated 
boards, 2 s. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Makjc Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2 s. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 

CMwn 8vo, cloth extra, 7 s. id. 

“ The fun and tenderness of the conception , of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable. Us grace and fantasy and slyness , the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line , make of all this episode of 
Jim Baker and his jays a piece of work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading ; but also of a high degree of merit as literature. , . . The book is 
full ofgood things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that have gonr'beforef—rhTUENJFUM. 


Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 

Management of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 

* &c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John’s Hospital. Small 

* £vo, js. ; cloth extra, is. id. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, is.; cloth extra, 

is. id. 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, a j, 6 d. per vol, 


Mayfair Library, The 

The New Republic. By W. H. 

Mallock. 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True History of Joshua 

Davidson. By E, Lynn Linton. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 

Thornbuky. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 

By H. A. Page. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wil- 

liam Senior. 

Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by IIenry 
S. Leigh. 

Puniana. By the lion. Hugh 

Rowley. 

More Puniana. By the lion. 
Hugh Rowley. 

Puck, on Pegasus. By H. 

Ciiolmondeley-Pknnell. 

The Speeches of Charles 

Dickens. With Chapters on Dickens 
as Letter-Writer and Public Reader. 

Muses ft Mayfair. Edited by 
H. Cholmondkley-Pennem.. 
Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin. 

The Philosophy of Hand- 
writing. Jiy Don Felix of Sai a- 

M AM A. 


Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. First Series. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 

. bert. Second Series. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 

S. Leigh. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 

Follies, and Frolics. By William 

T. Dobson. 

Pencil and Palette ; Biographi- 
cal Anecdotes chiefly of Contemporary 
Painters, with Gossip about Pictures 
Lost, Stolen, and Forged, also Great 
Picture Sales. By Robert Kempt. 
The Book of Clerical Anec-, 
dotes : A Gathering of the Antiquities, 
Humottis, and Eccentricities of '* The , 
Cloth." By Jacob Larwood. 

The Agony Column of “The 

Times,*' from iSouio 1870. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

The Cupboard Papers. By 

Fin*Bec. 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 
by W. Davenport Adams. [7* fuss . 
Pastimes and Players. By 

Robert Malgkegor. |/« the press. 

A 


Melancholy Anatomised: 

Popular Abridgment of “ Burton’s 
Anatomy of Melancholy." [Inpress. 
' Other Volumes are in preparation. • 


New Novels. 

THE BLACK ROBE. By Wilkie Collins. Thr^ Vols. 
crown 8vo. 

THUS CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. By Walter Besant 

and James Rice. 1'hree Vols., crown 8vo. 

FROM EXILE. By James Payn, Author of “By Proxy/’ 
"A Confidential Agent," &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 

By W. H. Mai lock. TwtfVols., crown 8vo. [In the press . 

MY LOVE. . By K. Lynn Linton. Three Vols. [In the press. 
A VILLAGE COMMUNE. By Ouida. Two Vols. 

TEN YEARS’ TENANT. By Besant and Rice. Three Vols. 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. By James Payn. Three Vols. 
A LIFE’S ATONEMENT. By D. C. Murray. Three Vol* 
QUEEN OOPHETUA. By R. E. Francillon. Three Vols. 
THE LEADEN OASEET. By Mrs. Hunt. Three Vols. 
REBEL OF THE FAMILY. By E. L. Linton^ Three Vols. 
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, (i Small 8 vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, as. 6 d, 

Miiler’s Physiology for the Young; \ 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller, 

“An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and enjoy 
life should have at their fingers* — Echo. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7 s. 6 d. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

M A delightful booh, of a kind which is far too rare, if anyone wants to really 
know the North Italian folk, we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, and 
read Mrs. Carr's pages instead . . . Description with Mrs . Carr is a real gift. • 
It is rarely that a book is so happily illustrated''— Can temporary Review. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price dr. per Vol. 

Old Dramatists, The : 

ifen Jons on’s Works. by Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, vo]. III. the Translations of the Iliad 
and a Biographical Memoir by Wil- _ and Odyssey. 
liam Gifford. Edited by Colonel Marlowe S Works. 

Cunningham. Three Vol& Including his Translations. Edited, 

with Notes and Introduction, by CoL 
Chapman’s Works. Cunningham. One Vol, 

Now First Collected. Complete in Massinger’s Plays. % 

Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays From the Text of William Gifford. 
complete, including the doubtful ones; With the addition of the Tragedy of 

Vol. II<»ihe Poems and Minor Trans- " Believe as you List.” Edited by 
lations, 'with an Introductory Essay Col. Cunningham. OneVoL 

Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, St. each. 

Ouida’s Novels —Library Edition. 

Held In pondage. By Ouida. Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 

Strathmore. By Ouida. Pascarel. By Ouida. 

Chandoa. By Ouida. Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. Signa. By Ouida. 

Idalia. By Ouida. In a Winter City. By Ouida. 

Cecil Oastlemalne. By Ouida. Ariadne. By Ouida. 

Triootrin. By Ouida. Friendship. By Ouida. 

Puck. By Ouida. Moths. By Ouida. 

Folle FArine. By Ouida. Piplstrello. By Ouida. 

*•* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, or, each. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, is, 6 d. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand- 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 

e Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7 s. 6 d. 

Pete’s Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudelaire’s “ Essay." 
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Library Ebitions, mostly Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3;. 6 d t each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. > 

* Popular &taxizi t$* S tit Eugwr*. 


Maid, Wife, or Widow P By 
Mrs. Alexander. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 
W. Besant and James Rice, 

My Little GirL By W. Besant 

and James Rice. 

The Case of Mr. Lueraft. By 
VV. Besant and James Rice. 

This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

With Harp and Crown. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

By Celia's Arbour. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

The’ Monks of Thelema. By 

W. Besant and Ja^es Rice. 

Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. By 

W. Besant and James Rice. 

The Seamy Side. By Walter 

Besant and James Rice. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret W. Collins. 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 

The Woman in White. By 
Wilkie Collins. 

The Moonstone. W. Collins. 
Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finoh. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. P By W. Collins. 
The New Magdalen. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 

The Law and the Lady. By 
Wilkie Collins. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

The Haunted Hotel. By Wilkie 
Collins. 


The Fallen Leaves. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. W. Collins. 

Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. H. 
Lovett Cameron. 

Juliet’s Guardian. By Mrs. H. 
Lovett Cameron. 

Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Olympia. ByR. E. Francillon, 

The Oapel Girls. By Edward 
Garrett. 

Robin Gray. Charles Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

In Love and War. By Charl& 

Gibbon. 

What will the World Say ? By 

Charles Gibbon. 

For the King. Charles Gibbon. 

In Honour Bound. By Charles 
Gibbon. 

Queen of the Meadow. By „ 

Charles Gibbon. 

In Pastures Green. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne. 

Ellice Quentin. By Julian 
Hawthorne. 1 

Thornioroft’s Model. By Mrs. 

A. W. Hunt. 

Fated to be Free. ’ By Jean 

Ingblow. 

Confidence. Henr^ames, Jun. 

The Queen of Connaught. By 
Harriett Jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 

Number Seventeen. By Henry n 
Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. H. Kingsley.** 
Patricia Kemball. By E. LyStn 

Linton. 
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.Piccadilly Novels— continued . 


The Atonement of Learn Dun- 

das. By E. Lynn Linton. 

The World Well L£st. By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

Under which Lord? By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

With a Silken Thread. By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

^The .Water dale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

' My Enemy’s Daughter. By 

Justin McCarthy. 

' Linley Rochford. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

,*A Pair Saxon. By Justin 

McCarthy, 

1 <Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin 
McCarthy. 

Miss Misanthrope. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Quaker Cousins. By Agnes 

Macdonull. 

Lost Rose. By Katharine S. 

Macquoid. 

The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Mac^uoid. 

Open! Sesame! By Florence 

Marryat. 

Written in Fire. F . Marryat. 


Touch and Go. By Jean Mid- 

DLEMASS, S 

Whiteladies. Mrs. Oliphant, 

The Best of Husbands. By 

James Payn. 

Fallen Fortunes. James Fayn. 
Halves. By Tames Payn. 
Walter’s Word. James Payn. 
What He Cost HeT. J. Payn. 
Less Black than we’re Painted. 

lly James Payn. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Roof. James Payn. 
High Spirits. By James Payn. 

Her Mother’s Darling. By Mrs. 

J. II. Riddell. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John 

Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 

One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. * By 

John Saunders. 

The Way We Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

The American Senator. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 

T. A. Tkoli ope. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[Wilkie Collins’ Novels and Besant and Rice’s Novels may also be had in 
doth limp at as. 61, See, too , the Piccadilly Novels, for Library Editions .] 


Maid, Wife, or Widow? By 

Mrs. Alexander. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. By 
Walter Besant and James Rice. 
With Harp and Crown. By 

Walter Besant and Jambs Rice. 

This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

Py Little Girl. By the same. 

The*Case of Mr. Lucraft. By 

Walter Besant and James Rice. 


The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Besant and James Rilf. 

By Cejia’s Arbour. By Walter 

Besant and James Rice. 

The Monks of Thelema. By 
Walter Besant and Jambs Rice. 
’Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. By 
Walter Besant and James Rice. 
Seamy Side. Besant and Rice. 
Grantley Grange. By S. Beau- 
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Popular Novels — continued . 

An Heiress of Bed Bog. By 

»Rkt Harts. 

The Luck of Roaring Gamp. 

By Bret Harts, 

Gabriel Conroy. Bret Harte. 
Surly Tim. By F. E. Burnett. 

Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. H. 

Lovett Cameron. 

Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. L. 
Cameron. 

Cure of Souls. By Maclarkn 
Cobban. 

Antonina. ByWiLKiECoLLiNS. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret. W. Collins. 

The Queen of Hearts. By 
•Wilkie Collins. 

My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 
The Woman in White. By 

Wilkie Collins. 

The Moonstone. W. Collins. 
Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finch, W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. P W. Collins. 
NewMagdalen. By W.Collins. 
The Frozen Deep. W.Collins. 

The Law and the Lady. By 

Wilkik Collins. 

The TwoDeBtinies. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

The Haunted Hotel. ByW ilkik 
Collins. 

Fallen Leaves. By W.Colli ns. 
Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Roxy. By Edward Eggleston. 
Filthy Lucre. By Albany de 

Fonblanqub* 

Olympia. ByR. E. Francillon. 

The Capel Girls, By Edward 
Garreti . 

Robin Gray. By Ciias. Gibbon. 

For Lack of Gold. By Charles 
Gibbon. 


What will the World £ay P By. 


Charles Gibbon. 

1 Honour Bou 


In HonouV Bound. By Chas. 
Gibbon. 

In Love and War. By Charles 

Gidbon. 

For the Sing. By Charles 
Gibbon. ^ 

Queen of the Meadow. By 

Charles Gibbon. 

Dick Temple. By James 

Greenwood. 

Every-day Papers. By A. 

Hall 1 day. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne* 

Thornicroft’s Model. By Mrs. 

A. Hun r. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Ingelow. 

Confidence. By IIenry James, 

Jun. 

X&e Queen of Connaught. By 

Harriett Jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By II. Jaw* 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. II. Kingsley. 
Patricia Kemball. By E. Lynn 

Linton. 

The Atonement of LeamDundas 

By E. Lynn Linton. • 

The World Well Lost. By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

Under which Lord P By Mrs. 

Linton. 

The Waterdaler Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
DearLadyDisdain. By the same. 
My Enemy's Daughter. By 

Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy, 
Linley Roohford. McCaSti^ 
Miss Misanthrope. McCam'iiy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy, 


By Charles 
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' Popular Novels— contimud, 

The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoid. / 

Lost Rose. K. 5 . Macquoid. 

Openl Sesame I By Florence 
Marryat. 

Wild Oats. By F. Marry at. 
Little Stepson. F. Marryat. 
Fighting the Air. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By Jean 

Middlemans. 

Mr. Dorillion. J. Middlemass. 
Whiteladies. ByMrs.OLirHANT. 

Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
Ohandos. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 

Cecil Castlemaine. By Ouida. 
Trlcotrin. By Ouida. 

Fuck. By Ouida. 

Folle Farine. By Ouida, 

Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
Fasoarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Ouida. 

Signa. By Ouida. 

In a Winter City. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida. 
Walter's Word. By J. Payn. 
Best of Husbands. By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 


Fallen Fortunes. By J. Tayn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 

Less Blaok than We’re Painted. 

By James Payn. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Roof. By J. Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jas. Payn. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

By Edgar A. Poe. 

Her Mother’s Darling. By Mrs. 
J. H. Riddell. 

Gaslight and Daylight. By 

George Augustus Sala. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John 

Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 

One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John 
and Katherine Saunders. 

Match in the Dark. By A. 

I Skktchley. 

j Tales for the Marines. By 

Walter Thornbury. 

| The Way we Live Now. By 
! Anthony Trollope. 

| The American Senator. By 
Anthony Trollope. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 
T. A. Trollope. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Conti- 
nent of Europe. By Mark Twain. 

Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

By Mark Twain. 

An Idle Excursion. By Mark 
Twain. 


Fcap. 8vo', picture covers, u r each. 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Bret Harte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavoumeen. By the Author of 14 That Lass o’ Lowrie’s. ’ 
Lindsay’s Luok. By the Author of 14 That Lass o’ Lowrie’s." 

’ Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of 44 That Lass o’ Lowrie’s." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 

The Professor’s Wife. By Leonard Graham. 
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Large 4to, cloth extra, gilt, beautifully Illustrated, 31J. 6 d. • • 

Pastoral Days ; * 

tfr, Memories of a New England Year. By W. Hamilton Gibson 
With 76 Illustrations in the highest style of WoodSEngraving. 

** TJie volume contains a prose poem, •with illustrations in the shape of •wood, 
engravings more beautiful than it can well enter into the hearts of most men to 
conceive . . Mr. Gibson is not only the author of the text, he is the designer of the 
illustrations: and it would be difficult to say in which capacity he s/unus most of 
the true poet. There is a sensuous beaiity in his prose which charms and lulls 
you. . . . But, as the illustrations are turned to, it will be felt that a new 
pleasure has been found. It ivould be difficult to express too high admiration of 
the exquisite delicacy of most of the engravings. They are proofs at once of Mr. 
Gibson's power as an artist , of the skill of the engravers, and of the marvellous 
excellence of the printer's work — Scotsman. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 6 j. 

Planche — Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Daughter, 

_ Mrs. Macka rness. _ 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ioj. 6d . 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorne. New Edi- 
tion, with Medallion Portraits. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. FarreR. * 

Small ’8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 31. 6 d. 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J, Moyr Smith. With 
130 Illustrations by the Author. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Works: 

Easy Star Lessons for Young Learners. With Star Maps for 
Every Night in the Year, Drawings of the Constellations, &c. By Richard 
A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [/« preparation, 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of ** Other Worlds than Ours,*’ &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Pleasant Ways In Soienoe. By R. A. Proctor. Cr.8vo,cl. ex. 6s 
Bough Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on« 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, clotlfcextra, 6s . . 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A« Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 

of the Firmament By Richard A Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

Wages and Wants of Soienoe Workers. By Richard A, 

Proctor Crown 8vo, is. 6d. • 

"Mr. Proctor, of all writers of our time , best conforms to Matthm m 
Arnold's conception of a man of culture, in that he strives to humanise 
knowledge, to divest it of whatever is harsh, crude, or technical, and so makes 
it as ource of happiness and brightness for all,"— Wsstminstxb Review, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7 s. 6 d. 

Pursuivant of Arms, The ; » 

or, HAaldry fourv led upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the Science of 
Heraldry. By Jr R. Planche, Somerset Herald, With Coloured 
Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 Illustrations. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75. 6 d. 

Rabelais’ Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustave Dore. 


Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, qs. 6 d, 

Rambosson’s Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

‘ Second Edition, Revised, Crown 8vo, 1,200 pages, lialf-roxburghe, 12J. 6d. 

Reader’s Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re- 

ferenccs, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 

* * Dr. Brewer has produced a wonderjully comprehensive dictionary of references 
to matters which arc always cropping u/> in conversation and in everyday life, and 
writers generally will have reason to feel grateful to the author for a most handy 
volume, supplementing in a hundred ways their own knowledge or ignorance , as 
the case max he. . . . It is something more than a mere dictionary of quota- 
tions , though a most useful companion to any work of that kind, being a dictionary 
of most of the allusions , references , plots , stories , and characters which occur in 
-\he classical poems , plays , novels, romances , cVc. , not only of our own country , but 
of most nations, ancient and modern."— Timks. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 6r. 

Richardson’s (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, profusely Illustrated, ioj. 6d. 

Rimmer’s Oar Old Country Towns. 

With over 50 Illustrations. By Alfred Rimmer. 

Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, £2 16s. 

Rowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, 'rimes, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Gkego, Author of "James Gillray, the Caricaturist ; his Life, 
Works, and Times." 

4t Mr. Grego's excellent account of the works of Thomas Rowlandson . • 

Illustrated with some 400 spirited , accurate , and clever transcripts from his 
signs. . . . The thanks of all who care for what is original and personal in 
art Are due to Mr. Grego for the pains he has been at, and the time he has ex- 
pended, in the preparation of this very pleasant, very careful, and adequate 
memorial.”— Tall Mall Gazette. 
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Handsomely printed, price $s. • • «• 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; 

* or, A List of the Principal Warriors who camg over from Normandy * 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in thilCountry, a.d. 1066-7. 
Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by two, with the prin- 
cipal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4 s. 6d. each, 

11 Secret Out” Series. The. 


The Pyrotechnist’s Treasury; 1 

, Complete Art of Making Fire- j 
works. By Thomas Kentish, With | 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bellew. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult J 
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of H and. , 
Edited by W.H.Ckkmer. 200 Illusts a \ 

Ifhe Merry Circle : ! 

A Book of New Intellectual Games ! 
and Amusements. By Clara Bat. lew. , 
M any Illustrations. 


Magician’s Own Book : 

Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. CftEMHit. 200 Illustrations. 

Magic No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c. f 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing ; Training of 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 
F rontispiece and many Illustrations, • 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards, and 
other Recreations ; with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-room or 
“White Magic.” P»y W. H.Crkmer. 
300 Engravings^ 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s . 

Senior’s Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Anglers Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Senior (“Red Spinner”), Author of" Stream and Sea.” * 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, 7 s. 6d . 

Sheridan’s Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes. Puns. &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6 d m 

Signboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten. 
With nearly 100 Illustrations. 

“ Even if we were ever so maliciously inclined, we could notpgpk out all Messrs, 
Larwood and Hottehs plums , because the good things are so numerous as to defy 
the most wholesale depredation? ’—Times. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s, 6 d. 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 0 
“ W'e arc glad to see the Slang Dictionary reprinted and enlarged. From a hdfqh 


be amusing also . It contains the very vocabulary of unrestrained humour % and 
oddity , and grotesqueness. In a word , it provides valuable material both for the 
student of language and the student of human nature . A*utomv. 
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Shakespeare : 

Shakespeare, The First Folio. Mr. W jlli am Shaxbspe..* e*s 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Blount, 
1623,— A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process— ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detail. 
Small 8vo, Ealf-Roxburghe, 7 s. 6d. 

“To Messrs. Chatto and IVindus belongs ike merit of having done more 
to facilitate the critical study of the text of c»r great dramatist than all the 
Shakespeare clubs and societies put together . A complete facsimile of the 
celebrated First Folio edition of 1673 for halfa-gutnea is at once a miracle ef 
cheapness and enterprise . Being in a reduced form % the type is necessarily 
rather diminutwe % but it is as distinct as in a genuine copy of the original , 
and will be found to be as useful and far more handy to the student than the 
latter. M — At hbnaeum* 

Shakespeare, The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 
and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facsimile of 
Droeshout’s Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7J, 6 d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. Moyk Smith. Crown 410, cloth gilt, ms.6d. 

Shakespeare Music, The Handbook of. Being an Account of 

350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Rokfk. 4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swif • 

burne. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8j. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, as. 6 d. 

Smoker’s Text-Book, The. 

By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

Spalding’s Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. • 

Crowvi 4to, uniform with “Chaucer for Children," with Coloured 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, ioj. 6 d. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations in Colours by Walter J. 
Morgan 

11 Spenser hat simply been transferred into plain prose , with here and there a 
line or stanza quoted \ where the meaning and the diction are within a child's 
comprehension^ and additional point is thus given to the narrative without the 
cost of obscurity. . . * Altogether the work has been wellhnd carefully done.* 
—The Tim es. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9*. 

Stedman’s Victorian Poets : 

' , Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman, 

" We ought to be thankful to those who do critical work with competent shill 
and understanding. Mr. Stedman deserves the thanks of English scholars ; 
... he itj hfttl , studious , and discerning. "—Saturday Review. 
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Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5-f. 

Stories about Number Nip, 

TRe Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children, by WALTER 
Gjzahame. With Illustrations by J. Moyk Smitj® 

Crown 8vo, with a Map of Suburban Ixmdon, cloili extra, *js. Gd. 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society* 
Celebrities, and Associations. With Notes on their Rental, Rates* 
and House Accommodation. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7 s.6d. 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in the Original Edition of "Gulliver’s Travels.” 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 21 s. 

Sword, The Book of the : 

Being a History of the Sword, and its Use, in all Times and in all* 
Countries. By Captam Richard Burton. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. [/n preparation . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6 d, 

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimgs of the People 

of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 


Swinburne’s Works : 

The Queen Mother and Rosa- 

mond. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

Atalanta in Calydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Chastelard. 

A Tragedy. Ciown 3vo, 7 s. 

Poems and Ballads. 

First Series. Fcap. 8vo, ys. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. , 

Second Series. Fcap. 8vo, ys. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Notes on 41 Poems and Bal- 

lads.” 8vo, xs. 

William Blake s 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Demy 8vo, t6j. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8vo, iw. 6d. 


Bothwell : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8 vo, im. 6 6, 

George Chapman: 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, 71. • 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Essays and Studies, 

Crown 8vo, 12s, 

Ereohtheus : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8voffcj. 

Note of an English Republican 

on the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, is, 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. 

Crown 8vo, 6 j. 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8vo, 6s, # 

Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 

8vo, 6s. m 

Studies In Song. 

Crcwa 8vo, 7s . 
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Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d. 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search ctf the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and 'in Search 
of a Wife.® With the whole of Rowlandson’s droll page Illustra- 
tions, in Colours, and Life of^the Author by J. C. Hotten. 

* Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, 6s, 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustrated by J, Moyr Smith. * 

Four Vols. small 8vo, cloth boards, 30J. 

Taine’s History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henry Van Laun, 

*/ Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols. crown 8vo, doth extra, 151. 
One Vol. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7.?. 6 d. 

Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

“ Clancarty,” “Jeanne Dare,” " 'Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool’s 
Revenge," “ Arkwright’s Wife," “ Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion." 

* ** The Plays may also he had separately, at Is. each. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece and r incrous 
Illustrations, 7s. 6 d. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-life, and Favourite Character In the books of his every- 
day reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, facsimiled from 
Mr. Thackeray's Original I)rawings L _ 

Crown 8 vo, doth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, ? r . 6d. 

Thomson’s Seasons and Castle of II iolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by All AN CUNNING- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations* 7s. §d. 

Tliornbury’s (Walter) Haunted London. 

A New Edition, fEdited by Edward Walford, M.A., \ ith numerous i 
Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. . 

“ Mr, Thombury knew and loved his London. . . . He had read much his- 
tory, and every by -lane and every court had associations for him. His memory 
and his note-br.cks were stored with anecdote , and, as he had singular skill in the 
ma**er of narration , it will be readily believed that when he took to writtngaset j 
book about the places he knew and cared for, the said book would be charming ; j 
Charming the volume before us certainly is. It may be * egun in the beginning , or 1 
twiddle, or end , it is all one : wherever one lights , there is some pleasant and curious 
bit of gossip, some amusing fragment of allusion or quotation,”— Vanity Fair. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Timbs' Clnbs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. 
By John Timbs, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations. 
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Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7 s. 6 d. 

Timbs’ English Eccentrics and Eccentripi-* 

tie*: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. tty John Timbs, 
F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14J. 

Torrens’ The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Vol, /. of Pro- 
Consul and Tribune*. Wellesley and O’Connell: Historic 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, js. 6 d. 

Turner’s ( J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence: 

Founded upon Letteis and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Acadomicians. By Walter Tiiokn bury. A New Edition, con- 
siderably Enlarged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled 
from Turner's original Drawings. # 

Two*\ ’s., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground- Plans, 14J. 

Walcott’s Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters ; and the English Student's Monasticon. By the Rev. 
Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 

The Twenty-first Annual Edition, for 1881, cloth, full gilt, 50J. 

Wejf'rd’s County Families of the United” 

Kingdom. A Royal Manual of the Titled and Untitled Aristocracy of 
Grea* Britain and I reland. By Ed war d Walfor d, M. A. , late Scholar 
of Bci. .iol College, Oxford. Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, 
Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 distinguished Heads of 
Families in the United Kingdom, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive. to ether with a Record of the Patronage at their disposal, the 
Offices which they hold or have held, their Town Addresses, Country 
Rcridei.ces, Clubs, &c. • 

Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, js. 6 <t. 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; 

or, The Contemplative Man’s Recreation : being a Discourje of Rivers. 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 

Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in., 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. * 

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-ninfc 
Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 


3 * # BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO & WIN DUS. 


I Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price 21. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, hnd a 
Facsimile of thl Great Seal. 


Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 4J. 6 d. 

W&stropp’s Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 

lain ; or, History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By IIODDFJt 
M. Westropp, Author of 41 Handbook of Archaeology/' Ac, With 
numerous beautiful Illustrations, .and a List of Marks. 


Seventh Edition. Square 8vo, is. 

Whistler v. Enskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A- Macneill.Whistler. 


Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with .Illustrations, zs. 6d. 

Williams’ A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

By W. Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., F.C.S. 

“ This is on unpretending little zoork, put forth for the purpose of expounding 
in simple style the phenomena ami laws of heat. Afo strength is vainly spent in 
endeavouring to present a mathematical view of the subject. The author passes 
aver the ordinary range of matter to he found in most elementary treatises on 
heat , and enlarges upon the applii aliens of the principles of his sclera < — a subject 
width is naturally attractive to the uninitiated. l\lr, Williams s object has been 
well carried out , and his little book may be recommended to those who care to study 
this interesting branch of /Ayxfrj."— PoruLAK Science Review. 

A HANDSOME GIFT-BOOK - Small 8vo, doth extra, 6.f. 

Wooing (The) of the Water- Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dat.dorne. With One Hundred and 
. Twenty-five fine Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Crown 8 vo, half-bound, 12 s. 6 d. 

Words and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- of-lbe-Way Matters. By 
Eliezer Edwards. [In the press. 


Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6 d. 

Wright’s Caricature-History of the Oeorges. 

(The Hcfose of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, 
Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 


Large post 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7 j. 6 d. 

Wright’s History of Caricature and of the 

r Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting, from the 
* Earliest Times to the Present Day. By Thomas Wright, M.A., 
' . F.S.A, Profusely Illustrated by F. W, Fairholt, F.S.A. 
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WHELPTON’S PILLS 

Are one of those rare Medicines which, for their extraordinary 
properties, have gained an almost 

„ UNIVERSAL REPUTATION. ~ ^ 

During a period of >Jorethan Forty- 
five Years they have been used most 
extensively as a Family Medicine , 
thousands having found them a simple 
and safe remedy, and one needful to 
be kept always at hand. , 

These Pills are purely Vegetable, 
being entirely free from Mercury or any other Mineral , and those who may 
not hitherto have proved their efficacy, will do well to give them a trial. 

Recommended for Disorders of the Head, Cheat, Bowels, Liver, and 
Kidneys ; also in Rheumatism, Ulcers, Sores, and all Skin Diseases 
— these Pills being a direct Purifier of the Blood. - * 



In Boxes , price 7 %d. t is. atid is. 9 d. t by 

G. WHELPTON & SON, 3, Crane Court, Fleet Street, London. • 

And sent free to any part of the United Kingdom on receipt of 8, 14, 
or 33 Stamps . Sold by all Chemists at Home and Abroad. 


THE AMERICAN 

WALTHAM WATCHES 

ARE THE BEST TIMEKEEPERS IN THE WORLD. 


HENRY W. BEDFORD, 

Agent for the American Waltham Watch Company, 
has the LARGEST STOCK in ENGLAND. 


Silver Cases, Crystal Glass 
Smvkr Cases, Keyless Action 
Mu.sg Silver Cases, for Boys 

iN-(.arat Gold Cases J 

18-Cirat Gold Cases* K eyless 


At s. a. 

from 330 
froir^ 440 
from 330 
from 880 
from 12 12 o 


67, REGENT STREET, 

(NEXT DOOR TO ST. JAMES’S HALL).. 
THE NEW ILLUSTRATED PRICE LIST POST FREE. 
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